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From the Westminster Review. 


A Popular Life of George Fox, the first of the 
Quakers. By Josian Marsu. London: Gil- 
pin. 1847. 


Turre is no subject perpetually before our eyes 
more imperfectly understood than Quakerism. There 
is a prevalent idea, amounting perhaps to a knowl- 
edge, that Quakers are a sect addicted to broad- 
brimmed hats, collarless coats, a peculiar phraseol- 
ogy, silent meetings, and the acquisition of money ; 
propensities which rarely engender any better feeling 
than contempt: for the man who is too well bred 
to express it in the same way cherishes ‘the same 
feeling as the boy who hoots after the drab-garbed 
Quaker in the street. Nineteen twentieths of our 
countrymen believe a Quaker to be infinitely in- 
ferior to thernselves: to the brutal, he is an ob- 
ject of abuse; to the rude, of ridicule; to the 
supercilious, of contempt; to the kind-hearted, of 
pity; but all agree in looking down u him as 
from some very decided elevation. It is WMcult to 
dissipate feclings which flatter our self-esteem, and 
whatever places another permanently below us 
certainly administers to that quality ; we are pleased 
to have an opportunity of despising, and often abso- 
lutely plume ourselves on despising, courteously 
and religiously, kindly and conscientiously. 

We are willing to believe that this relative posi- 
tion between the Quaker and the man of the world 
arises entirely from the fact already adduced, that 
Quakerism is imperfectly understood: we see the 
husk, we taste it and find it unpalatable, bitter, 
chaffy : but so also is the husk of the cocoa-nut, and 
of fitty other fruits. Now we have no more right 
to judge the Quaker than the cocoa-nut by its ex- 
terior alone ; itis not only unfair to the object but 
unjust towards ourselves. Let us, however, pause 
for a moment over the husk itself, the quaintness, 
oddity, perhaps ugliness, of the costume, the mode 
of address, &c.; it should be distinctly understood, 
that these peculiarities are not of themselves con- 
sidered in the light of good deeds, but often serve 
as a protection against evil deeds. ‘The true Qua- 
ker has a decided objection to amalgamate with that 
world whose fashtons and excesses he has conscien- 
tiously renounced, and these peculiarities act as a 
universally accepted apology tor his not mingling 
in scenes in which others can perceive no harm; 
races, hunting, theatres, balls, concerts, cards, 
drinking—occupatians held to be almost necessary 
to people of the world, and, to use the most circum- 
spect phraseolozy, tolerated by their religious in- 
structors—are forbidden to the Quaker; from his 
youth upwards he is taught to avoid them. Absti- 
nence from these indulgences is inculcated with the 
first lessons of religion ; and intellect has no sooner 
dawned than his moral education begins. This ab- 
stinence from occupations common in the world has 
become so notorious, that the Quaker garb is a suffi- 
cient apology for non-indulgence. It would be 
out of place at all public amusements; in all 
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scenes of riot and intemperance ; so that, whatever 
the inclination, the Quaker, in Quaker garb, dare 
not mingle in such company. The husk, as we 
have termed it, worn under parental authority, thus 
becomes a safeguard and protection to the young— 
a protection even against inclination ; for we are not 
to suppose the youth of any sect devoid of the taste 
for amusement which is a characteristic of that pe- 
riod of our existence. In after years, the man has 
often to look back with gratitude on the protecting 
power of that garb, and those peculiarities, which 
he felt irksome as a youth; and seeing the service 
they rendered to himself, he inculcates their observ- 
ance on his successors, indeed, enforces it, so long as 
parental authority endures. Thus, however much 
we may be inclined to dislike or censure these pe- 
culiarities, we shall find it difficult to deny their 
utility ; and we shall also find that a portion of our 
feeling of contempt arose from an insufficiency of 
our own information. We are ever too ready to 
smile at what we do not understand; and, in 
our journey throngh life, we often feel the smile 
of scorn dissipated by an enlarged powcr of compre- 
hension, and succeeded by respect, and perhaps 
even by admiration. While on the subject of dress, 
we may further remark that the Quaker garb is 
profcssedly a mere retention of the usual costume 
of that period when Quakers were first associated 
as a body, and a refusal to comply with the ever- 
changing vagaries of fashion. So much for the 
husk. We wish to place it in its true light, and to 
remove those erroneous impressions which result 
from mistaking it for the kernel. 

Quakerism may he said to date its existence from 
the preaching of Fox; prior to this some Quaker 
doctrines had been vaguely promulged, but, under 
the majestic and energetic mind of Fox, they re- 
ceived form and character; they became distinct 
and intelligible; so that to him alone must be at- 
tributed the establishment of the sect. It will be 
recollected by all who are conversant with the his-- 
tory of the Reformation, that the participators in 
that great movement aimed at a far more extensive 
subversion of the ceremonies of the Romish church 
than they had the power to achieve; thus we find 
the more eminent of these reformers inveighing bit- 
terly against certain observances, which, as they 
said, ‘‘ plainly savor of popery.’? Among such 
objectionable observances are enumerated, ‘‘figured 
music and organs, the forms of sponsors, the use 
of the cross in baptism, kneeling at the sacrament, 
sprinkling of infants, bowing at the name of Jesus,” 
&c. But Queen Elizabeth whose memory as a 
protestant reformer is so highly cherished by the 
Episcopalian church, insisted on the reintroduction 
of these observances, and took care that they 
should be rigidly enforced. The act of conformity 
was passed in 1554, and by this all the Romish cer- 
emonies which the queen or her advisers were 
pleased to continue, became law, in opposition to 
the principles and entire spirit of tho Reformation. 
This of course induced violent discontent ; and very 
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many of the true reformers refused to comply, and 
formed small associations on principles opposed to 
one or other of the prescribed forms. Hence arose 
those numerous bodies of dissenters, which, in the 
time of Charles J., had become so powerful ; and 
which, however they might differ on other points, 
were unanimously agreed in denying the divine 
right of bishops, and thus rendered themselves ob- 
noxious to ecclesiastical authorities. But, amidst 
all the distaste for certain forms and ceremonies, no 
sect ventured to proscribe them all; it was left for 
George Fox to found a religion on the New Testa- 
ment alone; to dispense with all’ priestcraft and 
priesthood, with all forms and observances and cer- 
emonies, and to declare that worship was a spiritual 
act between man and his Maker, a tribute to be 
offered independently of human assistance, and un- 
accompanied by any human inventions. Our au- 
thor informs us that— 
‘ No reformer, prior to George Fox, had alto- 
gether rejected ceremonies in the performance of 
publie wership, or the observance of any religious 
rite upon admittance into a community of member- 
ship. But he, regarding worship alone in the light 
of a spiritual act, between the heart of man and his 
Maker, instituted a worship of silent waiting, and 
more particularly called upon his followers to rely 
upon that measure of divine light or grace which it 
has pleased God to place in the hearts of all men 
for their edification, guidance, and right under- 
standing of his revealed law, provided they are 
willing to submit to its silent teachings. He con- 
sidered that it is only by the free operation of this 
divine principle that the heart becomes sanctified, 
and that, by it alone, men can become spiritually 
baptized into the church of Christ, or can become 
spiritual partakers of the body and blood of our 
Saviour. Which inward and spiritual participation 
is the only true essential of these ceremonies, as 
practised by most of the Christian churches. Nei- 
‘ther had any one, before this, called the attention 
.of mankind so particularly to the marked distinction 
between the old law of Moses and the new law of 
the gospel; pointing out that the former, with its 
ceremonies and ordinances, was expressly given to 
the Jews; and to them only; and, as St. Paul 
says, 18 to be looked upon by us as a schoolmaster 
to prepare us for the better and more spiritual dis- 
pensation, which ended the old law,* and in whose 
glad tidings the whole Gentile world are made par- 
ticipators as well as the Jews. Nor had any one 
before endeavored to establish a system of public 
worship of a nature so entirely spiritual, allowing 
of no prescribed act, either of prayer or of exhorta- 
tion. His object was to lead people back to the 
primitive simplicity and purity of the gospel pre- 
cepts, to which the superstitious ceremonies of the 
Romish church were so glaringly opposed ; to call 
them off from all dependence upon outward ceremo- 
nies, to that inward and spiritual religion by which 
alone they can know Christ to be their Cod and 
their Saviour; and to convince them that the mere 
knowledge and belief of what Christ had done and 
suffered for them when personally upon earth, 
was not of itself sufficient to obtain this, without a 
further knowledge, through the Holy Spirit, of his 
righteous government in their hearts.’’—p. 10. 
Since Christianity was first preached by the im- 
mediate followers of Christ, no such doctrine as 
this had ever been broached. Peter, Mahomet, 
Luther, Wycliffe, Calvin, Wesley, and the thou- 
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sand minor powers that have succeeded, all had 
their ceremonies performed by priests; all looked 
on the priest as a being whose offices were essential 
to the safety of the soul. George Fox alone, of 
all the world, repudiated priesthood and priestcraft, 
and dared to deny the right of a human mediator 
between God and man. He acknowledged but one 
mediator; one whose services were not to be doled 
out in pittanees apportioned to the coin returned. It 
therefore is not remarkable that the priesthood of 
whatever denomination should rise as one man 
against the Quaker, and denounce him from the pul- 
pit as an atheist and a traitor ; an enemy alike to 
religion and to law. Such was the case; and 
when we remember how vast, how subtle, how 
ramified, how extended is that power and influence 
he attacked, we cannot wonder that the Quaker 
was hunted from place to place like a beast, was 
torn from his home and family, was thrown into the 
most filthy dungeons, was flogged, maimed, crip- 
pled, and murdered, merely on a false charge of 
irreligion and disaffection, originating entirely in 
the vengeance of a priesthood whose offices he de- 
clined, and with whose emoluments the spread of 
such opinions must of necessity interfere. The li- 
cense for marriage, the marriage form, the church- 
ing of women, the sprinkling of infants, the admin- 
istration of the sacrament, the ceremony of confir- 
mation, the funeral service, the consecration of 
churches. and churchyards, all forms of prayer, 
written ; ons ; all were of no avail: churches 
themselV@¥ were superfluous, and the sacredness of 
any edifice declared a fable. This was atheism 
and treason in the eyes of the clergy, and of all over 
whom their influence extended. 

The boldness with which Fox preached these 
doctrines is shown in his own *‘ Journal,’’ but 
there are other authentic sources of information, 
which bear ample testimony to the courage he dis- 
played. 

“ When I heard the bell toll to call the people 
together in the steeple-house, it struck at my lite, 
for it was like a market bell to gather people to- 
gether, that the priest might set furth his wares for 
sale. Oh! the vast sums of money that are got bv 
the trade they make of selling the Scriptures, and 
by their preaching, from the highest bishop to the 
lowest priest! What one trade in the world is 
comparable to itt Notwithstanding the Scriptures 
were given forth freely, Christ commanded his min- 
isters to preach freely, and the prophets and apostles 
denounced judgment against all covetous hirelings 
and diviners for money. But in tltis free spirit of 
the Lord Jesus was I sent forth to declare the word 
of life and reconciliation freely, that all might come 
to Christ, who gives freely, and renews us into the 
image of God, which man and woman were in be- 
fore they fell.’’—p. 46. 

Here we are presented with the origin of the 
Quaker tenet against a paid clergy of any descrip- 
tion ; and from the doctrines of their founder the 
Quakers conceive themselves called upon to protest 
openly against such a ministration of the gospel, as 
being contrary to the special injunctions of Christ, 
and the practices of the apostles and early Christian 
church. Hence, they refuse to pay all tithes or 
church demands, patiently submitting to the legal 

nalties attached to such refusals, and to the rapec- 
ity of their enemies, who, in the early periods of the 
society, carried their plunder to so great an excess 
as not only to involve many in total ruin, but also 
to subject them to long and cruel imprisonments, 
which, in many cases of particular hardship, termi- 


LIFE OF GEORGE FOX. 


nated in death. Hence, in 1662, twenty died in 
different prisons in London, and seven more after 
their liberation, from their ill-treatment. In 1664, 
twenty-five died, and in 1665, fifty-two more. The 
number which perished in this way, throughout the 
whole kingdom, amounted to three hundred and 
sixty-nine. 

It would be a subject of interesting inquiry, but 
foreign to the objects of a literary review, whether 
the grand features of this mission of George Fox, 
and the practice of his early followers resulting from 
tt, are not based upon more solid principles of Chris- 
tanity, and are not more closely allied to its pure 
spirit, than the world at large generally admit to be 
essential? Quakerism is grounded on the passage 
—‘*that the grace of God which brings salvation 
had appeared to all men, and that the manifestation 
of the spirit of God was given to every man to profit 
withal. Fox maintained, that by a faithful obe- 
dience to the inward teachings of this Holy Spirit 
we become God's people, and by its aid alone ac- 
quire a clear understanding of the Scriptures; but 
which inward monitor, if continually neglected, or, 
after the example of Felix, dismissed fur a more 
convenient season, will in time be withdrawn, leav- 
ing the heart reprobate, and abandoned to its own 
wicked devices ; for God has declared, ‘‘ my spirit 
shall not always strive with man.” Gen. vii. 3. 

This inward principle is the good sced, which, 
being sown in all soils, flourishes in some, pines 
away or is choked in others, and in some individuals 
finds no root at all. Scriptural authority, if to be 
literally interpreted, is at. least in favor of Fox’s 
testimony against all oaths, and warfare, as being 
antichristian, and in direct opposition to the dictates 
of Christ, and the practice of the apostles and early 
church. And further, in accordance with his emu- 
lation of the noble and disinterested example of the 
early Christian pastors, who ministered the word 
of lite without fee or reward; and with his rejec- 
tion of all outward ceremonies and forms of worship, 
because they had degenerated into religious rites, 
and which he considered as so many stuinbling- 
blocks and impediments to that spiritual devotion 
required of man by his Maker. Again, it would 
appear to support his great Christian principle, that 
no system of policy whatever should be founded 
on expediency ; but upon that golden precept of 
Christ’s, ‘ of doing unto others as we would they 
should do unto us, ` —a maxim that if faithfully 
acted upon would do away at once with all grounds 
of contention and warfare. The Quakers therefore 
as a body may be considered universal philanthro- 
pists; and in their Christian Jove and good will to 
all men they are as much opposed to every measure 
which is injurious to the free and just rights of man, 
as they are often the furemost supporters of those 
devised for his good. 

“ The mission of G. Fox was no republican doc- 
trine, disguised under the form of theology. It 
never interfered with the existing powers, whether 
monarchical or republican, but taught obedience to 
the magistrate, by enforcing purity of morals. It 
was a plain, honest, and zealous attempt to clear 
the gospel from the mist of error and superstition 
which had long obscured it; to release the minds 
of the people from the shackles of schvol-wisdom, 
and the subtleties of polemical divinity ; to hold 
out to them the true nature of that redemption 
which it offers to all mankind, a redemption depend- 
ing upon faith in Christ, repentance from sin, and 
transformation from the world, but not upon outward 
rites and ordinances, or creeds drawn up by fallible 
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men. He pleaded alone for religious liberty, for a 
free toleration of all religious opinions ; a principle 
which in itself involves emancipation of mind, and 
lays the fvundation for the universal and equal rights 
of all men, the privileged classes as well as those 
below them; and effectually resists the encroach- 
ments of either party upon the just rights of the 
other, by inculcating the great Christian rule of 
doing as we would be done by.’’—p. 48. 

The ‘* Journal” of George Fox was pronounced 
by the late Sir James Mackintosh to be ‘ one of 
the most extraordinary and instructive documents in 
the world ;”’ and he adds, that ‘t no man of compe- 
tent judgment can peruse it without revering the 
virtue of the writer.” To his efforts, single-handed, 
or nearly so, we may ascribe the establishment and 
rise of the Quakers, which, as Bancroft in his 
“ History of the United States” declares, is ‘“ one 
of the most remarkable events in the history of man. 
It marks,” says he, ‘‘ the moment when intellectual 
freedom was claimed unconditionally by the people 
as an inalienable birthright. It was the consequence 
of a great moral warfare against corruption; the 
aspiration of the human mind after a perfect eman- 
cipation from the long reign of bigotry and super- 
stition.”’ 

In another passage, Bancroft describes how Fox 
arrived ‘‘ at the conclusion that truth is to be sought 
by listening to the voice of God in the soul. This 

rinciple,’’ says he, ‘* contained a moral revolution. 
t established absolute freedom of mind, treading 
idolatry under foot, and entered the strongest pro- 
test against the forms of a hierarchy. It was the 
principle for which Socrates died, and Plato sut- 
fered; and now that Fox went forth to proclaim it 
among the people, he was resisted everywhere with 
vehemence, and priests and professors, magistrates 
and people, swelled against him like the raging 
waves of the sea.” 

It is worthy of remark, that this storm of perse- 
cution should have raged most fiercely during the 
protectorate of Cromwell, a man who has the credit 
of resisting the influence of priesthood and priest- 
craft when directed against himself. We are es- 
pecially told by D'Aubigné, in his ‘* History of the 
Reformation,” that “the rise of plebeian sects, 
which swarmed in England, was encouraged bv the 
freedom of the popular government under the com- 
monwealth.’? What this freedom could have been 
does not appear very obvious; imprisonment in 
| dungeons underground, and beneath other dungeons 
| occupied by felons, and so arranged that the lower 

dungeon reccived all the filth from the upper one ; 
pelting with stones and rotten eggs in the pillory ; 
beating with holly-bushes; laceration with pitch- 
forks; threshing with long poles ; these are feats, 
either perfurmed by the executive or sanctioned by 
the administrators of the common weal. George 
Fox, however, went on lis way whenever he was 
liberated, renewing, on all occasions, his testimony 
against a hireling ministry, payment of tithes, swear- 
ing, ceremonies and forms ; and preaching his favor- 
ite doctrine of the divine light of Christ in the soul 
of man. His sufferings were renewed again and 
again, often without the slightest provocation, but 
sometimes from his own intemperate zeal; intem- 
perate, because personal interference with the mode 
of worship chosen by others is at all times of doubt- 
ful propriety, and in many instances concomitant 
circumstances render it perfectly unjustifiable. But 
Fox’s day was one of all manner of religious ex- 
cesses. Baptists, Presbyterians, and Independents, 
were struggling for the mastery, and all striving to 
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possess themselves of some of the emoluments of 
priestcraft. Wild, bloodthirsty, and persecuting, 
all seemed to Jose sight of the peaceful character of 
Christianity, and to contend with a fury more allied 
to the ravings of madmen than the behavior of sin- 
cere disciples of a meek and peace-preaching master. 
All these wrangling dissenters thought it an out- 
ward symbol of sanctity to wear their hair closely 
cropped ; but Fox wore his very long, falling grace- 
fully over his shoulders, a practice which obtained 
generally among his followers, and from a passage 
in his journal it would appear that he entertained 
some scruple against its being cut: he wished it to 
be understood that true religion did not consist in 
this outward mark, an observation which would 
lead one to believe that he eschewed rather than 
aimed ata peculiar assumption of holiness in his 
appearance or apparel. His long hair gave ad- 
ditional offence to the *‘crop-ears,’’ or ‘* round- 
heads” of the day. 

The following extracts will give some idea of the 
treatment which this most sincere and truly pious 
man was made to suffer, and it will also exhibit his 
own character in its true light. 

“ The next morning he was summoned before 
the magistrates, to whom he gave further offence 
by declaring to them that the ° fruits of their priests’ 
preaching were void of Christianity, and that, though 
they were great professors, they were without the 
possession of that which they professed.’ He was, 
upon this, committed to gaol as a ‘ heretic, a blas- 
phemer, and a seducer ;’ and, by order of the magis- 
trates, he was shut up among the lowest class of 
felons, and the gaolers were encouraged to treat 
him with the greatest brutality, declaring to him that 
he should never come out again but to be hanged ; 
and so confident were his enemies in accomplishing 
his ruin and death, that numbers visited him in 
prison as a condemned person, who was shortly to 
be executed.’’—p. 97. 

“ At Carlisle he suffered an illegal imprisonment 
for several months, and at the approaching assizes 
his enemies made sure of leading him to the gal- 
lows; but, not being able to substantiate any legal 
charge against him, he was never brought up for 
trial. The high-sheriff, and a company of bitter 
Scotch priests, were so misled by their rancorous 
feelings, that they had him guarded by three mus- 
a to shoot him upon any pretence of escape. 

or a time they would suffer no one to have access 
to him excepting themselves ; they sometimes came 
into his cell as late as the tenth hours and their 


LIFE OF GEORGE FOX. 


unmolested enjoyment of his heartfelt hymns of 
praise, and rejoicing that he was thus found worthy 
to suffer for the sake of bis great Lord and Master, 
whose precepts he had thus far totally and faithfully 
declared, without respect of persons. ‘ Blessed are 
ye when men shall revile you, and persecute you, 
and shall say all manner of evil against you falsely 
for my sake. Rejoice, and be exceeding glad; for 
great is your reward in heaven.’—Matt. v. 11, 19. 

‘In this prison he became acquainted with 
James Parnell, a youth of only sixteen years, but 
remarkable for his early piety and religious life. 
He had been so struck with Fox's preaching and 
doctrine, that he frequently visited him while in 
bonds, eagerly seeking instruction ; and ‘ the Lord 
quickly made him a powerful minister of the word 
of Jife, and many were turned to Christ by him.’ 
Travelling soon after into Essex, as an acknowl- 
edged minister of the Quakers, he was imprisoned 
with many others in Colchester castle, and subjected 
to the eruelty of a merciless gaoler, who was encour- 
aged in his brutality by the magistrates themselves. 
At this time James Parnell was extremly debilitated 
by severe indisposition, and was confined in a place 
called the oven, a large hole in the wall, and so 
high from the ground that it was only accessible by 
a short ladder, and a rope, because the ladder was 
not sufficiently Jong. From this place he was con- 
strained by the gavler to come down every day for 
his food, refusing him the advantage of any assist- 
ance which his tellow-prisoners would gladly have 
rendered him. Climbing up one day to this in- 
commodious dormitory, with his day’s provision in 
one hand, he missed his hold of the rope through 
weakness, and falling down was so much shaken, 
that he died very soon afterwards in consequence 
of his fall. After his death, his persecutors, to 
cover their own cruelty, wrote a book, stating, 
‘that he fasted himself to death.’ Thus he dicd a 
martyr to his religious convictions, about two years 
after he had joined the Quakers.’’—p. 98. 

“ During his confinement with those unfortunate 
and depraved characters, of both sexes, his sincere 
piety and kindly feeling, united to his good example, 
had a great effect upon the minds of his wretched 
companions ; they treated him with respect, and sev- 
eral of them became sincere and true penitents, so 
powerfully and so feelingly had he Jaid open to them 
the profligacy of their evil courses.”’—p. 100. 

“ The assizes being now ended, and the prison- 
ers refusing upon principle to pay a fine they con- 
sidered most illegal, since nothing had been proved 


deportment was ‘ exceedingly rude and devilish ; ; against them to jusufy their apprehension,* much 
they were not fit to speak of the things of God, they | less their imprisonment, and judging from the mal- 


were so foul-mouthed ; and he grieved to think such 
people should call themselves ministers of God ; but 
the Lord, by his power, gave them dominion over 
them all, and let them see both their fruits and their 
spirits.” During this confinement he was often 
cruelly beaten with a large cudgel, at the caprice of 
the under-gaoler ; who, entering his cell one day, 
fell upon him without the shadow of an excuse for 
such abominable crnelty, and beat him most fari- 
ously, calling out all the time, as a pretext, ‘ Come 
out of the window,’ although George Fox was on 
the opposite side of the room to it. While he was 
so beaten, ‘he was moved of the Lord to sing 
psalms, being filled with joy ;’ upon which the ex- 
asperated gaoler brought in a fiddler to annoy him ; 
but while he played George Fox so overpowered 
him by his singing, ‘ being moved by the everlasting 
power of the Lord God,’ that they were ‘ struck 
and confounded’ and went away, leaving him to the 


ice of their enemies that they were not likely to 


ibe liberated very soon, demanded a free prison, 
‘and told the gaoler they should discontinue to pay 


him for the hire of his room, for which they had 
hitherto given him seven shillings a week each per- 
son, as Well as seven shillings a week for each of 
their horses. Upon this notification, the gaoler, 
who was an abandoned character, and had been 
twice branded with a hot iron as a thief, (as well as 
his wife and the under gaoler,) shut them up ina 
foul dungeon, called Doomsdale, which was noisome 
and pestilential, on account of its being the com- 
mon sewer of the prison, the floor of which was so 
thick in mire, that it was over their shoes, and 
afforded no place where they could either sit or lie 
down. In this dreadful place they were denied by 
their exasperated keeper even a little straw or 8a 


* They had been arrested for travelling and preaching 
by the way. 
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light ; but some kindly disposed people of the town 
hearing of their sad condition brought them both a 
light and a few handfuls of straw, which they burnt 
to purify the air. The smoke arising upon this 
occasion penetrated through the chinks of the floor 
above, and found ita way into the chamber occu- 
pied by the under-gaoler and some thieves, who im- 
mediately began to revenge themselves, by pouring 
down upon them through the chinks whatever they 
could obtain to annoy them, and make their condi- 
tion still more deplorable ; at the same time abusing 
them with the foulest language. In this place they 
were sometimes left in want both of food and wa- 
ter, owing to the brutality of the gaoler and his 
wife; who often abused and beat those who 
brought them a few necessaries and comforts. The 
whole particulars of the infamous treatment to 
which they were subjected, from the misconduct of 
their unfeeling keepers, are too offensive for recital ; 
and when such abuses no longer exist in our public 
gaols are best left untold.’’—p. 131. 

Cromwell, who was well acquainted with Fox, 
both personally and by reputation, was cognizant 
of all these proceedings ; and it certainly seems to 
us a lasting stigma on his character that he allowed 
them. On one occasion, after a Jong interview, 
when Fox was about to leave, Cromwell seized him 
by the hand, and said, with tears in his eyes, 
‘“*Come again to my house; for if thou and I 
were but an hour a day together we should be 
nearer one another ;’’ and he ordered that Fox 
should be conducted to the great hall, to dine with 
his gentlemen. This honor was, however, flatly 
refused by the unambitious Quaker: ‘ Tell the 
protector,” said he, *‘ that I will neither eat of his 
bread nor drink of his drink.’ When Cromwell 
received the message he remarked—‘‘ Now I see 
there is a people arisen that I cannot win either 
with gifts, honors, offices, or places ; but all other 
sects and people I can.” This anecdote and sub- 
sequent events show the exhibition of friendly feel- 
ing towards Fox to have been ostensible only ; for 
he never raised a finger to assist him or to do him 
justice when so foully ill-used : the anecdote exhib- 
its also the talent of the protcctor in correctly esti- 
mating the hollowness and mercenary spirit of his 
self-righteous followers. The following short quo- 
tations show that Fox himself remonstrated with 
the protector on the cruel oppression of his perse- 
cuted sect :— 

‘The travellers entering London by Hyde Park, 
met the protector in his coach, attended by his life- 
guard, and surrounded by a great concourse of peo- 
ple. George Fox immediately rode up to the coach 
side, from whence he would have been repelled by 
the guards, had not Cromwell caught sight of him 
and beckoned him to approach. He then rode by 
the coach side, and spoke to him, ‘ Declaring,’ as 
he says, ‘what the Lord gave me to sav to him, 
of the condition and of the sufferings of Friends in 
the nation ; showing him how contrary this perse- 
cution was to Christ and his apostles, and to Chris- 
_tianityv.’ At the park gate of St. James’ they 
parted, and Cromwell invited him to come to his 
house.’’—p. 137. 

*¢ In the course of a few days he had an interview 
with the protector at Whitehall, accompanied by Ed- 
ward Pvott. George Fox was very urgent on behalf 
of the Friends, stating how unjustly they were per- 
secuted, and how great were their sufferings through- 
out his dominions, for conscience’ sake alone; he 
pleaded their right, in common with all peaceable 
subjects, to Cromwell’s protection.”’—p. 137. 
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“ A report was also sprcad of his (Cromwell’s) 
intention to assume the crown. George Fox went 
to him and warned him against accepting it, and 
also of other dangers—such as his suffering the inno- 
cent to be oppressed by the unjust, and that if he 
did not puta stop to this evil, he would bring shame 
and ruin upon himself and his posterity. Cromwell 
appeared to take his advice very well, &c.’’—p. 
163. 

« Appeared to take his advice very well ;’’ but 
his course remained unaltered. The priests of all 
denominations, and the rabble whom they incited, 
continued their persecutions; procured the arrest 
and ill-usage of Fox. and all the leaders of his 
sect; and Cromwell remained as before a passive if 
not approving spectator. 

Since the publication of Mr. Carlyle’s very able 
“ Life of Cromwel!” it has become rather a fashion 
to suppose that powerful man greatly injured by 
the charge of hypocrisy formerly preferred against 
him, and to hold him up as a pattern of straight- 
forwardness and sincerity. Now, the elements of 
straight-forwardness and sincerity do not appear to 
us to consist in conduct like that of Cromwell, a 
sovereign prince, towards Fox, a peaceful and in- 
offensive subject. Sincerity does not, in our view, 
consist in wringing a man’s hand, and. with tears 
in one’s eyes, begging him to come again, when he 
had just permitted him to suffer the grossest indigni- 
ties; neither in providing sumptuous dinners for 
him one day, and seeing him cast into a loathsome 
dungeon the next without raising so much as a fin- 
ger to assist him. And be it recollected that dun- 
geons and fair words were continually alternated 
with some regularity, not merely on one occasion, 
but times and oft ; and the ruler knew the sterling 
worth of his subject, and lamented that he was not 
to be bought with a bribe. Let the reader repeat, 
again and again, Fox's answer to this powerful and 
crafty potentate—** Tell the protector I will neither 
eat of his bread nor drink of his drink ;’’ let the 
reader ask what was Fox's opinion, founded on dear- 
bought experience, of this sincere and straight-for- 
ward monarch. For what crime was Fox impris- 
oned? Alas! does not the termination of each im- 
prisonment show? We have it recorded again and 
again—‘‘At length he was freed without a trial, 
without a hearing, without a charge of any kind be- 
ing brought against him.” We doubt whether the 
annals of any nation under the sun can ‘pane: a 
match for the unrighteous persecutions borne for 
conscience’ sake under that liberal government, the 
Commonwealth of England. Immediately before 
Cromwell’s death Fox had a final interview with 
him, in the capacity of intercessor for the sect 
which he had founded. What impression he made 
is unknown; for the protector’s days were num- 
bered—he was on the eve of that summons which 
the weak and the powerful alike obey. We give 
our author’s brief account of the meeting :— 

“ George Fox went again to see the protector, 
to try once more how far he could influence him to 
act with justice and impartiality to all his subjects, 
and thus put a stop to the sufferings of the injured 
Friends, who were now unjustly deprived of the 
liberties and privileges secured to all freemen by the 
great charter of England. He had often before 
wamed him of his unjust neglect of this portion of 
his unoffending and innocent subjects, and had told 
him, that if he persisted in refusing any interfer- 
ence on their behalf, God would soon rend the 
power out of his hands ; and ‘ that a day of reverse 
and thick darkness was coming over those high 


6 


pons, even a day of darkness that should be 
elt.’ ‘Cromwell was at Hampton Court. George 
Fox says, ‘I met him riding in the park, and be- 
fore I came to him, as he rode at the head of his 
life-guard, I saw and felt a waft (or apparition) of 
death go forth against him; and when I came to 
him he looked like a dead man. After I had laid the 
sufferings of Friends before him, and had warned 
him, according as I was moved to speak to him, 
he bid me come to his house. So 1 returned to 
Kingston ; and the next day went up to Hampton 
Court, to speak further with him. But when I 
came he was sick; and one Harvey, who waited 
on him, told me the doctors were not willing that I 
should speak to him. So I passed away, and never 
saw him more.’ ’’—p. 168. 

After the Restoration the persecutions of the 
Quakers still continued ; but, as before, it appears 
to have proceeded entirely from the Round-heads, 
ncaa those who had turned renegades to their 
old faith, and put on the more fashionable religion 
established by law, in order to conciliate those in 
power, and obtain a share of the temporalities of the 
church. 

Fox was arrested at Swarthmore, on a charge of 
“ having great meetings up and down,” and was 
kept a close prisoner in the ‘‘ dark-house’’ in Lan- 
caster Castle. He was committed by one Porter, 
a violent and bitter Round-head, but one who had 
just renegaded to the faith now uppermost. While 
in Lancaster Castle numbers of rude people were 
admitted to see him, merely for the purpose of abus- 
ing and insulting him. ‘‘ One time,” he says, 
‘‘there came two young priests, and very abusive 
they were ; the worst of people could not be worse.”’ 
But perhaps the climax of abuse came from a wo- 
man whom he terms “‘ old Justice ‘Preston’s wife, 
of Howker Hall.” She told him his tongue should 
be cut out, and that he should be hanged ; at the 
same time showing him a gallows, which we may 
imagine she had brought in her pocket in order to 
illustrate and point her invective. Having applied 
for a copy of his mittimus, it was refused him; but 
he appears to have gained a knowledge of its con- 
tents by two of his fellow-professors, who had pe- 
rused it. He owed his liberation on this occasion 
to the intercession of Margaret Fell, the lady at 
whose house he was staying, and whom he after- 
wards married. This excellent person went up to 
London, and appealed personally to the king on be- 
half of her ill-used friend. She met with a most 
gracious reception ; and the application resulted in 
the liberation of Fox. There is in the narrative 
matter of the highest interest. 

« Reverting to Margaret Fell's application to the 
king, it appeared from the nature of his commitment 
that the king could not release him ; he therefore 


ordered a writ of habeas-corpus to be issued for his 


removal to London, in order that his case might be 
referred to the judges. The trouble now was how 
to cee him removed to town ; for if he was only sent 
under the care of two bailiffs, the charge would be 
considerable ; but to send him under the guard of 
a troop of horse was quite ont of the question ; 
therefore, to save their pockets, the magistrates told 
him, that ‘ if he would pnt in bail that he would be 
in London by such a day of term, he might go up 
with some of his friends.’ George Fox told them, 
‘he would neither put in bail, nor give one piece of 
siiver to the gaoler, for he was an innocent man, 
upon whom they had laid a false charge, and im- 
ibaa tte wrongfully. Nevertheless, if they would 
et him go up with one or two of his friends, he 
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would be in London such a day, if the Lord should 
permit, and would carry up the charge against him- 
self.’ So inconsistent was the conduct of his per- 
secutors, that, to save themselves the charge of con- 
veying him up to town under an escort, suitable for 
the dangerous character they had represented him 
to be, they liberated him upon his parole, to appear 
of his own accord, and deliver up his own accusa- 
tion before the proper authorities in London; by 
this act tacitly acknowledging the imjustice of their 
own proceedings, and the falsity of their charges 
against him; because, if they had been true only in 
part, nothing could justify their setting such a per- 
son at large upon parole. Thus he left Lancaster 
Castle, without the payment of a single fee, trav- 
elled at his leisure, visited his friends, and held 
many great meetings on his journey ; committing 
over and over again the very offences for which he 
had been imprisoned, and in which offences his per- 
secutors now silently acquiesced, since, by. liberat- 
ing him upon his bere word to surrender himself, 
they consented to that which they well knew would 
be his only line of conduct. 

~ Upon his arrival in London he found a great 
concourse of people assembled at Charing Cross, to 
witness the burning of the bowels of the late king’s 
judges, who had been hanged, drawn, and qiar- 
tered. The next day he went before the Lord Chief 
Justice Foster, and Judge Mallett, and presenting 
them his own accusation, they read it through till 
they came to the words, ‘that he and his friends 
were embroiling the nation in blood,’ &c. Upon 
which they struck their hands upon the table. 
George Fox told them, ‘I am the man whom that 
charge is against, but I am as innocent of any such 
thing as a new-born child, and had brought it up 
myself; and some of my friends came with me, 
without any guard.’ They then observed that he 
stood with his hat on, and said to him, ‘ What, do 
you stand with your haton!” He replied, ‘ that he 
did not stand so in any contempt of them.’ In con- 
sequence of the king’s bench prison being full, 
Judge Foster asked him, ‘ Will you appear to-mor- 
row, about ten o'clock, at the king’s beneh bar in 
Westminster Hall?’ He said, * Yes, if the Lord 
give me strength.’ Then Judge Foster remarked 
to the other judge, ‘If he says, yes, and promises 
it, you may take his word ;’ and then he was dis- 
missed. The next morning, he says, ‘ I was brought 
into the middle of the court; and as soon as I came 
in I was moved to look about, and, turning to the 
people, said, ‘*‘ Peace be among you;”’ and the power 
of the Lord sprung over the court. The charge 
against me was then read openly. The people were 
moderate, and the judges cool and loving ; and the 
Lord's mercy was to them.’ 

« But when they came to that part which said, 
‘that I and my friends were embroiling the nation 
in blood, and raising a new war, that I wes an ene- 
my to the king, &c.,’ they lifted up their hands. 
Then stretching out my arms, I said, ‘ I am the man 
whom that charge is against, but I em as innocent 
as a child concerning the charge, and have never. 
learned any war-postures ; and do ye think that if 
I and my friends had been such men as the charge 
declares, that I would have brought it up myself 
against myself? or that I should have been suffered 
to come up with only one or two of my friends with 
me? Had I been such a man as this charge sets 
forth, I had need to have been guarded up with a 
troop or two of horse!’ Then the judge asked me 
whether it should be filed, or what | would do with 
it? I answered, ‘ Ye are judges, and able I hope 
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to judge in this matter, therefore do ye what ye will 
with it, I leave it to you.’ Then stood up Esquire 
Marsh, who was of the king’s bed-chamber, and 
told the judges, ‘It was the king’s pleasure that I 
should be set at liberty, seeing no accuser came u 
against me.’ They then asked me, ‘ whether i 
would put it tothe king and council ? I said, ‘ Yes, 
with a good will.’ The writ of habeas-corpus and 
the mittimus were thereupon sent to the king.’’— 
p. 185. i 

The king, being satisfied of his innocence, com- 
manded his secretary to send the following order to 
Judge Mallet for his release :— 

“ It is his Majesty’s pleasure, that you give order 
for releasing and setting at full liberty the person 
of George Fox, late a prisoner in Lancaster gaol, 
and commanded hither by an habeas-corpus. And 
this signification of his Majesty’s pleasure shall be 
your sufficient warrant. Dated at Whitehall, the 
24th of October, 1660.” 

‘¢ Epwarp Nicuouas. 

‘¢ For Sir Thomas Mallet, Knight, 

“One of tho justices of the king’s bench.’’—p. 187. 

It seems impossible in this case to avoid a com- 
parison between the gay, volatile, and licentious 
Charles, and the rigid, austere, and sanctimonious 
Cromwell, a comparison which certainly results to 
the prejudice of the latter; not that we would pal- 
liate the excesses of Charles, or blame the austerity 
of Cromwell ; but merely observe that the simple 
aim at justice, the germ of that first Christian prin- 
ciple of doing as we would be done by, may exist 
amid all manner of indulgence and excess, though 
it must expire when religion is made the bone of 
contention for ascetics and bigots to snarl and quar- 
rel over. The feeling of the monarch in both cases 
was shared by those in authority under him. 

Cromwell owed no less to his tact than to his 
sterling talent ;—brave, cool, far-sighted, and fitted 
to command, he miglit have made an efficient 
leader and ruler under any circumstances ; but he 
had the tact to mount that religious night-mare with 
which the nation was then oppressed ; to ride it not 
only with invincible courage and consummate skill, 
but to ride it as a hobby of his own, and to sit iden- 
tified with the creature, as man and horse are com- 
bined in the centaur; for from the moment he was 
in the saddle no one could distinguish the horse from 
the rider. Charles wasa Roman Catholic in heart, 
although, yielding to that love of indolence for which 
his reign was so preéminently distinguished, he pro- 
fessed acquiescence in the supremacy of the estab- 
lished church. He well knew that this was the 
readiest way of retaining that sceptre which he had 
seen forcibly wrested from his father’s grasp, and 
which might, at a moment's notice, be required at 
his hand. He took no kind of interest in the relig- 
ious squabbles of the day ; and no greater mistake 
could have been made, than that of those factious 
round-heads who, renegading to Episcopalianism, 
persecuted their brother dissenters, in the vain hope 
of ingratiating themselves with this ease-loving mon- 
arch. Charles was not deficient in personal cour- 
age; sufficient evidence on this point had been 
given years previously, at Worcester; but the de- 
sire of peaceably enjoying those luxuries and immo- 
ralities to which his inclinations led, and of which 
his position gave him the key, rendered him in every 
respect the very antipodes of his predecessor. Thus 
would he eschew as wearisome those very squab- 
bles which his predecessor would take under his 
own peculiar care, to foment, inflame, discourage, 
or quash, as might be most expedient. 
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In 1663, Fox once more visited his excellent 
friend at Swarthmore. As soon as his arrival was 
known among his old Presbyterian enemies, a meet- 
ing was called, and it was resolved again to put 
him under arrest. It was, however, difficult to de- 
cide what charge was to be preferred against him— 
the old one, of holding ‘‘ large meetings,” would 
scarcely be sufficient, seeing that he had been liber- 
ated from his imprisonment on that charge, by the 
king himself, and that most unconditionally, and 
was allowed to go wherever he pleased, and to hold 
meetings large or small without let or hindrance. 
It however happened that about this time there was 
a great talk of a projected rising in the north, and 
Fox, ever on the alert in the cause of peace and 
good-will, had issued an address to the poorer coun- 
try people, cautioning them against taking any part 
in the affair, and pointing out not only its unlawful- 
ness, but the certain ruin that it would bring on 
themselves. This truly benevolent and patriotic 
document was agreed on as the ground of arrest— 
by what ingenious perversion we have never learned 
—but for this was he thrown into prison and sub- 
jected to a series of persecutions and cruelties, the 
history of which might equal the choicest records 
of the Inquisition. During this persecution, he un- 
derwent several mock examinations and trials, the 
recital of which has been graphically given by him- 
self, and sets forth in so lucid a manner the charac- 
ter of the man, and the nature of the persecution, 
that we shall make no apology for extracting it at 
considerable length from the pages of his historian. 
At the first examination, one of the magistrates was 
a Roman Catholic, and he began by accusing George 
Fox of denying God, the church, and the faith. The 
following colloquy resulted. 

“G. Fox. § Nay, I own God, and the true 
church, and the true faith. But what church dost 
thou own?’ 

‘‘George Fox was aware of his religion, and 
Middleton, feeling irritated by this retort, turned 
round angrily, and said, ‘ You are a rebel and a 
traitor.’ 

‘“ George Fox. ‘To whom dost thou speak, or 
whom dost thou call rebel ?” 

‘‘ Middleton was now so enraged, that it was 
some time before he could find utterance, but at last 
he said, ‘ he spoke it to him.’ 

“ G. Fox, striking his hand upon the table, ‘I 
have suffered more in the royal cause than twenty 
like thee, or any that are here; for I have been 
cast into Derby prison for six months together, and 
have suffered much because I would not take up 
arms against the late king, before Worcester fight. 
I have been sent up prisoner out of my own coun- 
ty, by Colonel Hacker, to Oliver Cromwell, as a 
plotter to bring in King Charles, in the year 1654 ; 
and [ have nothing but love and good-will to the 
king, and desire the eternal good and welfare of him 
and all his subjects.’ 


‘ Justice Middleton. ‘Did you ever hear the 


like?” 
“G. Fox. ‘Nay, ye may hear it again if ye 
will. For ye talk of the king, a company of you; 


but where were ye in Oliver's days? and what did 
ye do for him? I have more love to the king, for 
his eternal good and welfare, than any of you 
have.’ 

« Justice Middleton. ‘ Bring the book, and pat 
the oaths of allegiance and supremacy to him.’ 

“ This was the usual snare to entrap the Quakers 
when other charges against them failed. George 
Fox shrewdly asked him, ‘ Whether he had taken 
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the aath of supremacy, who was a Catholic and a 
swearer? as for us, we cannot swear at all, because 
Christ and his apostles have forbidden it.’ This 
pointed query for the present warded off the blow, 
the oaths were dispensed with, and he was dis- 
missed upen his bare promise to appear at the next 
Lancaster session.’’—p. 220. 

And he kept his word. He presented himself at 
the winter assizes held at Lancaster. When called 
for, he entered, as usual, with his hat on, a matter 
in which he was very particular, never removing it 
on any occasion for the purpose of paying respect 
to men. The court invariably objected to a pro- 
ceeding so entirely at variance with custom. 

& Chairman. ‘ Do you know where you are?’ 

«G. Fox. ‘Yes, Í do; but it may be my hat 
offends you. That is a low thing, that is not the 
honor that I give to magistrates, for the true honor 
is from above; which I have received, and I hope 
it is not the hat which ye look upon to be the 
honor.’ 

‘ Chairman. ‘ We look for the hat too. Where- 
in do you show your respect to magistrates, if you 
do not put off your hat?” 

“G. Fox. ‘ În coming when they call me.’ 

‘“ An officer of the court was then ordered to 
take off his hat; and he was questioned again 
about the plot already alluded to; but finding they 
had no grounds on which to substantiate this charge 
against him, they tendered to him the oaths of alle- 
giance and supremacy; and one of the justices 
asked him, ‘ Whether he held it was unlawful to 
swear!’ an unwarrantable question, because the act 
imposed either banishment or a heavy fine upon any 
who declared it to be unlawful. 

« G. Fox. ‘In the time of the law amongst the 
Jews, before Christ came, the law commanded them 
to swear; but Christ, who doth fulfil the law in his 
gospel-time, commands, '‘ Swear not at all,” and 
the apostle James forbids swearing, even to them 
that were Jews, and who had the law of God.’ 

‘‘ Ho then produced the paper which he had 
written, and distributed it as a testimony against 
plots, and requested that it might be read out in 
open court, as it would show, of itself, whether it 
contained anything of a treasonable nature. This 
proposition was rejected, and he was not permitted 
to make any other defence, but was committed to 
prison for refusing to swear. And addressing the 
court, he said, ‘ All people take notice that I suffer 
for the doctrine of Christ, and for obedience to his 
command.’ ’’—p, 221. 

The gaol at Lancaster was literally crammed 
with Quakers, principally poor laboring men and 
small farmers, who had refused to pay tithes. 
Many of them had been zealous royalists, and, be- 
fore their adoption of the peaceable doctrines of 
Quakerism, had fought and bled for the late king, 
and had remained true to him to the last. Their 
persecutors were fierce round-heads, who had op- 
posed them in forner days, and who were overjoyed 
in the opportunity of wreaking their vengeance on 
them now, under the apparent sanction of the law. 
Many of these poor people died in prison. But we 
must proceed with the trials of Fox. 

‘1664. The assizes for this year commenced on 
the 14th of March, and G. Fox, who had lain in 
prison ever since the last quarter-sessions, held upon 
the 12th of January, was now brought up before 
Judge Twisden: his own account is as follows : 
‘t When I was set at the bar, I said, ‘‘ Peace be 
amongst you all.” ? 

“ Judge, looking at him. ‘ What! do you come 


into court with your hat on?’ Upon which the 
gaoler then took it off. 

“ G. Fox. ‘ The hat is not the honor that comes 
from God.’ 

« Judge. ‘ Will you take the oath of allegiance, 
George Fox? 

« G. Fox. ‘I never took any oath in my life, 
nor any covenant or engagement.’ 

s“ Judge. ‘ Well, will you swear or no?’ 

«G. Fox. ‘Iam a Christian, and Christ com 
mands me ‘‘not to swear ;’’ so does the apostle 
James ; and whether I should obey God or man, do 
thou judge.’ 

a Jadea. ‘Iask you again, whether you will 
swear or no!’ : 

“G. Fox. ‘Iam neither Turk, Jew, nor Heathen, 
but a Christian, and should show forth Christianity. 
Dost thou not know that Christians, in the primitive 
times, under the persecutions, and some also of the 
martyrs in Queen Mary's days, refused swearing, 
because Christ and his apostles had forbidden it? 
Ye have had experience enough, how many have 
first sworn for the king, and then against him. But 
as for me I have never taken an oath in iny life. 
My allegiance does not lie in swearing, but in truth 
and faithfulness; for 1 honor all men, much more 
the king. But Christ, who is the Great Prophet, 
the King of kings, the Saviour and Judge of the 
world, saith, ‘*‘ I must not swear.” Now, whether 
must I obey, Christ or thee? For it is tenderness 
of conscience, and in obedience to the command of 
Christ, that I do not swear; and we have the word 
of the king for tender consciences.* Dost thou 
own the king?’ 

‘Judge. ‘Ido own the king.’ 

“G. Fox. ‘Why then dust thou not observe 
his declaration from Breda, and his promises made 
since he came to England, ‘ that no man should be 
called in question for matters of religion so long as 
he lived peaceably ?’” If thou ownest the king, why 
dost thou call me in question, and put me upon 
taking an oath, which is a matter of religion, seeing 
thou or none else can charge me with unpeaceable 
living ? 

* Judge, irritated, and looking at him. ‘ Sirrah! 
will you swear?’ 

«G. Fox. ‘I am none of thy sirrahs, I am a 
Christian ; and for thee, an old man and a judge, to 
sit there and give nicknames to prisoners, it does 
not become either thy gray hairs or thy office.’ 


“Judge. ‘Well, I am a Christian, too.’ 
“« G. Fox. ‘Then do Christian works.’ 
‘Judge. ‘Sirrah! thou thinkest to frighten 


me with thy words.’ Then checking himself, and 
looking aside, he said, ‘ Hark! I am using the word 
sirrah again,’ and so checked himself. 

“G. Fox. ‘Ispoke to thee in love; for that 
language did not become thee, a judge. Thou 
oughtest to instruct a prisoner in the law, if he 
were ignorant and out of the way.’ 


“Judge. ‘And I speak in love to thee too.’ 
« G. Fox. ‘ But love gives no nick-names.’ 
‘Judge. ‘Well, George Fox, say whether 


thou wilt take the oath, yea, or nay? 

«G. Fox. ‘I say as I said before, ‘* whether 
ought I to obey God or man, judge thou?’ If I 
could take any oath at all, I could take this; for I 
do not deny some oaths only, or on some occasions, 
but all oaths, according to Christ's doctrine, who 
hath commanded his followers, ‘* Not to swear at 

* Charles II. had pledged his word to the Quakers, that 


they should not be molested for their peculiar scruples, 
provided their conduct was peaceable. 
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all.” Now, if thou, or any of you, or any of your 
ministers or priests here, will prove that ever Christ 
or his apostles, after they had forbidden all swear- 
ing, commanded Christians to swear, then I will 
swear.’ 

‘s Several priests were there, but none of them 
offered to speak. 

« Judge. ‘I ama servant of the king, and the 
king sent me not to dispute with you, but to put the 
law into execution ; therefore tender him the oath 
of allegiance.’ 

«G. Fox. ‘If thou love the king, why dost 
theu break his word, and not keep his declarations 
and speeches, wherein he promised liberty to tender 
consciences? I am a man of tender conscience, 
and in obedience to Christ’s command, I cannot 
swear.’ 

«Judge. .* Then you will not swear; take him 
away, gaoler.’ 

s G. Fox. ‘It is for Christ’s sake that I cannot 
swear, and for obedience to his command I suffer ; 
and so the Lord forgive you all.’ 

« He was now reconducted to prison, and on the 
16th of March, two days afterwards, was again 
called into court. 

“The judge asked him, ‘whether he would 
traverse, stand mute, or submit.’ He desired he 
might have liberty to traverse the indictment, and 


It. 
«Judge. ‘Take him away, I will have nothing 
to do with him, take him away.’ 


“G. Fox. ‘ Well, live in the fear of God, and 
do justice.’ 

“ Judge. ‘Why, have I not done you justice t’ 

“ G. Fox. ‘That which thou hast done hath 


been against the command of Christ.’ Upon this 
he was again consigned to prison to await the next 
assizes.’’—p. 223. 

Fox appears to have felt himself much aggrieved 
by the word “ sirrah,’’ used on this occasion; so 
much so indeed that shortly afterwards he wrote 
aad published a paper on the subject, addressed to 
“all judges whatsoever,” and showing that the use 
of such epithets was not in accordance with the 
usages of Heathens, Jews, or Christians. He cites 
a number of instances in support of this assertion. 

“« The next Lancaster assizes were held in the 
month of June, in the same year, and the same 
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« Judge (not heeding the answer.) ‘I ask 
whether or no you did not refuse the oath at the last 
assizes ?” 

“ G. Fox. ‘ The words that I then spoke to them 
were, ‘‘that if they would prove, either judge, 
justice, priest, or teacher, that after Christ and the 
apostles had forbidden swearing they commanded 

‘that Christians should swear, I would swear.’’’ 

« Judge. ‘I am not at this time to dispute 
whether it is lawful to swear, but to inquire 
whether you have refused to take the oath or no?’ 

‘© G. Fox. ‘ Those things mentioned in the oath, 
as plotting against the king, and owning the pope’s, 
or aa other foreign power, I utterly deny.’ 

« Judge. ‘ Well, you say well in that, but did 
you deny to take the oath? What say you?’ 

“G. Fox. ‘< What wouldst thou have me to say? 
for I have told thee before what I did say.’ 

t“ Judge. ‘ Would you have these men to swear 
that you have taken an oath ? 

« G. Fox. ‘ Wouldest thou have these men to 
swear that I had refused the vath?’ At which the 
court burst out into laughter. ‘ I was grieved,’ he 
says, ‘to see so much lightness in the court, where 
such solemn matters were handled, and therefore 
asked him, ‘‘If this court was a play-house?t’’ 
Where is gravity and sobriety? for this behavior 
does not become you.’ 

‘¢ The clerk then read the indictment, and I told 
the judge, ‘I had something to speak to it, for I 
had infurmed myself of the errors that were in it.’ 
He told me, ‘ he would hear afterwards any reasons 
that I could allege why he should not give judg- 
ment.’ Then I spoke to the jury, and told them, 
they could not bring me in guilty, according to that 
indictment, for the indictment was wrong laid, and 
had many gross errors in it. 

s Judge. * You must not speak to the jury, but J 
will speak to them; you have denied to take the 
oath at the last assizes, and I can tender the oath 
to any man now, and premunire him for not taking 
it, and the jury must bring you in guilty, seeing you 
refused to take the oath.’ 

«G. Fox. ‘What do ye with a form? you ma 
throw away your form then.’ To the jury.—‘ It 
lies upon your consciences, as ye would answer it 
to the Lord God before his judgment-seat.’ Then 
the judge spoke again to the jury, and I called to 


judges, Twisden and Turner, came the circuit; but | him ‘ to do me justice.” The jury brought me in 


this time Judge Turner sat on the crown-bench, 
where George Fox was brought before him. He 
says, ‘ Before I was called to the bar, I was put 
among murderers and felons for about the space of 
two hours, the people, the justices, and judge, also 
gazing upon me. After they had tricd several 
others they called me to the bar, and impanelled a 
jury ; then the judge asked the justices ‘‘ whether 
they had tendered me the oath at the sessions!” 
They said, ‘* they had.” Then he bid, ‘** give them 
the book,” that they might be sworn they had 
tendered me the oath at the sessions. They said, 
“they had.” The judge bid them again “‘ take the 
book and swear they had tendered the oath accord- 
ing to the indictment.” Some of the justices re- 
fused to be sworn; but the judge said, he would 
have it done to take away all occasion of exception. 
When the jury were sworn, and the justices had 
sworn, ‘‘ that they tendered me the oath accordin 
to the indictment,’ the judge asked me ‘‘ whether Í 
had not refused the oath at the last assizest’’’ 

“« G. Fox. ‘I never took an oath in my life, and 


Christ, the Saviour and Judge of the world, saith, | but declined the assistance of any pleader. 


s“ Swear not at all,’’’ 


guilty. Whereupon I told them, ‘ that both the 
justices and they had forsworn themselves, and 
therefore they had small cause to laugh as they did 
a little before.’ Oh, the envy, rage, and malice, 
that appeared against me, and the lightness ; but 
the Lord confounded them, and they were wonder- 
fully stopped. So they set me aside, and called up 
Margaret Fell.’’—p. 227. 

We learn that Fox on this occasion very properly 
complained of the badness of his prison; and in 
consequence several of the justices visited it; but 
the fluur was in such a bad state, and the room it- 
self so completely open to wind and rain, that they 
were almost afraid to enter. All of them declared 
that it was ‘‘a most shameful place,” and a better 
was promised. It is needless to say the promise 
was never fulfilled. 

‘¢ The following day he was again brought up in 
company with his old friend and present fellow- 
sufferer, Margaret Fell, who employing counsel to 
plead the errors of her indictment, the judge al- 
lowed them. George Fox was then called on 

is 


narrative of the proceedings continues thus :—= 
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« Judge. * What have you to say why I should 
not pass sentence upon you?’ 

“ G. Fox. ‘Iam no lawyer; but I have much 
to say if thou wilt have patience to hear.’ Atthat 
he laughed, and others also laughed ; and he said, 
‘Come, what have you to say!’ and turning to the 
court, ‘ He can say nothing.’ 

‘© G. Fox. ‘ Yes; I have much to say, have but 
patience to hear me. Should the oath be tendered 
to the king’s subjects, or to the subjects of another 
realm ?” 

« Judge. ‘To the subjects of this realm.’ 

« G. Fox. ¢ Look into the indictment; ye may see 
ye have left out the word subject; so, not having 
named me in the indictment as a subject, ye cannot 
premunire me for not taking the oath.’ 

‘¢Then they looked over the statute and the in- 
dictment, and saw it was so; and the judge con- 
fessed it was an error. 

‘¢ G. Fox. ‘I have something else to stop judg- 
ment—look what day the indictment says the oath 
was tendered to me, at the sessions there.’ 

‘¢ They looked, and said, ‘ It was on the 11th day 
of January.’ 

« G. Fox. ‘ What day of the week was the ses- 
sions held on?’ 

«< On a Tuesday,’ was the reply of some one in 
court. 

« G. Fox. ‘Look to your almanacs and see 
whether there were held any sessions a Lancaster 
on the llth day of January, so called? So they 
looked, and found that the llth day was Monday, 
and that the sessions were held on the Tuesday, the 
12th day of the month. ‘ Look, now, ye have in- 
dicted me for refusing the oath in the quarter-ses- 
sions, held at Lancaster on the 11th day of January 
last, and the justices have sworn that they tendered 
me the oath in open sessions here on that day, and 
the jury upon their oaths have found me guilty there- 
upon ; and yet ye see there was no session held in 
Lancaster that day.’ 

s Judge (to cover the matter) asked, ‘ Whether 
the sessions did not begin on the llith day ? Some 
One in court answered, ‘ No; the sessions held but 
one day, and that was the 12th.’ 

« Judge. ‘ This is a great mistake and error.’ 

“ Some of the justices were in a great rage at 
this, and stamped and said, ‘ Who hath done this? 
Somebody hath done this on purpose ;’ and a great 
heat was amongst them. 

«G. Fox. ‘ Are not the justices here that have 
sworn to this indictment forsworn men in the face 
of the country! But this is not all; I have more 
yet to offer why sentence should not be given 
against me. In what year of the king was the 
last assize holden, which happened in the month of 
March last ? 

i « Judge. * It was in the sixteenth year of the 
cing.’ 

iG. Fox. ‘ The indictment lays it in the fifteenth 

ear.’ 

« They looked and found it so, which was also 
acknowledged to be another error. Then he says, 
they were all in a fret again, and could not tell what 
to say ; for the judge had sworn the officers of the 
court that the oath was tendered to me at the assize 
mentioned ın the indictment. 

« G. Fox. t Now, is not the court here forsworn 
also, who have sworn that the oath was tendered to 
me at the assize holden here in the fifteenth year 
of the king, when it was in his sixteenth year, and 
so they have sworn a year false” 

‘©The judge then bid them look whether Mar- 
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garet Fell’s indictment was the same, but found it 
not so. : 

“« G. Fox. ‘I have yet more to offer to stop sen- 
tence ; ought all the oath to be put in the indictment 
or not?’ 

‘t Judge. ‘ Yes, it ought to be all put in.’ 

“« G. Fox. ‘Then compare the indictment with 
the oath, and there thou mayst see these words 
(or by any authority derived, or pretended to be de- 
rived from him, or his fee) left out of the indict- 
ment, which is a principal part of the oath ; ard in 
another place the words (heirs and successors) are 
left out.’ 

“ The judge acknowledged these also to be great 
errors. 

“« G. Fox. ‘ But I have something further to al- 
lege.’ 

‘‘ Judge. ‘ Nay, I have enough, you need say no 
more.’ 

“« G. Fox. ‘If thou hast enough, I desire noth- 
ing but law and justice at thy hands; for I don’t 
look for mercy.’ 

s“ Judge. ‘ You must have justice, and you shall 
have law.’ 

« G. Fox. f Am I at liberty, and free from all 
that ever hath been done against me in this matter ?’ 

« Judge. ‘ Yes, you are free from all that hath 
been done against you.’ But starting up ina rage, 
he exclaimed, ‘I can put the oath to any man here, 
and I will tender you the oath again.’ 

“ G. Fox. ‘Thou hadst example enough yes- 
terday of swearing, and false swearing, both in the 
justices and jury; for I saw before mine eyes that 
a ae and jury had forsworn themselves.’ 

** Judge. ‘ Will you take the oath?’ 

“G. Fox. ‘ Do me justice for my false imprison- 
ment all this while; for what have I been im- 
prisoned so long for? I ought to be set at liberty.’ 

“ Judge. ‘ You are at liberty, but I will put the 
oath to you again.’ 

“G. Fox then turned about and said, ‘ Afi peo- 
ple, take notice, this is a snare, for I ought to be 
set free from the gaoler and from this court.’ 

‘Judge. < Give him the book.’ 

‘s Then,’ he continues, ‘ the power of darkness 
rose in them like a mountain, and the clerk lifted up 
a book to me. I stood still, and said, “‘ If it be a 
Bible give it me into my hand.” ‘“ Yes, yes,” said 
both judge and justices, ‘* give it him into his hand.’’ 
So I took it, and looked into it, and said, ‘*I see it 
is a Bible; I am glad of it.” ? 

«< The judge caused the jury to be called, and 
they stood by ; for after they had brought in their 
former verdict, he would not discharge them, though 
they desired it; but told them ‘‘ he could not dis- 
miss them yet, he should have business for them, 
therefore they must attend, and be ready when they 
were called”? When he said so J felt bhis intent, 
that if 1 was freed he would come on again. So I 
looked him in the face, and the witness of God 
started up in him, and made him blush when he 
looked at me again; for he saw that I had dis- 
covered him. Nevertheless, hardening himself, he 
caused the oath to be read to me, the jury standin 
by. When it was read, he asked me ‘t whether i 
would take the oath or not?” ’ 

« G. Fox. ‘ Ye have given me a book here to 
kiss, and to swear on ; and this book, which ye have 
given me to kiss, says, ‘‘ Kiss the Son,” and the 
Son says in this hook, ‘‘ Swear not at all,” and sa 
says the apostle James. I say as the book says, 
yet ye imprison me. How chance ye do not im- 
prison the book for saying so? How comes it thag 
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the book is at liberty amongst you which bids me 
not swear; and yet ye imprison me for doing as 
the book bids me?” 

‘¢* I was speaking this to them, and held up the 
Bible open in my hand to show them the place where 
Christ forbade swearing. They plucked the book 
out of my hand, and the judge said. ‘“ Nay, but we 
will imprison George Fox.” ? ; 

s ¢ Yet this got about all over the country, as a by- 
word, “ That they gave me a book to swear on that 
commanded me not to swear at all, and the Bible 
was at liberty, and I in prison for doing what the 
Bible said.’’’ 

“ The judge still urged him to swear, and G. Fox 
said, ‘I never took oath, covenant, or engage- 
ment in my life; but my yea and nay was more 
binding in me than an oath was to many others ; for 
had they not had experience how little men regarded 
an oath? and how they had sworn one way and 
then another! and how the justices and court had 
forsworn themselves now? I was a man of a ten- 
der conscience, and if they had any sense of a ten- 
der conscience they would consider, that it was in 
obedience to Christ's command that I could not 
swear. But if any one of you can convince me, 
that, after Christ and the apostles had commanded 
me not to swear, they altered that command, and 
commanded Christians to swear, ye shall see I will 
swear. There being many priests in the court, I 
said, ‘If ye cannot do it, let your priests stand up 
and do it.” But not one of the priests made an- 


ewer.’ 

“Judge. ‘Oh! all the world cannot convince 
you.’ 

“G, Fox. ‘No; how is it likely the world 


should convince me! The whole world lies in 
wickedness. Bring out your spiritual men, as ye 
call them, to convince me.’ 

‘‘Both the sheriff and the judge said, ‘ The 
angels swore in the Revelations.’ . 

“ G. Fox. ‘ When God bringeth his first-begotten 
into the world, he saith, ‘* Let all the angels of God 
worship him ;’’ and the Son saith, ‘ Swear not at 
all.” ? 

“Judge. ‘ Nay, I will not dispute.’ 

. ‘G. Fox, tothe jury. ‘It is for Christ’s sake 
that I cannot swear, and therefore J warn you not 
to act contrary to the light of God in your con- 
sciences ; for before his judgment-seat you must all 
be brought. As for pluts, and persecutions for 
religion, and popery, I deny them in my heart; for 
I am a Christian, and shall show forth Christianity 
among you thisday. Itis for Christ I stand.’ More 
words I had both with the judge and jury, before 
the gaoler took me away. 

“Jn the afternoon he was brought up again, and 
placed among the thieves for a considerable time, 
where he stood with his hat on till the gaoler took 
it off. The jury having found this new indictment 
against him, ‘ for not taking the oath,’ he was then 
called to the bar. 

‘ Judge. ‘ What can you say for yourself?’ 

“ G. Fox. ‘I request the indictment to be read ; 
for I cannot answer to that which I have not heard.’ 

“ The clerk then read it, and, as he read it, the 
judge said, ‘Take heed it be not false again ;’ but 

e read it in such a manner that Gecrge Fox could 
hardly understand what he read. 

“ When he had done, the judge said, ‘ What do 
you say to the indictment?” 

“G. Fox. ‘ At once hearing so large a writing 
read, and that at such a distance that I could not 

distisctly hear all the parts of it, I cannot tell what 
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to say; but if thou wilt let me have a copy of it, 
and give me time to consider of it, I will answer it.’ 
“This put them to a little stand ; but, after a 
while, the judge asked, ‘ What time I would have ?’ 

“« G. Fox. ‘Till the next assize.’ 

s‘ Judge. ‘But what plea will you now make? 
Are you guilty or not guilty? 

e é: Fox. ‘Iam not guilty at all of denying to 
swear obstinately and wilfully; and as for those 
things mentioned in the oath, as Jesuitical plots, and 
foreign powers, I utterly deny them in my heart. 
If I could take any oath, I could take this; but I 
never took any oath in my life.’ 

“Judge. ‘ You say well; but the king is sworn, 
the parliament is sworn, I arn sworn, and the justices 
are sworn, and the law is preserved by oaths.’ 

«G. Fox. ‘Ye have had sufficient experience 
of men’s swearing, and thou hast seen how the 
justices and jury had sworn wrong the other day ; 
and if thou hadst read, in the Book of Martyrs, how 
many of them had refused to swear, both in the time 
of the ten persecutions and in Bishop Bonner’s days, 
thou mightest see, that to deny swearing in obedi- 
ence to Christ’s command was no new thing.’ 

s“ Judge. ‘I wish the laws were otherwise.’ 

'« G. Fox. ‘Our yea is yea, and our nay is nay ; 
and if we transgress our yea or nay, let us suffer as 
they do or should do, that swear falsely. This we 
have offered to the king, and the king said ‘it was 
reasonable.’? ’ 

“ Instead of obtaining his liberty by this clear 
exposure of the palpably gross errors of his indict- 
ment, he was reconducted to prison, there to be 
immured til] the ensuing assizes ; and in order to 
make his case still harder, his sufferings were in- 
creased tenfold, by a second interference of Colonel 
Kirby, who gave particular orders to the gaoler ‘ to 
keep him close, and sutter no flesh alive to come at 
him, for he was not fit to be discoursed with by 
men.’ In consequence of this order, he was re- 
moved into an upper chamber in an old and ruinous 
tower of the castle, so much more dilapidated than 
his former abode, that he was constantly exposed to 
the inclemencies of the weather, and often had the 
greatest difficulty to preserve his bed and clothing 
(which was always damp and cold) from being wet 
through. He was also so much distressed by smoke, 
which penetrated into his room from other fires in 
the prison, that at times he was nearly suffocated 
by it, and often could scarcely discern the light of 
a candle from its density. In this inhuman place 
he was doomed to pass the whole winter (which 
was unusually long and severe) for no crime; and 
was at last so much affected by a continued expo- 
sure to the cold and wet, and the constant inhaling 
of such an impure atmosphere, that he was reduced 
to a state of great suffering: his body became 
swollen, and his limbs so benumbed, that he could 
with difficulty use them.’’—p. 229. 

After fifteen months’ close imprisonment at Lan- 
caster, Fox was removed to Scarborough, where 
he was confined twelve months, and this, it will be 
recollected, without any act that would constitute a 
misdemeanor in the eye of the law; without any 
proper charge being substantiated against him ; 
without any fair committal ; without being found 
guilty, by a jury, of any crime ; but merely because 
it was the pleasure of a party to persecute and 
oppress him, partly from direct malice, and partly 
from the mistaken idea that they were currying 
favor with those in power. At last Fox appealed 
to the king himself, stating full particulars of his 
treatment, and relating the whole transactions from 
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beginning to end. 


of his persecutors, were at once obvious to Charles, | into the world.” 


LIFE OF GEORGE FOX. 


His innocence, and the motives | ‘‘ the light which lighteth every man that cometh 


This light they regard as greater 


who immediately ordered his release. From the: than the Scripture itself, because the souree whence 


complete success of the previous application to the 


those Scriptures flowed; and the influence of this 


king on his account, it is remarkable that Fox should! inward light is a fundamental doctrine of Quaker- 


not have written earlier; fur he seems at all times 
to have had a kind and Christian feeling towards 
his sovereign, and to have expected justice at his 
hands. 

We cannot resist the temptation, in this place, 
of calling the reader’s attention to the leading sub- 
ject discussed between Fox and his judges—the 
taking of an oath. Of the value of such an oath 
nothing can possibly speak more decidedly than the 
fact that magistrates and jury, on the occasion in 
question, deliberately swore to false statements— 
not knowing them to be false, certainly, but not 
caring to inquire or know whether they were true : 
certain statements, technically false, are laid before 
them, and to the truth of these they unhesitatingly 
swear, as a matter of course. It is not for us to 
enforce the unlawfulness of swearing, in a religious 
sense, as pointed out by Fox, and as still maintained 
by the entire Quaker body ; we object to it as tend- 
ing to narrow the foundations of moral obligatiog ; 
and we regard the maintenance of the law on this 
subject at the present day, and the refusal to receive 
any evidence except on oath, however contrary to 
the conscientious feelings of the witness, as a relic 
of barbarism which we shall rejoice to see destroyed. 
Quakers and Moravians, by their successful appeals 
to parliament, are exempt from a compulsory diso- 
bedience to a divine command ; but all others are 
compelled to disobey, or to have their evidence 
refused as unworthy of credit. We are well aware 
that a difference of opinion obtains as to the precise 
meaning of the words, ‘‘ Swear not at all,” — 
whether they refer to profane or judicial swearing ; 
but, in the absence of any evidence that Christ 
referred exclusively to either kind of oath, those 
can hardly err who conscientiously take the words 
as written, without attempting any explanation ; and 
surely to such, whether Catholic, Protestant, or 
Dissenter, the right should be given to take the 
affirmation instead of the oath. We would not 
enjoin on any the observance of a command to 
which they can conscientiously assign some other 
meaning than the words appear to convey ; but those 
who take the more obvious reading of the passage 
ought not to rest until they are freed from a com- 
pulsory violation of the dictates of conseience. On 
moral grounds we cannot understand how any man 
who views this subject with unsophisticated eyes 
ean take a view different from our own. There lives 
not the man whose oath corroborates his assertion. 
If a man is determined to lie he will swear to a Jie. 
Our courts of justice daily give us examples of wit- 
nesses who swear to speak the whole truth, and yet 
go into the witness-box determined to suppress such 
part of the truth as shall weaken the cause of the 
party who has subpeenaed them: a signal proof that 
the bad man is not bound by an oath; and every one 
knows that the good man requires no oath to induce 
him to speak the truth. 

Whatever opinions may be held by the world 
concerning the Quakers of the present day, and 
whatever judgment the Quakers may deserve at our 
hands, there can be no doubt that Fox and his fol- 
lowers were imbued with the spirit of Christianity ; 
that they were clear-headed, single-minded men, 
who preached the gospel in all sincerity, influenced 
solely by the idea that such preaching was required 
at their hands; that they were simply yielding to 
that-inward spiritual light spoken of by Št. John as 
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It must, however, be observed, that the belief in 
this inward light is professed also by every sect of 
Christians ; but Quakers seem to stand out from 
the rest in having real faith in its existence. Did 
not this difference exist we should not find theolog- 
ical disputants alluding in derision to the Quaker 
terms of being ‘“‘ guided by the inward light,” or 
being ‘* moved by the Holy Spirit.” Much misap- 
prehension has occurred as to the Trinitarian views 
of the society from the fact that the term Trinity 
is rarely if ever used in the sermons or works of 
their teachers. This omission appears not to result 
from any disbelief in the celebrated and elaborately 
discussed verse in St. John,* which is taken as the 
authority for the doctrine; for concerning this verse, 
all Quaker writers agree in considering tt explana- 
tory of the entire spirit of the New Testament. 
The question of its authenticity is not discussed, 
because if it be a true explanation or summary of a 
doctrine already received as truth, it matters but 
little whether the explanation were given with the 
text, or subsequently. ‘They assert that the word 
Trinity is not of Scripture origin, and therefore has 
no divine authority for its use. The charge that 
the Quakers doubted or denied the divinity of Christ 
was met by Penn, Barclay, and all the more able 
writers of the sect. No sect is less liable to such 
a charge, and there is none which makes implicit 
faith in Christ a more constant and important theme 
of exhortation. 

A few words as to the mode in which Mr. Marsh 
has acquitted himself of his task. It was no ordi- 
nary undertaking to compile such a life of Fox as 
should be readable to the public. What had pre- 
viously been written concerning this remarkable 
man appears to have been designed more for the 
use of the society itself than for the world at large ; 
and is rendered so prolix, if we may use tho term, 
by detailed accounts of mectings, that many who 
begin the task of perusal in the spirit of fair in- 
quirv, would relinquish it from a distaste to the 
almost unintelligible repetitions. Mr. Marsh’s vol- 
ume is the reverse of prolix ; it has no repetitions 
to render it distasteful, and gives just so much of 
the history of Fox as is essential to the understand- 
ing and just appreciation of his character. He rep- 
resents Fox as a man of inflexible integrity, of 
invincible courage, of perfect sincerity, of indomi- 
table perseverance, of real piety, and of unques- 
tionable loyalty ; an unflinching friend, a forgiving 
enemy, a true subject, and above all, a perfect 
Christian. Imagination, in all its vaganes, has 
rarely succeeded in drawing so spotless a character. 
There is one point, and only one, in which we 
would venture to differ from our author, and that 
is the tone in which he speaks of the Romish 
church; the frequent allusion to the members of 
this church, as ‘‘ papists,”’ is uncalled for; it an- 
swers no good purpose, and must be offensive to 
many. Mr. Marsh is, we believe, a member of 
the Church of England; he writes with perfect 
candor of Quakerism; why should he seek to dis- 
parage a faith so much more nearly allied to his 
own, and one which at the present moment seems 
spreading her arms to receive his own, through the 
friendly portals of Puseyism ? 
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THE PRINCE. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
THE PRINCE. 


ExactTiy one hundred years ago, there arrived in 
the town of Rochelle in Prance a young man, ap- 
parently under twenty, of very elegant appearance, 
but simple and unpretending manners. He was at- 
tended, rather than accompanied, by an elderly gray- 
headed man, who seemed to be neither a domestic 
nor a parent, but who regarded him with all the 
reapect of the one, and all the careful fondness of 
the other. The youth, indeed, appeared to require 
a certain watchful attendance, although surrounded, 
as one might have imagined, by some prestige which 
precluded familiarity ; for, notwithstanding the cool, 
quiet air supposed to distinguish the great, he was 
thoughtless and capricious in no ordinary degree, 
giving way habitually, and without the slightest 
consideration, to the whim of the moment. Both 
were plainly dressed. They neither courted nor 
shunned observation ; and the only singularity which 
distinguished them from ordinary travellers, was 
their declining to take up their abode in the inn, 
even for the short period they intended to remain. 
They at once furnished an apartment for themselves 
at a private house, though by no means on an ex- 
travagant scale—the whole expense amounting only 
to £20; and there they resided together, without 
making a single acquaintance, very rarely stirring 
abroad, and living chiefly on shell-fish, but more 
especially fresh-water cravs—a circumstance that 
excited some notice, from these delicacies being 
scarce and dear at Rochelle. 

It appeared to be their business here to find a 
passage for the younger of the two to some foreign 
country ; but in consequence of the hot war with 
England, vessels did not sail so frequently as usual, 
and they were for some time disappointed. At 
length an occasion offered. A small merchantman 
was about to sail for Martinique; and this appear- 
ing to be as good a theatre as any for the study of 
the world, it was determined that the youth should 
embrace the opportunity, and sally forth on his 
course of adventures. The moment of embarkation 
had nearly arrived, and he was in close conversation 
with his elderly companion, when the lady of the 
house inquired what he intended to do with his fur- 
niture. 

“What do you say?” said the young man ab- 
sently. ‘*Oh, the furniture! Keep it,” continued 
he, with a courteous smile, ‘‘ for a remembrance of 
me.” The lady looked at the other in surprise, 
bot the transaction appeared to make no impression 
upon him of any kind ; and when the interruption 
was over, he resumed the conversation without re- 
mark. This would not, perhaps, have appeared 
extraordinary in very wealthy people ; but the fact 
was certain, that the youth’s funds, on embarking 
for the West Indies, hardly amounted to more than 
the value he thus heedlessly gave away ; and the 
two strangers vanished from Rochelle, the one by 
sea, and the other by land, leaving behind them a 
yrand enigma for the ingenuity of the townspeople. 

The youth’s reputation in all probability had got 
on board before him ; although the elderly traveller, 
in recommending him to the captain, could not be 
prevailed upon to say more than that he was a per- 
son of distinction, whose friends would one day 
show their gratitude for any services that were ren- 
dered him. This, however, was sufficient to insure 
his being treated with respect; and indeed the dig- 
nified manner of the youthful voyager would have 
extorted respect of itself. Io his person he was 
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neither handsome nor tall ; his features were com- 
mon, though sufficiently agreeable ; he was of the 
middle stature ; and, in short, he had nothing what- 
ever to distinguish him, but a certain air of high 
life, and a singularly white and delicate skin, as if 
he had never, since his birth, been permitted to be 
visited too roughly even by the winds of heaven. 

An incident occurred during the voyage which 
warmed the respect of the crew into affection. On 
an alarm of the approach of English cruisers, almost 
all got into the shallop, to creep along the coast 
close in-shore ; and so suddenly was the step taken, 
that no provisions were thought of. The result 
was extreme hunger in the boat; which was gen- 
erously relieved by their passenger, who bought a 
stock of refreshments from one of the native craft 
and distributed them, share and share alike, to al. 
on board. When they returned to the ship, the 
youth was seized with an illness; and it was re- 
marked, with more of interest than displeasure, that 
a certain degree of haughtiness mingled with the 
courtesy with which he received the anxious atten- 
tions that were pressed upon him from all quarters. 
His situation required care and tenderness, but he 
seemed to shrink from familiarity ; till at length the 
necessities of his condition led him to select, as his 
attendant, a young man only a few years older than 
himself. To this person, whose name was Rhodez, 
and who was of a respectable family and liberal 
education, he gradually became attached, and at 
length bestowed upon him even some portion of his 
confidence. 

Rhodez reported that the stranger was the Count 
de Tarnaud, the son of a field-marshal ; but this 
was by no means so lofty a dignity as to account 
for the respect of the confidant, which seemed to 
increase every day. In fact, the avowal of his rank 
only made the mystery more dense ; till all specu- 
lations were at length ended for the time by the ap- 

earance of the port of Martinique, blocked up by 
English cruisers. Under these circumstances, as It 
was impossible to save ship or cargo, the vessel was 
abandoned, and all on board took to their boats, and 
landed on the island in safety, but in total destitu- 
tion. The count bore his misfortune very coolly, 
perhaps merely regarding it as one of the adventures 
he had come to seek; and, followed by Rhodez, 
went straight to the most respectable house he could 
find. Here he was received with much kindness by 
an officer called Duval Ferrol, whose attentions, he 
accepted as a common matter of course ; replying 
slightly and vaguely to his questions, and making 
himself as comfortable as possible. The host re- 
ceived but small enlightenment from Rhodez, who 
told all the little the reader already knows, but ap- 
peared either unable to proceed further, or terrified 
to do so; and the real mystery thus came to be 
thickened with all kinds of conjectures and exag- 
gerations, each more absurd than the last. 

The commandant of the port at length thought it 
high time for him to enter upon the scene, and, by 
way of putting beyond all doubt the real rank of the 
stranger, offered him the use of his house and table. 
This the count accepted with much satisfaction ; 
and, always accompanied by Rhodez, as a sort of 
gentleman attendant, or humble friend, removed at 
once to the residence of the commandant. It bap- 
pened on the first day that, when all were sitting 
down to dinner, he found that he had forgotten his 
handkerchief, on which Rhodez immediately got up 
and brought it to him. This incident made the 
company stare at each other with unspeakable per- 
plexity ; for at the time of which we write, a white 
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man waiting upon a white man, in the West Indies, 
was entirely unheard of. That Rhodez, who knew 
the customs of the place well, would submit to this 
dishonor in any ordinary case, was not to be sup- 
posed; and again the question recurred, who was 
this pretended count? 

In the middle of dinner the commandant received 
a note from Duval Ferrol, the count’s former host, 
containing these words: ‘ You wish for informa- 
tion relative to the French passenger who lodged 
with me some days: his signature will furnish more 
than Iam able to give. I enclose you a letter I 
have just received from him.” The letter contained 
merely some common words of thanks, written in a 
schoolboy hand, and in a very bad style; but it was 
signed ** Est,” not Tarnaud. What could this 
meant The commandant secretly despatched a 
friend to consult some persons better acquainted 
with the aristocrdcy than himself; and by the aid 
of an almanac, these gentlemen at length appeared 
to master the difficulty. The mysterious stranger 
could be no other than Hercules Renaud d'Est, 
hereditary prince of Modena, and brother of the 
Duchess de Penthièvre ! 

Although this, for the present, was only a con- 
jecture, it so happened that they had the means of 
verifying it; for there were two persons among them 
(one a brother-in-law of the commandant) who knew 
the prince by sight. In the evening, therefore— 
for they would not intrude earlier upon the dinner 
party—they all repaired to the commandant’s house ; 
and there his brother-in-law had no sooner cast his 
eyes upon the illustrious guest, than he pronounced 
him to be the duke. Even this, however, would 
not have been conclusive testimony, for the witness 
was reported to be so much averse to speaking truth, 
that he never did so, even when drunk; but he was 
supported by the other officer, and the affair was 
decided. By and bya flourish of bugles was heard 
without, and the brother-in-law and his triends, who 
had been pushing the decanters about the whole 
afternoon, while waiting tll it should be time for 
the visit, drank, with loud cheers, to the health of 
Hercules Renaud d'Est, hereditary Prince of Mo- 
dena. ‘The stranger was confounded by this scene. 
He had probably signed *‘ Est’ inadvertently, and 
the unexpected consequences filled him for a time 
with vexation and haughty displeasure. 

The blockade of the English became in the mean 
time more and more strict, till it threatened at length 
to produce actual starvation. Supplies could be 
obtained only from Curagoa and St. Eustatia, and 
these, at the best, would have been scanty and ex- 
pensive, even if they had not to pass through the 
hands of men who took the opportunity of preying 
upon the public misery. The chief of the monopo- 
lists was the governor of the Windward Islands 
himself, the Marquis de Caylus, who resided at 
Martinique, and the derangement of whose private 
affairs had led to this contravention of his official 
duty. The discontent of the inhabitants became 
alarming ; and as famine approached nearer and 
nearer, it assumed the aspect almost of insurrection. 
The presence of a reigning prince at this juncture 
was opportune; and the commandant, who hated 
the governor, intreated him to consecrate the cause 
of the people by becoming the head of the party. 
Our young paladin, we have seen, was humane, 
generous, thoughtless of consequences; and he was 
not long, therefore, of suitering himself to be pre- 
vailed upon to lend his countenance to the efforts of 
patriotism. He swore to put an end to the villany 
of the-monopolists ; and declared that, in the event 
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of the English landing, he would himself lead on 
the inhabitants to repulse them. Such speeches 
had a great effect, for the name of prince is associ- 
ated with ideas of loyalty; and the people of Mar- 
tinique came to think it their duty to be loyal to the 
Duke of Modena, since that potentate happened, by 
whatever extraordinary chance it occurred, to find 
himself in the West Indies. 

The Marquis de Caylus now began to feel some- 
what uneasy at Fort St. Pierre, and despatched an 
order to the commandant to send him his unraly 
guest. ‘Bhe commandant, however, suggested that 
he could by no means take such a liberty, since the 
individual in question was assuredly the hereditary 
Prince of Modena; and the marquis therefore ad- 
dressed a letter to the Count de Tarnaud, inviting 
him to repair to his residence. ‘t To him,” replied 
his highness, ‘Iam Hercules Renaud d'Est, al- 
though the Count de Tarnaud to the rest of the 
world. If he desires to see me, let him repair to 
Fort Royal, which is half-way, and in four or five 
days I shall be there.” The officers who brought 
the missive reported the stranger’s resemblance to 
the Duchess de Penthiévre, and the governor’s 
doubts began to give way. He set out for Fort 
Royal ascommanded ; but his heart failed him, and 
he turned back. The prince, not finding him there 
proceeded to Fort St. Pierre, accompanied by a 
retinue of gentlemen, and was seen by the governor 
from his windows; upon which the latter, exclaim- 
ing that he was the very image of his mother and 
sister, left the place in a panic, and retired to Fort 
Royal. 

‘The Rubicon was now passed. It would be 
affectation to repudiate longer a rank which had 
been assigned to him without any agency of his 
own, and the Prince of Modena assumed his ances- 
tral state, and appointed his household. The Mar- 
quis d’Eraguy had the honor of being nominated 
his grand equerry ; Duval Ferrol, his first host on 
the island, became one of his gentlemen attendants ; 
and the faithful Rhodez exulted in the office of page. 
He held a court, and gave formal audiences; and 
his levees were sedulously attended, not only by 
all who had complaints to make against the exist- 
ing government, but by many of the ofticers of the 
administration, who conceived it politic to seek the 
protection of a hereditary prince. His palace was 
at first the convent of the Jesuits; but this excited 
so much the jealousy of the Dominicans, that after 
a time he removed to the establishinent of the lat- 
ter, where he was treated, if possible, with still 
more distinction. A table of thirty covers was laid 
for him and his guests every day. His dinner was 
a great spectacle, which passed on to the sound of 
trumpets; and us it was the custom to admit the 
people into the hall on the occasion, it became 
necessary to have the table defended by strong rails 
from the pressure of the crowd. 

Under this régime, St. Peter’s presented the as- 
pect of avast theatre. Serious business was no 
more thought of ; the wheels of government stood 
still; money once more came into active circula- 
tion; provisions, liberated from the chains of mo- 
nopoly, arrived from all quarters ; eating, drinking, 
and dancing were the order of the day; and, as if 
fortune had determined to signalize the reign, as it 
may be called, of the duke by her choicest triumphs, 
the news of the peace of Aix-la-Chapelle came over 
the Atlantic to complete the general intoxication. 

It may be supposed that the character of the 
royal adventurer was severely tested during a pe- 
riod of more brilliant fortune than he could have 
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enjoyed on the ducal throne. We must remember, 
however, that he was a mere lad, exposed to temp- 
tation of every kind, and not condemn too severely 
the vagaries into which he was led by his wild and 
restless spirit. Accustomed to indulgence, as it 
appeared, from his cradle, he never knew what it 
was to repress a wish, or even feel a doubt; and he 
plunged madly into all the excesses of the time and 
place, and led the way in dissipation as zealously as 
he had’ offered to head the ranks of war. But the 
strange thing was, that even in his wildest moments 
he never forgot his rank. Neither the madness 
of wine, nor the witcheries of beauty, ever be- 
trayed him into laying aside, for an instant, the 
dignity of the prince; and thus it was, that even 
the companions of his most unguarded hours con- 
tinued to look upon him with a kind of awe. 

The hospitality of the monks, it will be seen, 
was highly convenient for the wandering sovereign, 
who had landed in Martinique without a coin in his 
pocket ; but soon he had abundance of money from 
a more legitimate source. It chanced that the 
Duke de Penthièvre possessed considerable prop- 
erty in the island; and his agent was of course not 
the last to present himself at the court of his con- 
stituent’s brother-in-law. A gracious reception, and 
a half-hour’s conversation in private, were sufficient 
to determine the honest man to do his duty to the 
family ; and the Penthiévre funds were freely placed 
at the disposal of the young prince. This circum- 
stance completely shut the mouths of the few mal- 
contents who still affected to doubt his rank; for 
the agent was a prudent and cautious man, well 
acquainted with the affairs and connections of the 
house, and would never have taken such a step ex- 
cept from absolute conviction. The malcontents, 
besides, could not fail to see that the money was 
not intrusted to unworthy hands. An impostor 
would either have squandered the treasure in mad 
extravagance, or have hoarded it against the time 
when he might think it necessary to decamp; but 
the Duke of Modena was neither careful of money 
nor profuse, spending just what was proper and 
liberal in his station, but nothing more. The 
doubters could not have been strengthened in their 
unbelief even by the consideration that on s0 remote 
a stage it was possible for an impostor to strut his 
litle hour undiscovered, for he was always most 
anxious to meet everybody who came from Europe ; 
and independently of the two gentlemen who had 
already recognized his person, a third, more recently 
arrived, recullected having seen him the year before 
at Venice. And the occasion was somewhat re- 
markable ; for his highness, in a frolic, had broken 
in a shop glass articles to the amount of £1500, 
which he afterwards paid for. Was it wonderful 
that so wild a youth had taken the fancy to come 
to Martinique? 

W ildnesses of this kind, however, were now over, 
for he was here in the school of the world. His 
European education had only been begun, though 
begun ona princely scale. -He possessed a smat- 
tering of half a ‘lozen different sciences ; he spoke, 
though indifferently, several languages besides his 
own, and understood a very little Latin. His draw- 
ing was better than his writing; he was a capital 
horseman ; and, more than all, notwithstanding his 
flightiness, he had a great fund of natural good sense 
and precision of thought. If to this we add the 
most absolute self-possession, and a serene tranquil- 
lity of manner which nothing could disturb, it will 
be felt that, both in his merits and defects, Hercules 
Renauld d’Est was every inch a prince. 
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The prince wrote to his family; and the gover- 
nor, on his part, despatched a messenger to Europe 
to relate the extraordinary circumstances that had 
occurred, and demand instructions as to how the 
Duke of Modena should be treated. Six months 
had flowed past, and no answer was received by 
either. The political crisis in the mean time had 
gone by, and the inhabitants of Martinique began 
to find the residence of their royal guest somewhat 
expensive. The prince himself, after having spent 
50,000 crowns of the Penthiévre funds, at last grew 
weary of his adventure; and in another month he 
hoisted an admiral’s flag in a merchant ship, and, 
saluted by the cannon of the fort, took his departure 
for Portugal, with all his household, an almoner, 
and the king’s physician at the colony. 

Immediately on his back being turned, the long- 
expected courier arrived, bringing an order to the 
governor for the arrest of the stranger! By the 
same vessel the agent of the Duke de Penthiévre 
received a severe reprimand for his want of caution 
in allowing himself to be fleeced of so large a sum; 
the duke, however, in consideration of all the cir- 
cumstances, retaining: him in his employment, and 
consenting to share the loss. Both these commu- 
nications were very extraordinary. The order for 
the arrest, after a delay of six munths, and present- 
ed only when the prince had left the island, ap- 
peared to indicate that the whole affair had been 
nothing more than a youthful frolic; and this 
seemed so fully confirmed by the otherwise unac- 
countable good-nature of the duke, that public opin- 
ion ran stronger than ever in favor of the young 
knight-errant. 

his personage in due time arrived at Faro in 
Portugal, and was there received with a salute of 
artillery. On landing, he demanded to be provided 
with a courier, to send to his chargé d‘affairs at 
Madrid, and likewise with the means of proceeding 
with his suite to Seville, where he intended to await 
the return of his messenger. All was complicd 
with ; and the prince, still living on borrowed funds, 
was the gayest of the gay, drinking, dancing, and 
making love so vehemently, that he became the 
envy of all the men, and the admiration of all the 
women. His entrance into Seville was like a tn- 
umph. The windows were crowded as he passed ; 
the principal inhabitants waited upon him to pay 
their respects ; and sumptuous entertainments were 
prepared for him; all of which he returned with a 
magnificence conformable to his rank. In the midst 
of this there came a new order for his arrest. 

The prince was astonished, the people indignant, 
and the women, more especially, furious. He had 
taken up his abode at the convent of the Domini- 
cans, who protected him for some time, but at 
length, on the fermentation becoming serious, con- 
sented to deliver him up to the authorities, provided 
this could be done without bloodshed. One attempt 
to take him was defeated by the courage of the 
youth, who defended himself with his sword ; but 
at length a burly monk, who was accustomed to 
wait upon him at table, clasped his arms round him 
one day as he sat at dinner, and held him till the 
alguazils, rushing into the room, took him prisoner. 

He was at first thrown into a dungeon, and 
strongly ironed; but the next day, for no reason 
that could be imagined—for he had haughtily re- 
fused to answer all interrogations—he was released 
from his irons, and lodged in the best apartment in 
the prison. The persons composing his retinue, 
however, were treated with less ceremony; they 
were examined regarding a supposed conspiracy to 
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seize the island of Martinique, and banished from 
the dominions of Spain. The prince himself was 
ultimately condemned to the galleys. 

When the time came for his removal to Cadiz, it 
appears that apprehensions were entertained of a 
commotion in his favor. The whole garrison of 
Seville was under arms, and the prince, supported 
by the captain and lieutenant, entered a carriage 
drawn by six mules, and proceeded through the 
town between two ranks of infantry which lined the 
streets. Opinions were still divided as to his pre- 
tensions to the ducal throne, and bets to the amount 
of 60,000 piastres depended upon the question. 
The extraordinary thing was, that there came an 
order from the court to prohibit the laying of wa- 
gers ; and, more extraordinary still, the messengers 
sent off by those who had money at stake, to decide 
the whole matter by finding him whom they su 
posed to be the real duke, were unsuccessful. No 
Duke of Modena was to be found in Italy! 

Arrived at Cadiz, the prince was conducted to 
the fort of La Caragna, the commandant of which 
was instructed to treat him with politeness; and 
here he lived very comfortably for a time, busying 
himself in making such presents as the sale of his 
effects enabled him to affurd, to those from whom 
he had received kindness in the course of his strange 
adventures. But the romance was at an end; the 
real Duke of Modena had been at length found; 
and our paladin, growing tired of a life without 
notoriety and without excitement, made his escape. 

Soon after this, the captain of a merchantman 
which had come to anchor in the roads of Gibraltar 
went on shore, and reported to the governor that 
he had on board the individual who was so well 
known by the title of the Prince of Modena. ‘‘ Let 
him beware of landing, then,” replied the governor, 
‘cor I shall apprehend him immediately!” The 
captain looked perplexed. He returned slowly to 
his ship, weighed anchor, and set sail; and with 
him disappeared forever this singular young man, 
as completely as a bubble vanishes from the face of 
the sea. a$ 

There are few of the monstrosities of romance 
which equal in wildness and improbability the above 
transcript from real life. The series of coincidences 
which favored the imposture, and the numerous 
mistakes as to the personal identity of the hero, 
committed by persons who knew, or allected to 
know, the real prince, seem little Jess than miracu- 
lous; while the moderation of the Duke de Pen- 
thiévre, and the tenderness exhibited by the court 
towards a convicted felun, throw around the whole 
story a romantic mystery, which, at this distance 
of time, it would be vain to attempt to penetrate. 


BURNS. 
BY MONTGOMERY. 


Wuar bird in beauty, flight, or song, 
Can with the bard compare, 

Who sang as sweet, and soared as strong, 
As ever child of air? 


His plume, his note, his form, could Burns, 
For whim or pleasure, change; 

He was not one, but all by turns, 
With transmigration strange ;— 


The Blackbird, oracle of Spring, 
When flowed his moral lay ; 
The Swallow, wheeling on the wing, 


Capriciously at play : 


BURNS- -AGAIN WITH THEE. 


The Hamming bird, from bloom to bloom, 
Inhaling heavenly balm; 

The Raven, in the tempest’s gloom ; 
The Halcyon in the calm :— 


In “auld Kirk Alloway,” the Owl, 
At witching time of night; | 

By “ Bonnie Doon,” the earliest fowl 
That carolled to the light. 


He was tha Wren amid the grove, 
When in his homely vein ; , 

At Bannockburn the bird of Jove, 
With thunder in his train :— 


The Woodlark, in his mournful hours ; 
The Goldfinch in his mirth ; 

Tho Thrush, a spendthrift of his powers, 
Enrapturing heaven and earth ;— 


The Swan, in majesty and grace, 
Contemplative and still ; 

But roused—no Falcon in the chase 
Could, like his satire, kill :— 


The Linnet, in simplicity ; 
In tenderness, the Dove; 

But more than all beside, was he 
The Nightingale, in love. 


Oh! had he never stooped to shame, 
Nor lent a charm to vice, 

How had devotion loved to name 
That Bird of Paradise! 


Peace to the dead! In Scotia’s choir 
Of minstrels, great and small, 

He sprang from his spontaneous fire, 
The Phenix of them all. 


From the Christian Citizea. 


AGAIN WITH THEE. 


AGaIN with thee—how swift the hours are speeding, 
As thus we join in converse dear and sweet ; 
Thought jostles thought, and each to each succeed- 
ing, 
Chase throuth the mind's domains with flying 
feet. 


Again with thee—and hope is sofily telling 
Of coming joy which I shall share with thee ; 
And every cloud by its warm light dispelling, 
It maketh life an endless jubilee. 


Again with thee—my heart to thine is clinging, 
And every tendril round thy own doth twine ; 

While to my eye the hidden tear upspringing, 
Cometh as incense from affection’s shrine. 


Again with thee—and carking doubt is sleeping, 
And holy trust doth reign the victor here ; 

While sacred Jove unwearied watch is keeping, 
And quick destroyeth every nising fear. 


Again with thee—and reason bows before thee, 
And loves to scan thy mind’s superior might; 

And thus my heart and sonl will aye adore thee, 
Both proud to own in thee a guiding light. 


Pomfret, Ct. | 
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“In a former number of the Living Age, we said that 
se should be willing to vote for the incorporation of 

Mexico into our Union. For this expression some of our 
hest friends blamed us. They did not (so we thought) 
look at the matter in all its bearings. It was not our 
meaning (the remark was made before the war) that this 
should be done without the consent of Mexico. Perhaps 
the strongest feeling against our suggestion was caused 
by the anticipation of the introduction of slavery there. 
Of this we were not afraid; but have always in private 
maintained the opinion that the annexation of Texas 
would weaken the political power of slavery, and that 
the maintenance of that institution in Mexico was impos- 
sible. This is a matter which we have no intention of 
discussing at length, but we copy from the National Era 
a very remarkatle article in favor of so making peace 
with Mexico. This paper is established at Washington 
with the intention of discussing the question of slavery 
with our southern brethren, and of so doing ina gentle 
and rational manner. Pressed as we have been, we bave 
not read it heretofore as much as we feel that its ability 
will oblige us to do hereafter. 

There are many objections to the proposed incorpora- 
tion ; but, we think, not enough to overbalance its advan- 
tages. The next step will perhaps he the incorporation 
of Canada—with the consent of Great Britain—and after 
that we will consider whether we can reannex our dis- 
obedient mother herself. ] 


UNITED STATES AND MEXICO—~-PLAN OF PACI- 
FICATION AND CONTINENTAL UNION. 


“ Tuere is a mysterious connection between the 
destinies of this country and those of Mexico.” 
Such was a sentiment expressed by Mr. Calhoun in 
his celebrated speech on the war-question last win- 
ter. Whether that far-seemg senator had in his 
mind all the reasons that might suggest such a 
remark, it is not necessary to inquire. We adopt 
and repeat the sentiment: ‘‘ There is a mysterious 
connection between the destinies of this country and 
those of Mexico.”’ 

At the beginning of the century, few, if any, 
statesmen foresaw the rapid growth of the United 
States, or the bearings of this growth on the for- 
tunes of the Spanish dominion in North America. 
During the last ten years of the last century, we 
were humbly negotiating for the free navigation of 
the Mississippi; and Congress instructed Mr. Car- 
michael, in 1790, to urge on the Spanish govern- 
ment, as Inducements to concede this, the consider- 
ations, that the United States would be a safer 
neighbor than Britain, to Spain; that conquest was 
repugnant to the genius of our government; that it 
was * not our interest to cross the Mississippi for 
ages ;” that it ‘t never will be our interest to remain 
connected with those who do.” Inthe beginning of 
this century, all that President Jefferson asked of 
Napoleon was, the cession of New Orleans and of 
the Floridas, with the Mississippi as the final bound- 
ary of our possessions; and at last he vas fairly 
forced to take the whole of Louisiana ! 

How shortsighted is the wisdom of the wisest! 
Some of those statesmen have lived to see the seat 
of American empire transferred from the Atlantic 
slope to the west of the Alleghanies, and the Mis- 
sissippi river, which was to be the perpetual western 
boundary of American territory, passing far to the 
east of its central point ! 

Now, cast your eye on the map of North America. 
An energetic race of people, speaking one language, 
assimilated under one system of free institutions 
favorable to the utmost development of human fac- 
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ulties, has taken possession of the best portion of 
the continent, stretching from the great chain of 
inland seas on the north to the Gulf of Mexico on 
the south, and indented on the Atlantic seaboard 
with numerous commodious and secure harbors. It 
has acquired not only the free, but the sole naviga- 
tion of the centraf river of the Mississippi valley. 
It has secured every harbor on the northern coast 
of the Gulf of Mexico. It passes beyond the Missis- 
sippi—builds states upon its western shores—sweeps 
onward above the fortieth parallel of latitude, to the 
Rocky Mountains, surmounts those formidable bar- 
riers, pours down ther western declivities, and, in 
1846, finds itself in safe possession of seven degrees 
of the Pacific coast. It has belted the continent 
with its power—one people, one language, one 
mind, prevailing from ocean to ocean. The govern- 
ment which fifty years ago trembled for its stability 
at the bare idea of colonization beyond the Alle- 
ghanies, is now sending the mail to American col- 
onists across the Rocky Mountains. 

The people who have accomplished these results, 
meantime, have multiplied from three to twenty 
millions, and the old world is now pouring its hun- 
dreds of thousands, the excess of its population, 
into the country which they have opened. 

But it was only above the fortieth degree of lati- 
tude that their energies had scope, and the tide of 
population could roll onward to the Pacific. Below 
that, reaching down ten degrees to the Gulf of 
Mexico, progress was arrested a short distance 
beyond the Mississippi, not by natural barriers— 
mountains, lakes, or deserts—but by another empire, 
running up from the sixteenth degree of latitude to 
near the thirtieth, in a narrow slip between the Gulf 
of Mexico and the Pacific Ocean, and thence up- 
wards from thirty to forty-two degrees, between the 
Pacific on one side and two thirds of the western 
boundary of this country, on the other; and this 
boundary, not natural, but artificial, depending upon 
parchment deeds and titles. ‘The portion of Mexico 
thus bounded, pressed upon by the restless energies 
of the United States, constitutes its larger portion, 
and yet contains scarcely any population, while the 
whole of Mexico has but eight souls to the square 
mile. The race which made it an empire is scarcely 
one eighth of the entire population, and has failed 
to establish institutions favorable to the assimilation 
of the various classes of people under its ascend- 
ency, or to the development of their-energies. The 
people languish. Five millions, when we were 
three, they are now only seven millions, while we 
are twenty. Agriculture, manufactures, commerce, | 
are all ata stand. Civilization struggles for life. 

What is to be expected when two such races, so 
contrasted in all the elements of power, are yet 
brought into immediate juxtaposition, without the 
impediment of any natural barrier—a vast wilder- 
ness owned by the one, inviting the reckless adven- 
turers of the other? Texas is first settled, then 
annexed. This would have taken place, even though 
the curse which hastened that event, and has alloyed 
its consequences with evils not yet fully disclosed, 
had not been the immediate cause. 

But the stronger race has overleaped its limits ; 
it has passed to the Nueces, and then, by a second 
thought, to the Rio Grande, thus adding, at one 
stroke, three hundred thousand square miles to its 
territory, grasping one third of the western shore 
of the Gulf of Mexico, and bringing itself a thou- 
sand miles nearer the Pacific. The weaker race 
feels itself aggrieved ; and for good reason. It has 
been foully dealt with. What has happened, would 
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have happened, had there been no slavery to pre- 
cipitate the result by means repugnant to fair deal- 
ing—but it would have taken place by the opera- 
tion of natural canses, probably in such a way as 
justice micht have sanctioned. 

Has the force of these natural causes, however, 
now spent itself? Have we acquired a natural 
boundary? Have we a sufficient number of safe 
ports on the western shore of the gulf? Have we 
a free, ready, safe outlet to the Pacific? Has the 
tide of foreign immigration ceased swelling towards 
our shores? Has the stronger race lost any of its 
daring, its reckless energy? Has the weaker be- 
come more united, more vigorous, more enterpris- 
ing? There is yet an immense tract of country 
bordering on Texas, separated from it—no, united 
to it—by a river; scarcely settled, often disaffected 
to the central government, a portion of it hardly 
amenable to its rule. It borders the Pacific, em- 
bracing on that coast the best harbors in the world 
—it touches lower down on the gulf. Again, 
slavery, availing itself of the working of natural 
eauses, and international difficultics and irritations, 
precipitates a result which would, without its inter- 
ference, have been accomplished more slowly, more 
safely, and, at the same time, honorably. American 
troops are marched to the extreme limits of a terri- 
tory which, to sav the most, was of doubtful juris- 
diction. War is the consequence, and the first step 
.is the seizure of the very tract of country we have 
described. California and New Mexico and Chi- 
huahua are overrun and conquered—and now Amer- 
ican dominion, hy force of arms, (a new and perilous 
method of advance in this country.) has made a 
reach of five degrees to the twenty-fifth parallel of 
north latitude, circling one half of the Gulf of Mex- 
ico, stretching from its shores to the Pacific—where, 
to its seven degrees of coast held in 1846, it has 
added seventeen degrees in 1847 ! 

But these violent accomplishments have cast the 
stronger race blood, and treasure, and honor, and 
awakened in its own bosom the elements of terrific 
discord. They have outraged, and humbled, and 
desolated the weaker race, and aroused in ita fierce 
national antipathy. We have guined immense ter- 
ritory, won many battles, made many ‘ heroes’? — 
but the government has on its hands a domestic 
question which threatens its stability, and a foreign 
difficulty which seems to defy settlement. At this 
hour the capital of Mexico is doubtless resounding 
with the reveille of the American soldicry—its 
central government has probably ceased to exist— 
its states alone carry on governmental functions. 
And now commence our most serious difficulties. 
What next is to he done? 

1. “ Make peace.” Ay—if you can. Suppose 
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Union. We want to see peace upon no such terms. 
The idea of being involved in the ‘‘ deep damna- 
tion’? of a career of conquest, carried on at the 
will and for the benefit of slavery, is too abhorrent 
to be endured by any American citizen who is not 
prepared to defy the moral sentiment of the world, 
and war against the throne of God. 

Besides, New Mexico and Chihuahua have now, 
and California soon will have, a population entitling 
them to admission into the Union. But, indepen- 
dent communities of people, as they would be, 
would have the right to elect, for themselves, 
whether to seck admittance into the Union, or stay 
out of it—~whether to acknowledge the government 
of the United States, or not. Such is the doctrine 
of the democratic party and of southern statesmen, 
in relation to territories of this Union. Will they 
falsify them as it regards other territories! But, 
suppose the territories acquired, and organized into 
states of this Union, could they not then secede? If 
Mr. Calhounis right, thev could. How, then, would 

Isuch a peace as is contemplated be permanent, or 
secure the objects aimed at by the war? 

Suppose, however, General Scott should find no 
government to treat with? 

2. ‘* He must then set up a provisional govern- 
ment, and treat with that.” A precious device of 
stitesmanship! How would this conciliate the 
Mexican people? How would it comport with the 
American principle of self-government, to force 
upon an unwilling people a government at the point 
of the bavonet? How would it suit ovr economi- 
eal, peace-loving, limited government, to sustain a 
strong standing army in a neighboring country, for 
| the purpose of keeping its disaffected population in 
i subjection to the rule of the conqueror? 

The whole project is an absurdity. 

3. * Call back the armies, then, and let us return 
to just where we were at the becianing of the con- 
test.” This supposes an amount of justice and 
stern self-denial on the part of the American people 
and their government, which it is almost idle to talk 

lof, and which, 1f possessed hy them, would have 
| prevented any collision at all with Mexico. Is it 
| not a waste of time to insist upon what we know 
will not be done? 

4. ‘Let the government adept as its maxim, 
© No territory,’ and it will he easy to secure peace.” 
‘Just as idle as the preeeding proposition, and not 
'half so sincere. We could respect a man who 
' would urge this, on the ground of justice and mag- 
‘nanimous dealing—but this is not the motive. If 
it be urged in sincerity, it is done with the unwor- 
thy purpose of evading the issue between slavery 
and freedom, and of thus securing the tranquillity of 
the country, at the hazard of its complete overthrow 


General Scott find a central government, and it be! by the insidious influences of the former; but, in 


willing to concede all that is demanded. Peace is 
made. One third of Mexico is left in our posses- 
sion. Our armies are withdrawn: then begins the 
battle at home—the great, decisive struggle he- 
tween slavery and freedom. Must we say it? 
That struggle, we fear, we are sure, will terminate 
in the triumph of slavery. The curse will move 
like a pestilence over the new territory acquired, 
till it overshadow the western boundary of the con- 
tinent, poisoning every department, every institu- 
tion of our country. And would Mexico then be 
safe? Look again at the map. What natural 
boundary is there, until the whole be taken? That 
would be the bold aim of the slave power, unless, 
indeed, the reaction in this country, produced by its 
tyranny, should become so great as to overthrow the 


most cases, it is insisted upon as a mere device fer 
obtaining a party thumph—party managers being 
fully aware that it is sheer trickery.‘ No terri- 
tory? Let any party oo into a presidential can- 
vass with that motto emblazoned on its banners, 
and its doom will be sealed ; or else, the whole his- 
tory of this nation is a hie. 

5. What dors the administration meditate? A 
writer having said—** Speak as much as you will 
of the peace party in Mexico, such a party does not 
exist. To have peace, the first thing to be done is 
to create this party, sustain it, treat with it, put it 
in power, and keep an army there, perhaps for 
years, to maintain peace, and the peace party at 
the head of affairs’’-—the Washington Union re- 
marks : 


UNITED STATES ANB MEXICO. 19 


** We are not aware of what course our govern- | should be left perfectly free to decide for itself, and 
ment may pursue in this predicament ; but we can | its decision ought then to be respected. 
scarcely be mistaken in supposing that the war will _ The second question regards the constutionality, 
be prosecuted with greater vigor. We must subdue | on our part, of such an act. This, if we under- 
these guerilleres, and kcep open a free communica- j stand the matter, has been settled by precedent. 
tion between the capital and the coast. We must | The American people have ratified the purchase, 
teach these Mexicans that we are superior to, by Jefferson, of fureign territory, and the same 
them in energy as well as in our military skill | authority has ratified the act of the American con- 
and military resources. We must impress them | gress, in passing a joint resolution for the annexa- 
with a deep conviction that their true interest is, tion of a forcign stale. If a foreign slave state 
peace with us—now, and in all future tine. Act- , could thus be annexed, there can be no doubt as to 
ing upon these high principles, we will prosecute | the power to annex, in a similar way, a foreign 
the war with greater means, a sterner will, aud, free state, or any number of them. Wee shall net 
with irresistible vigor. If they are not sufficient- now go behind thal act of congress, and its ratifica- 
ly beaten to make ‘them seek for peace, we must, tion by the American people. 
beat them again and again—coeree them at every | The great question to be discussed, then, con- 
available point, scatter their guerilleros, occupy | l cerns the expediency of such annexation; and 
their towns, and levy more contributions upon their; here we must take a wide range, as the subject is 
inhabitants.” of vast importance, and embraces many points of 

Bloodthirstiness, and extreme folly! Daes the | view. 
Union suppose the American people would be wil-; First, as to the practicability (one element of ex- 
ling to send out volunteers, involve themselves in pedicncy) of extending our governinent over this 
inextricable debt, concentrate mere and incre power | Lumense territory. Some may doubt, but we have 
in the hands of the executive, Keep > a large always held that the peculiar political system of 
standing army, just fur the purpose r aurdering , this country is specially adapted to extended em- 
the Mexicans, till they abjectly subir d, or were, pire. State governments will prevent the oppres- 
exterminated? Whatever else the aay ‘do, they , sion of local interests by the central goverument, 
would turn out any adininistrauon „at could con- | and provide of themselves efficiently for their pro- 
template such an atrocity. motion; and we can see no reason why the great 

What, then, is to be done? Suppose, inas- | interests of peace and war, commerce with foreign 

much as slavery and war have hurried the march | nations and between the states, the public lands, and 
of American empire, and plunged us into ** fight- | the treatment of the aborigines, of the whole conti- 
ings without and fears within,’ we now divorce į nent, may not be as well cared for by one cen- 
American progress from those baleful influences, į tral or federal government, as by many. Thus far, 
and anticipate the course of eveuts, by proclaiming the extension of terriory and multiplication of 
the cessation of all hostilities on our side, and inj states, by weakening the proportionate power of 
all goùd faith, in a proper way, subinitting to every | faction, and generally of local interests, adding to 
state in Mexico, having the requisite number of in- | the dignity of the federal government, and increas- 
habitants, the proposition to ener, if it so choose, | ing national spirit, have strengthened the bonds of 
into the American Union, upon a footing of equal- union. The states were in far more danger during 
ity with the original states. This plan may seem | the last war, and before it, of falling apart, than 
startliug, but let us examinu— they have ever been since. 

First, its relations to justice Tu a few years, a state, formed in Oregon, will 

Secondly, to the federal constitation ; be knocking for admission into the Union. By the 

Thirdly, to expediency. constitution, it is provided that the election for 

Few persons deny the right of a state to dissolve president shall be held on one day in all the states. 
its connection with the rest, for good and suflicicut, Congress. when the State of Oregon shall have 
reason, of which it must be the sole judge. The been admitted, will be obliged to amend the law on 
New England states have the right to-day, to se- j this subject, so that the election may be held at an 
cede from a government which has been prosti- | earlier day, to allow time for the transmission of 
tuted to the support of slivery, and to set up forjthe vote in Oregon. Last Thursday, the news 
themselves. We have never questioned the right | was received in tais city of the arrival of Messrs. 
of South Carolina to do what she has so often | Shaw and Bolden, at St. Louis, on the Sth instant, 
threatened; nor will southern statesmen, who, direct from Oregon, having left the frontier senle- 
have always been in the habit of contemplating a | ments on the 5/h of May—three months from the 
dissolution of the Union in certain contingencies, | fronticr of the Oregon settlements to St. Louis! 
dispute this right of independent election, in aj And yet, no one dicams of the impossibility of 
state, whether she shall remain in the Union or go j extending our federal government over Oregon. 
out of it. While in it, of course, she is bound to; Atmerican enterprise, we kuow, availing itself of 
obey the laws it constitutionally imposes. The al- ; the discoveries of modern times, will, in due season, 
ternative is, obedience or secession. We always) annihilate distance, and bring this portion of 
denounced the foul dealing of the United States | our Pacific empire in close fellowship with the old 
towards Mexico, and opposed the annexation of = Now, there is scarcely any part of Mexi- 
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Texas, on account of its relation to slavery, but! co, which, even at this time, without the construc- 
never doubted its perfect right to dispose of itself | tion of suitable roads, may not be reached within 
as it saw proper. We maintained the same posi- | one third of the time requited for the journey to the 
tion as to the right of the settlers and natives of | mouth of the Columbia; the greater portion of it 
Oregan to dispose of their territory. is as readily accessible as our territory between St. 

In relation to right or justice, then, there could | Louis and the Rocky Mountains, and a large por- 
not be the slightest objection to the submission of a, tion of it is far more so. We go from Washington 
proposition of annexation to each of the sovereign | to New Orleans in seven days, and from New Ore 
states of Mexico, or to the free acceptance by each | leans to Vera Cruz in three or four; from Vera 
of such a proposition. Free acceptance, for each į Cruz to the city of Mexico in four more: With 
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proper improvements, we shall be able to reach the 
city of Mexico from the capital of the United 
States in twelve or thirteen days, and by the tele- 
graphic wires receive intelligence from there in a 
few hours! The city of Mexico, be it remem- 
bered, is in the 19th degree of north latitude, while 
the Mexican territory stretches up as high as 42 
degrees; so that a great portion of it lies still 
nearer the United States. Yucatan, bending up- 
wards, as if to approximate still more closely, in- 
dents the gulf to a point as high as 224 degrees. 
The truth is, a glance at the map will show that 
Mexico and the United States constitute one geo- 
graphical system, all the parts of which may be 
easily made accessible to each other, between 
which intelligence may be rapidly conmunicated, 
all of which, if under one poltical system, would 
possess a remarkable community of interests. 

So much for the practicability of the project. 
Let us glance at its advantages. 

It would extend the principle of free trade, 


eg in active operation between the states of 
this Union, to nearly the whole North American 
continent. 


It would give to Mexico the principle of relig- 
ious toleration, without interfering with her relig- 
ious faith. 

It would establish, throughout her borders, free 
institutions. 

It would confer upon her people personal security. 

It would open the way for, and hold out induce- 
ments to, enterprising immigrants. 

It would bring her soil under a better cultivation, 
stimulate the growth of manufactures, and augment 
indefinitely her commerce. 

It would lead to the institution of the common 
school system of education. 

It would put an end to military rule and wasting 
revolutions. 

It would open to the New England manufactur- 
ers a new and valuable market for their wares. 
Hitherto our trade with Mexico has teen incon- 
siderable, considering the proximity and wealth of 
the two countries ; and, for many years before the 
war, it had been steadily decreasing, while England 
was carrying on a profitable and brisk commerce 
with her. 

It would add vastly to the commerce of this 
whole country, and open a new field for the enter- 
prise of our citizens. 

It would increase the power and influence of 
the Union, and forever put to rest all projects for 
the establishment of a monarchical system upon 
this continent, and for the play of European inter- 
eats and tactics. 

It would settle our present difficulty with Mex- 
ico at once, without any unpleasant controversies 
about indemnity, without any humiliation to our 
sister republic, without leaving one trace of ani- 
mosity, without suffering to remain open any ques- 
tion for future wrangling, any opportunity or chance 
for future collision. p 

It would establish the peace of the continent on 
a perpetual basis. 

It would secure to the federal government what 
is in fact becoming indispensable to the mainten- 
ance of our possessions on the Pacific—the right 
of way across the isthmus, for the construction of 
a canal. It is idle to think of maintaining long the 
integrity of our Pacific empire, if we cannot reach 
it unless by an overland journey of three months, 
or a sea voyage of six. A canal through the isth- 
mus of Tehuantepec will bring New Orleans within 
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twelve or fourteen days of the moath of the 
Columbia river and enable government at Washing- 
ton to send despatches to Columbia, and receive 
answers thence, within a peried of thirty days. 

It would secure the control of the mines whick 
supply the currency of the world. 

it would settle in a peaceful way, so as not to 
offend the pride of the south, the domestic ques- 
tion of slavery, as raised by the projeet of annex- 
ing by foree merely a portion of Mexican territory. 
This is a most important consideration. 

According to Brantz Meyer, the departments or 
states of Mexico are the following : 


Departmenta. Population. 
Mexico, ‘ y : 5 $ 1,359,520 
Jalisco, r ; ° . r 679,311 
Puebla, : ; j š 2 . 661,902 
Yucatan, ‘ ; i Š 580,948 
Guanajuato, ; . . : - 512,606 
Oajaca, ‘ ‘ ; ; 3 500,278 
Michoacan, ; š ; ‘ . 497,906 
San Luis Potosi, . A ‘ ` 321,840 
Zacatecas, ; A ; 5 - 273,575 
Vera Cruz, r ? : r 254,350 
Durango, . ; ; i ; - 162,618 
Chihuahua, . Š š ; 147,600 
Sinaloa, : ` š ‘ ; . 147,000 
Chiapas, ; i ` A ; 141,206 
Sonora, : r ‘ r ; . 124,000 
Queretaro, ; : : ; F 120,560 
Nueva Leon, ; A ; š . 101,108 
Tamaulipas . : ; ; ; 100,068 
Coahuila, . ‘ . ` : . 76,340 
Aguas Calientes, . : A 69,698 
Tabasco, ; ; i $ . 63,580 
Nueva Mexico, ; ; , A 57,026 
Californias, ‘ ‘ á s . 33,439 

Total in 1842, s ; : 7,015,509 


Nineteen of these states, it will be seen, have 
the requisite amount of population for states of 
this Umon. ‘They would add thirty-eight senators 
and about eighty representatives to the congress 
of the United States. But each of these states is 
non-slaveholding ; and, according to the favorite 
doctrine of Mr. Calhoun and South Carolina, each 
state must determine and regulate its own peculiar 
institutions. Hence the question of slavery, as 
raised by the war, would be settled at once, satis- 
factorily to the free states, to the advantage of the 
cause of human rights, and in such a way as not 
to offend the s/ate pride of the slave states. 

Two questions would remain to be disposed of— 
that relating to the public lands, and that relating 
to the public debt. Both could be united and set- 
tled, by the assumption of the public debt by the 
federa] government, and the session to it, as an 
equivalent, of the public lands. The details of this 
arrangement could be attended to in due time, so as 
at once to satisty all creditors, and not impose up- 
on our present states. 

Some might object, that this wholesale admis- 
sion of Mexico would give to Catholicism an undue 
influence in this country; but they forget that 
Protestantism asks no aid from legislation. It 
demands entire toleration, a divorce of state and 
church, as it regards the general government, and 
that the rights of conscience shall never be abridged 
—this is all. If, in the open field of controversy, 
without governmental interference on one side or the 
other, it cannot maintain itself against Catholicism 
itis not of God, but of man—it is not truth, but false- 
hood. We cannot apprehend danger from the free 
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collision of mind with mind, opinion with opinion, 
system with system—the truth, in the long run, will 
commend itself, and a lie, as Carlyle has it, cannot 
live forever. 

Others may object, that the population of Mexico 
is heterogeneous, ignorant, unfitted for republican 
institutions. It is no more heterogeneous than the 
hordes of immigrants who are pouring in upon us 
every year, but whom we find becoming rapidly as- 
similated and elevated, under the predominant influ- 
ence of our strong native population and regenerating 
institutions. ‘There will be enough intelligence, 
and virtue, and master-energy, in this country, to 
maintain the ascendency in the federal legislature. 
{t is true, the population of Mexico is comparatively 
uneducated ; but statistics show that, number for 
number, its inhabitants are as generally educated, 
at least, as those of South Carolina and some other 
southern states, which are nevertheless deemed 
capable of maintaining republican institutions. 

We can see but one alternative worthy of a mo- 
ment’s consideration. Either back out of the con- 
troversy, bring back our armies, withdraw all our 
posts within the Nueces, leave Mexico to recover 
from the anarchy to which we havo reduced her ; 
or, make use of our present position to save her 
from anarchy, and ourselves from dishonor, by 
giving her states the privilege of becoming equal 
inembers of our own political family. True, they 
might at firet regard the overture with distrust ; but 
let patience have its work. By uniform kindness, 
and forbearance, and every demonstration that could 
inspire confidence, convince them that the proposi- 
tiun was made in good faith, and that the decision 
of each state for itself should be respected ; or, if 
the central government should be in existence, 
address the proposition to it. If this alternative 
be rejected, if the small policy of taking a portion 
of Mexican territory be adopted, then, we say, it 
will be a burning disgrace to refuse to apply to it 
the guaranties of personal freedum contained in the 
ordinance of 1787. 

The annexation of the Mexican States on the 
plan proposed, always, of course with their own 
Jree will and consent, would complete our continen- 
tal boundaries south, secure us a basis of 4,000,000 
of square miles for our empire, establish freedom 
as the fundamental and unchangeable law of the 
North American continent, and give republicanism 
the perpetual ascendency over all other forms of 
government. The United States would appear 
then before the world, not as the robber of a sister 
republic, but its greatest benefactor ; not as the foe, 
but the friend, of Christendom. Can the adminis- 
tration rise to the full height of this idea? Will it 
have the magnanimity to disdain all petty efforts to 
dismember Mexico, to abhor all bloody schemes to 
coerce Mexico, to trample under foot all base con- 
spiracies to extend slavery, and embrace the grand 
conception which would really enlarge the area of 
freedom, by the fraternal offer to free Mexico, of a 
name and place in our Union, which would then, 
indeed, be the glory of the earth?! 


Natura, Gas Jers.—A correspondent informs 
as that at the village of Wigmore in Herefordshire, 
there are fields which may be, and two houses which 
really are, lit up with a natural gas. This vapor, 
with which the subjacent strata seem to be charged, 
is obtained in the following manner:—A hole is 
made in the cellar of the house, or other locality, 
with an iron rod; a hollow tube is then placed 
therein, fitted with a burner similar to those used 
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for ordinary pas lights, and, immediately on apply- 
ing a flame to the jet, a soft and brilliant light is 
obtained, which may be kept burning at pleasure. 
The gas is very pure, quite free from any offensive 
smell, and does not stain the ceilings, as is general- 
ly the case with the manufactured article. Besides 
lighting rooms, &c., it has been used for cooking ; 
and indeed seems capable of the same applications 
as prepared carburetted hydrogen. There are sev- 
eral fields in which the phenomenon exists, and 
children are seen boring holes, and setting the gas on 
fire for amusement. It is now about twelve months 
since the discovery was made ; and a great many of 
the curious have visited, and still continue to visit, 
the spot. 


Necessity or Trutu.—We are so constituted, 
that obedience to the law of veracity is absolutely 
necessary to our happiness. Were we to lose 
either our feeling of obligation to tell the truth, or 
our disposition to receive as truth whatever is told 
to us, there would at once be an end to all science 
and all knowledge, beyond that which every man 
had obtained by his own personal observation and 
experience. No man could profit by the discoveries 
of his contemporaries, much less by the discoveries 
of those men who have gone before him. Lan- 
guage would be useless, and we should be but little 
removed from the brutes. Every one must be 
aware, upon the slightest reflection, that a commu- 
nity of entire liars could not exist in a state of s0- 
ciety. The effects of such a course of conduct 
upon the whole, show us what is the will of the 
Creator in the individual case.—Dr. Wayland. 


Heart Trsts.—It is in the relaxation of secu- 
rity, it is in the expansion of prosperity, it is in the 
hour of dilatation of the heart, and of its softening 
into festivity and pleasure, that the real character 
of men is discerned. If there is any good in them, 
it appears then or never. Even wolves and tigers, 
when gorged with their prey, are safe and gentle. 
It is at such times that noble minds give all the 
reins to their good-nature. They indulge their 
genius even to intemperance, in kindness to the 
afflicted, in generosity to the conquered ; forbear- 
ing insults, forgiving injuries, overpaying benefits. 
Full of dignity themselves, they respect dignity in 
all, but they feel it sacred in the unhappy. But it 
is then, and basking in the sunshine of unmerited 
fortune, that Jow, sordid, ungenerous, and reptile 
souls swell with their hoarded poisons ; it is then 
that they display their odious splendor, and shine 
out in the full lustre of their native villany and base- 
ness.— Burke. 


Tue Humanizine INFLUENCE OF CLEANLINESS. 
—A neat, clean, fresh-aired, sweet, cheerful, well- 
arranged, and well-situated house, exercises a moral 
as well as a physical influence over its inmates, and 
makes the members of a family peaceable and con- 
siderate of the feelings and happiness of each other ; 
the connection is obvious between the state of mind 
thus produced and habits of respect for others and 
for those higher duties and obligations which no 
laws can enforce. On the contrary, a filthy, squal- 
id, noxious dwelling, rendered still more wretched 
by its noisome site, and in which none of the de- 
cencies of life can be observed, contributes to make 
its unfortunate inhabitants selfish, sensual, and re- 
gardless of the feelings of each other; the constant 
indulgence of such passions renders them reckless 
and brutal, and the transition is natural to propensi- 
ties and habits incompatible with a respect for the 
property of others or for the laws.— Topic, No. 32. 
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From the New Orleans Picayune of September 3, A turn of the road beyond La Novia brought the 
LATE VICTORIES IN MEXICO. pleasant village of San Aucustin in sight, and after 
two or three light skirmishes, in which the Mex- 

Tacusaya, (near Mexico,) August 22, 1847. icans had two or three lancers killed and wounded, 

Tue celebrated Archhishop’s Palace of ‘Tacubaya !aur troops had quiet possession of San Augustin. 
is now occupied by Gen. Scott; and a portion of |Our only toss during the day was one man, a soldier 
the army, after twice defeating the enemy in two!of Smith’s light battalion, who was woanded from 
of the hardest fought battles of the war, are quar- ja cornfield near Xochimilco. 

tered immediately around him. I haveatreadysent! At7o’clock on the morning of the 18h Gen. 
vou a hurried sketch of the glorious events of the | Scott arrived at San Augustin, and at ł0 o'clock 
2th, and even the present letter must be a hurried | Gen. Worth was in full march for the city of Mex- 
synopsis of the battles which have shed such ad- | ico by the main road. Majors Smith and 'Furnbull, 
ditional glory upon the American arms. Capt. Mason and other engineer officers, were sent 

On the i4th instant, a reconnoissance made by |in advance, supported by Capt. Blake's squadron 

Col. Duncan, having proved that a road for artillery | of dragoons, to reconnoitre, as it was known the 
and wagons could be cut off from Chalco to San Au- | iemy was in force at or near San Antonio. The 
gustine, Gen. Worth’s division moved on the after- party, when within a thousand yards, was fired 
noon of the 15th in that direction. Gen. Pillow fol- | upon from a battery which was masked by trees, 
lowed the next morning ; at the same hour Gen. |ang the first ball from a twelve-pounder instantly 
Quitman broke up his encampment at Buena Vista, | killed Capt. Thornton, of the 2d dragoons, besides 
u small hacienda between Vienta de Cordova and | severely wounding a guide, Jonathan Fitzwalters. 
Ayotla; and immediately Gen. Twiggs was in mo-| Col. Garland’s brigade was now ordered to ocen- 
tion from the latter place. By this move a new line | py the hacienda of Carrera, within plain sight and 
of operations was taken up on the southern and range of the enemy's batteries at San Antonis, 
northwestern side of the city of Mexico, aud the; while Col. Clarke's brigade and the battery under 
strong works of the Penon and Mexicalsingo, upon | Col. Duncan took a station in the rear close by. 
which Santa Anna had bestowed such immense | The engineer officers were at once sent out to recon- 
care and labor, were completely turned. noitre, by Gen. Worth, to ascertain the practicabil- 

On the 16th of August Gen. Worth marched as | ity of turning the strong works of the enemy, and 
far as the hacienda of San Gregorio, beyond which |in the mean time Gen. Scott had despatched Capt. 
it was found that the enemy had cut up and ditched | Lee with a supporting party, composed of Captain 
the miserable trail along which the artillery and | Kearny’s squadron and a body of the 11th infantry 
wagons were obliged to pass. He would have |under Col. Graham, to ascertain the practicability 
gone to Santa Cruz, another hacienda a league fnr- | of finding a road by which the village of San Angel 
ther on, had not an order come from Gen. Scott for | could be reached. and thus turn the stronghold at 

a halt. Jt seemed that Gen. Twiggs had met a!San Antonio. This latter party had a sharp en- 
large force of the enemy drawn up in front of him jecounter with the advance of the enemy, the main 
near Chalco, as if with the intention of disputing ! body being found posted at a strong point not far 
his advance, cutting him off from the main body of | from the factory of Counteras. 
the army, and perhaps bringing ona general action. | In the skirmish some six or eight Mexicans were 
Gen. Twiggs promptly ordered some of the heavier | killed, and as many more taken prisoners; on our 
guns to be unlimbered, and, after a few discharges, | side nota man was touched. ‘The result of the 
the enemy was dispersed, with the loss of five or | reconnoissance proved favorable. It was ascertained 
six killed ; but the demonstration made by the Mex- | that a road could be made which would enable the 
icans, as I have before said, caused a halt in Gen. army to reach San Angel, and thus turn the strong 
Wortl’s division before half a day's march was | batteries at San Antonio, and perhaps others the 
made. enemy might have upon the road between that and 

At 6 o'clock on the morning of the 17th Gen. | the city of Mexico. The Mexicans were plainly sceu 

Worth resumed his march, his route running through | in force at a commanding position near Coutreres, 
cornfields and narrow and rocky lanes, along whic’: | and it was evident that they had a number of can- 
carriages had never passed before. The filling up| non in position; but at a council held at night it 
of the ditches caused some little delay, but by 8) was determined to attack them the following day. 
o’clock the advance was in sight of Santa Cruz,and | fn the mean time, while this reconnoissance w2s 
the spires and domes of the noted capital of Mexico | in progress, Gen. Worth had established his head- 
could be discerned in the distance. The obstruc- | quarters at the hacienda of Curera, while from the 
tions in the road, of which J have spoken, were ob- | windows countless numbers of the enemy could be 
viously of recent construction—evidence that the | seen at work upon the batteries of San Antonio. 
enemy had but just got wind of our approach, and | About noon they opened upon the hacienda with 
that Gen. Scott had completely stolen a march upon ; both round shot and shell, nearly every one of which 
Santa Anna. took effect, but without doing other injury than tu 

Other than the ditches, and rocks which had heen | the building. Late in the evening the batteries 
rolled down from the precipitous hill-side, no oppo- | again opened, but with no other result than show- 
sition was made to the advance of Gen. Worth until i ing the position of the different guns. Fora murve} 
he had reached a point in the road not far from Santa | the batteries were silent during the night. Had the 

Cruz; but now a scattering fire was opened upon} fire been kept up, the hacienda might have been 
the head of his column by a force stationed at ad-| torn in pieces and the entire command compelled to 
vantageous positions above the road to the left. | retire. 

The enemy was quickly dispersed, however, by} Before going further it may be well to state thut 
Col. C. F. Smith’s light battalion and the 2d artil- | the city of Mexico lics about nine miles nearly north 
lery under Major Galt. As the division neared the | of San Augustin; that San Antonio is about three 
hacienda of La Novia the advance was again fired | miles in the same direction ; while the point occu- 
upon, but again the enemy’s pickets were driven in, | pied by Gen. Valencia, near Coutreras, for he had. 
without loss. command at that place, is at least three miles in a 
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straight line and in adirection nearly west. It was 
ten miles the way many of our troops had to march, 
for you cannot imagine a more rough, uneven, and | 
jagged surface. 
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Until night had fairly closed in the fire from the 
enemy’s batteries did not slacken: it had been a 
continuous roar for nearly six hours. Gen. Scott 
retired to San Augustin about eight o'clock, and in 


At eight o'clock on the morning of the 19th the , the midst of a hard rain, which had just commenced 
batteries again opened on Gen. Worth’s position at | falling. Generals Twiggs and Pillow came in about 
the hacienda near San Antonio, the balls crushing | 11 o'clock, wet and completely exhausted. It was 
through the walls and filling the rooms with frag- | impossible to use horses on the rough and exceed- 
ments of plaster and broken furniture. Shells also j ingly broken ground on which they had been op- 


burst in the air over the building, and the pieces 
dropped among the men stationed in the rear. So 
hot was the fire that the troops were obliged to gain | 
shelter behind the building, but still did not give up | 
the position. About nine o'clock the divisions of 
Generals Pillow and Twiggs were ordered to ad- 
vance in the direction of Coutreras, and by one in 
the afternoon were in plain sight of the enemy’s , 
batteries, and within range of the heavier guns. | 

The brigade of Gen. P. F. Sinith was ordered 
to advance directly towards the enemy's works, 
while that of Col. Riley moved towards a small 
village to the right, with orders to gain the main 
road, and thus be enabled to cut off any reinforce- 
monta whieh mieche bo ta Veleceia from the 
city. An incessant firing of cannon was opened 
upon the advance of Gen. Smith, and soon the 
rifles were engaved in skirmishing with the pickets 
of the enemy and driving them in. 

The 12-pounder battery of Capt. Magruder was 
pressed forward with all speed, as was also the 
rocket and mountain howitzer battery now com- 
manded by Lieut. Callender, of the ordnance de- 
partment. As soon as they could gain a position 
they opencd upon the enemy, but were so much 
exposed to a fire from heavier guns that they were 
soon silenced. Lieut. Johnson, of the Ist artillery, 
but attached to Magruder’s battery, was mortaily 
wounded, while Lieut. Callender was severely 
wounded in both fers. 

At 3 o'clock the brigade of Gen. Cadwalader was 
ordered out to support Col. Riley—heavy reinforce- 
ments being seen on their way out from the city— 
while Gen. Pierce’s brigade was sent to sustain 
Gen. Sinith. The firing from the batteries of the 
enemy continued incessant, while from a hill just 
outside of the range of their guns the spectacle was 
most grand and imposing. 

At about 4 o'clock Gen. Scott arrived, and, seeing 
the immense strength of the Mexicans, at once 
ordered Gen. Shields’ brigade from San Augustin 
—a part of Gen. Quitman’s command—to the right 
to support Riley and Cadwalader, and prevent, if 
possible, a junction of the forces coming out from 
the city with those of Valencia. But few of the 
movements of our own troops could be seen from 
the hill where we were posted, owing to the dense 
chaparral, sharp rocks and ravines, but not a motion 
of the eneiny but was plainly visible. 

The order of battle of Valencia was certainly 
Most imposing. Infantry were seen drawn up to 
support the batterics, while long lines of the enc- 
my’s cavalry were stationed in the rear, as if await- 
ing the shock of battle. Two separate charges of 
the latter were distinctly seen repulsed by Col. 
Riley, who had moved his brigade at one time to a 
position partially in the rear of the enemy’s works. 
Col. Harney was exceedingly anxious to march his 
cavalry to the scene of action, but it was deemed 
utterly impracticable. The nature of the ground 
was such that the infantry even had great difficulty 
in finding the way across the pedregal, as the Mexi- 
cans term it; ground covered wish sharp jagged 
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erating for nearly twelve hours. 

Not anticipating the immense strength of the 
works of the enemy, or the alinost insurmountable 
difficulties of reaching them, it had been at first 
thought that the batteries would be taken at a dash, 
and that the troops would be all comfortably quar- 
tered m San Angel for the night; instead of this, a 
large portion of them were compelled to bivouac 
without blankets, in the midst of a pitiless rain and 
on ground where they could not even stretch them- 
selves out. Add to this, the prospects of the mor- 
row were far from flattering—were enough to dis- 
may any but the stoutest hearts—thut the enemy 
would doubtless reinforce and strengthen his works 
dering tho night, havice every eer corite in knowl- 
edge'of the ground: add again to this that the men 
were weakened by Jong exertions, want of food, 
and chilled by the continuous night rain, and it is 
not saying too much to assert that the bivouac of 
the 19th of August was gloomy in the extreme. 

Early in the morning of the 20th Gen. Worth 
was ordered to move with a part of his division 
(Garland’s brigade) towards the scene of action’ at 
Coutreras, to aid in the attack upon Valencia, for to 
force this position was deemed indispensable. A few 
discharges of cannon were heard about 7 o’clock, 
and a heavy rattling of musketry, and some even 
said that in the distance they had seen large masses 
of Mexicans in full flight towards the city ; yet few 
dreamed that the batteries at Coutreras had been 
stormed and carried. Yet so it was. Gen. Scott 
himself, accompanied by Gen. Worth, started for 
the scene of action, when they were met by Capt. 
Mason with the joyful intelligence that Valencia had 
been completely routed, aftcr a short but terrible 
struggle. 

The attack upon his works was planned by Gen. 
Smith, and resulted in the capture of fifteen pieces 
of artillery, some fifteen hundred prisoners—among 
them Generals Blanco, Garcia, Mendoza, and the 
notorious Salas—all the ammunition and camp equi- 
page, while the road along which those who esca 
fied was strewed with muskets. No less than seven 
hundred of the enemy, among them many officers, 
were left dead on the ficld—the number of wounded 
was undoubtedly far greater. I have no time now 
to enlarge or comment upon this well-planned and 
brilliant achievement, but, reserving a more full de- 
scription for some other time, must pass on to other 
exciting events. 

The works at Coutreras completely in the power 
of the American army, Gen. Scott at once ordered 
Gen. Worth to fall back upon San Autonio, to turn 
and capture that work, and then to push on to- 
wards the capital by the main road, while the main 
body of the army, under Generals Twiggs, Pillow, 
Smith, Pierce, and Cadwalader, moved on towards 
San Angel and Cohoyean. Scarcely had the ad- 
vance of General Twiggs got half a mile beyond 
the latter village before a rattling fire of musketry 
announced that it was actively engaged with the 
outposts of the enemy, and the heavy booming of 
cannon now gave token that the noted second divis- 
ion had fallen upon another strong work. 
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But a few minutes more and a tremendous firing 
from the right, and immediately in the main road 
from San Augustin to the capital, made it evident 
that Gen. Worth’s division was actively engaged. 
He had completely turned the strong works of San 
Antonio, but, while doing so, the enemy had aban- 
doned the place, with the loss of their heavy guns, 
and had fallen back upon his second and stronger 
line of works. It was now at the commencement of 
the battle, about one o'clock in the afternoon, and 
sure such a rattling of fire-arms has seldom or never 
been heard on the continent of America, accompa- 
nied with such booming of artillery; and this was 
continued over two hours, and until the enemy was 
fully routed from every point, and until those who 
were not killed or taken prisoners were in full flight 
for the city. 

Let me endeavor in words to give the reader an 
idea of the position and works of the enemy. As 
you come along the road leading from San Augus- 
tin to the capital, and immediately this side the 
Puente del Rosana, the Mexicans had thrown up a 
strong and exceedingly well-built battery, command- 
ing the road completely. On the right, as you faced 
the city, stretching for a long distance, was a con- 
tinuous ditch, behind the bank of which an immense 
number of Mexican infantry were posted. On the 
left of the tete de pont, or work at the bridge, three 
hundred yards distant, was the church of Churu- 
busco, or San Pablo, strongly fortified with works 
for infantry, and also having a well constructed 
battery containing a number of guns of heavy cali- 
ber. This work was a little advanced from the tete 
de pont, and nearly in a line between it and the vil- 
lage of Cohoycan. Further on, on the other side 
of the work at the bridge, and about three hundred 
yards from the road, was a large building, well 
adapted for the protection of infantry, and in which 
the enemy had also posted an immense body. The 
ground in the vicinity of all these points was com- 
pletely covered with corn and other fields, cut up in 
every direction by wide and deep ditches, present- 
ing obstacles innumerable to the advance of our 
troops. No reconnoissance of the position of the 
enemy had been made, and consequently its strength 
could only be ascertained by hard blows and knocks. 

The divisions of Generals Twiggs and Worth 
were at once engaged, the former with the church 
and stronghold of Churubusco, and the latter with 
the batteries at the bridge; and in the mean time 
Gen. Shields’ brigade—the New York and South 
Carolina volunteers—together with the 9th, 12th, 
and 15th regiments of infantry, under Gen. Pierce, 
were hurrying onward from Cohoycan to attack the 
hacienda. Soon they too were engaged; and now 
the battle became general. The enemy had over 
twenty pieces of cannon, all in admirable position, 
and served with more than ordinary skill, while but 
few of our guns could be brought to bear. The 
battery of Capt. Frank Taylor, it is true, opened a 
well-directed fire upon Churubusco ; but so exposed 
was its situation that it suffered mos: terribly, both 
in officers and men. 

To describe the fierce conflict, even now that two 
days have elapsed, or to give an account of the part 
taken by the different regiments, were impossible. 
From the opening of the strife up to the time the 
Mexicans were entirely routed and in full flight 
for the city, was one continuous roar of cannon and 
musketry, accompanied by the loud shouts of the 
victors as some new vantage ground was gained ; and 
high above the din rose a dense column of smoke, 
at times completely shrouding the combatants. 
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LATE VICTORIES IN MEXICO. 


The strength of the enemy at this battle is known 
to have been fifteen thousand at least—many say 
twenty thousaud—all fresh troops, and in a position 
of uncommon strength. Opposed to them were 
about six thousand Americans, jaded and broken 
down by marches and countermarches and by inces- 
sant toil before the stronghold of Coutreras and 
San Antonio. At Churubusco the Mexicans them- 
selves say Santa Anna cominanded in person, but 
that he left early. The noted battalions of Hidalgo 
and Victoria, and of Independencia—the Polkas, 
or young men of the capital, from whom so much 
was expected—nearly all fled without firing a gun. 

In the different works (but mostly in the church) 
taken by Gen. Twiggs nearly two thousand troops 
were captured. Among them were Gen. Rincon, 
who commanded in person; Gen. Anaya, lately 
President substitute; and Gen. Arevallon, as also 
Col. Gorostiza, formerly minister at Washington. 
Gen. Garay was captured near San Antonio by Gen. 
Worth, and several influential officers, among them 
Col. Miramon, by Gen. Shields, at the hacienda. 
But the most important capture of all was the 
entire foreign battalion, mostly made up of desert- 
ers from our own army, with their commander, the 
notorious Riley himself. ‘They are all now under 
close guard, and I trust will be strictly dealt with. 

The loss on our side has fallen most heavily upon 
the South Carolina and New York volunteers, the 
6th infantry, and Smith’s light battalion, attached te 
Worth’s division, and the batteries of Captains Ma- 
gruder and Taylor. The South Carolina regiment 
was nearly cut tu pieces, losing 137 out of 272 men 
with which it went into action. The first artillery 
has suffered severely in officers. 

The Mexican accounts acknowledge the Joss, in 
killed, wounded, and prisoners, of no Jess than thir- 
teen generals (among them three ex-presidents) 
and forty-five pieces of cannon. One of our officers 
says that we have captured more ammunition than 
Gen. Scott has used since he has been in the coun- 
try. G. W. K. 


The following, from the New Orleans Delta, contains 
more particulars of the Lrilliant exploit of Gen. Smith: 


During the night of the 18th, Gen. Worth’s 
division, with a part of the Ist brigade, occupied 
the hacienda of San Juan de Dios. 

On the 19th, Gen. Twiggs came up with the 
advance, Gen. Smith's light brigade advancing on 
the left, and Col. Riley's to the right, supported 
hy Capt. McGruder’s battery, and Lieut. Cadwal- 
ader’s howitzers, which belonged to the division 
of Gen. Pillow. The enemy opened his heavy 
batteries from Coutreras, and the advancing troops 
of Gen. Smith's brigade engaged the enemy’s 
infantry. ‘These two brigades for more than one 
hour sustained the fire of 22 pieces of artillery, 
mostly of heavy caliber. They were finally com- 
pelled to retire, after sustaining a severe Joss m 
killed and wounded. Gen. Pillow had ordered Gen. 
Pierce’s brigade to the support of Col. Riley. At 
this stage of the proceedings, wh:'e the battle was 
raging, the enemy appeared on the left of the fort 
of Coutreras, and in rear of the village of Ensal- 
do, with a force of 12,000 men, under the imme- 
diate command of Santa Anna. 

The 15th infantry, under Col. Morgan, was then 
ordered by Gen. Pillow to the support of Smith’s 
and Riley's brigades. About this inue Gen. Scott 
came upon the ground, bringing with him General 
Shields’ brigac: of volunteers, which was imme- 
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diately ordered to the support of the forces under 
General Cadwalader. General Twiggs, as night 
approached, finding it impossible, from the nature 
of the ground, to reach his command, fell back to 
the position occupied by Gen. Scott, and passed 
the night exposed to the inclemancy of the weather. 
McGruder’s and the howitzer battery being dis- 
abled, and our left advancing on a road previously 
prepared by the enemy, thereby exposing our in- 
fantry to a destructive fire as they approached— 
McGruder’s and the howitzer batteries were order- 
ed by Gen. Smith to open, to attract the attention 
of the enemy, while he made a movement to the 
right, to try one of the enemy’s flanks. After 
passing over the broken and irregular surface of 
ground, and crossing the deep ravines, he succeed- 
ed in reaching the village of Ensaldo. Gen. Smith 
being the ranking officer, Gen. Cadwalader reported 
to him with four regiments of Gen. Pillow’s divi- 
sion. Col. Riley's brigade had crossed the ravine, 
and passed towards Coutreras, after a strong body 
of the enemy, which he dreve off. The enemy 
was now drawn up into line, above the village, on 
the right of the fort. This was a strong position 
of the enemy. 

General Smith now ordered Gen. Cadwalader’s 
force to be drawn up on the outer edge of the vil- 
lage, facing the enemy’s heavy force on the left of 
the fort. After making the proper disposition of 
his forces, Gen. Smith now determined to attack 
the enemy’s right, with Col. Riley on the left. 
Gen. Cadwalader, on the right of the former, re- 
turned in echelon, but before the movement could 
be completed night approached—the enemy’s Jine 
could not be seen—therefore the order was coun- 
termanded, Gen. Cadwalader resuming his position 
on the outer side of the village. Col. Riley’s bri- 
gade was formed in a long lane inside and parallel 
to the village, the rifles on his left, and the 3d in- 
fantry on the church-yard. ‘‘ But now,” says our 
correspondent, ‘‘ imagine the position of this portion 
of the army, numbering 3500 at the outside with- 
out artillery or cavalry, while the enemy in front 
and on the left, had 19,000 troops, (those in the 
fort said to be the best in Mexico,) with 22 pieces 
of artillery, and among his troops ahout 7000 caval- 
ry. It was evident that some decisive action had 
to be taken ; that some great effort had to be made ; 
and Gen. Smith and Col. Riley, seconded as they 
were, were just the men competent to the task, 
and an attack on the main work was determined 
upon, and the movement to take place at 3 o’clock 
of the tellowing morning.” 

The force of Gen. Smith was not strong enough 
to carry the enemy’s works, and at the same time 
to hold possession of the village ; but fortune favors 
the brave; for whilc he was preparing for the attack, 
Gen. Shields reported his near approach with the 
Seuth Carolina and New York volunteers. Gen. 
Shields, though outranking General Smith, had 
too much magnanimity to assume the command, or 
to pluck the bright laurels about to be gathered by 
a brother soldier in carrying one of the enemy’s 
strongholds, and accordingly he moved subject to 
the command of Gen. Smith. Gen. Shields’ bri- 
gade was then placed in the village of Ensaldo, to 
cut off the enemy's retreat from Coutreras, or to 
take the reserve of the enemy in flank, if he should 
change his front. 

At 3 o'clock on the morning of the 20th, the 
movement commenced, whieh was so slow that 
daybreak appeared before the head of Cadwalader’s 
brigade commenced ascending the ravine at the 
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village of Ensaldo. As soon as Col. Riley ascended 
the hill and came in full view of the enemy, they 
opened a severe fire on Riley’s forces. 

Our correspondent then continues—‘‘ Col. Riley 
threw out his two advance divisions as skirmishers, 
and said, ‘ Now, boys, close in with them, and let 
the bayonet do its work,’ and his command rushed 
down the slope with a yell and enthusiasm enough 
to strike terror to the heart of the boldest, while 
the rear of his command moved steadily forward as 
if they were all made of one piece. The sap- 
pers and miners and rifle regiment which had been 
thrown across a ravine intervening between the 
one they passed up, and under the brow of the slope 
which Col. Riley came down, from that position 
poured in a fire which swept in front of Col. Riley’s 
column; then inclining towards their left, joined 
in the attack of the troops outside of the left flank 
of the fort. Gen. Cadwalader followed the route 
taken by Col. Riley, and as soon as his troops were 
formed, moved on to his support. The first bri- 
gade, which was bringing up the rear, had been 
ordered to follow the same route, but while it was 
on its march by the right flank up the ravine, and 
nearly opposite the fort, Gen. Smith ordered the 
brigade to face to the left and advance in line to 
attack the enemy’s force in flank. ‘This movement 
was executed in less time than it takes me to write 
it. They met the enemy outside of the fort just as 
Col. Riley’s brigade rushed into it; the enemy was 
completely routed and commenced a precipitate re- 
treat. Their cavalry and infantry had been formed 
to receive the charge, but were compelled to give 
way to the bayonet. The rout was most complete 
and the victory most decided; but while Riley’s 
brigade took possession of the work, and planted 
their colors upon it, the other force continued the 
pursuit down the road. The retreating force had to 
pass near where Gen. Shields’ brigade was placed 
to intercept them. ‘They, however, were not aware 
of it until they received the well-directed fire of the 
South Carolina [and New York] regiments, which 
mowed them down like grass before the scythe.” 

The rout and dispersion were now complete. In 
the fort, were captured 22 pieces of artillery, an 
immense amount of munitions of war, and upwards 
of 1500 prisoners, anong whom were several offi- 
cers of high rank. The enemy left dead upon the 
field upwards of 700, which we buried; but his 
loss, says our correspondent, was much larger, as 
the Mexicans were still burying the dead two days 
after the battle. The troops in front were com- 
manded by Valencia, and those outside by Santa 
Anna. The two 6-pounders of Washington’s bat- 
tery, taken on the field of Buena Vista by the Mezi- 
cans, were recaptured in this fort. 

The enemy were pursued to San Angel. He 
endeavored to make a stand at every point. They 
were finally compelled to take refuge in Chum- 
basco. At San Angel Gen. Pillow assumed the 
command, and when the troops arrived at Culican, 
shortly after, Gen. Scott assumed the command of 
the whole. The position now occupied by the 
enemy (Chumbasco) was a very strong one, and it 
being the last stand the enemy could make in de- 
fence of the capital, he fought with desperation for 
more than two hours, before the works were carried. 
Our loss at this point was over 1000 men. Several 
pieces of artillery, and two stand of colors were 
captured; General Rincon, with 104 officers, and 
upwards of 1100 non-commissioned officers and 
privates, surrendered as prisoners of war. The 
Mexican loss in this engagement is said to be 5000 


in killed and wounded, and out of a force of 30,000 
men, there were but 6000 men Ieft, the balance 
being killed, wounded, prisoners or totally dis- 
persed. 

After the result of this decisive battle, commis- 
sioners were immediately sent to Gen. Scott, from the 
ety, and an armistice agreed upon. 


ALONE. 


*T was midnight, and he sat alone— 
The husband of the dead. 

That day the dark dust had been thrown 
Upon her buried head. 

Her orphaned children round him slept, 
But in their sleep would moan: 

Then fell the first tear he had wept— 
He felt he was alone. 


The world was full of life and light, 
But. ah! no more for him! 

His little world, once warm and bright— 
It now was cold and dim. 

Where was hier sseuot ana Kindly face! 
Where was her cordial tone? 

He gazed around his dwelling-place, 
And felt he was alone. 


The wifely love—maternal care— 
The self-denying zeal— 

The smile of hope that chased despair, 

_ And promised future weal: 

The clean bright hearth—nice table spread— 
The charn o'er all things thrown— 

The sweetness in whate’er she said— 
All gone—he was alone! 


He looked into his cold, wild heart, 
All sad and unresigned: 
He asked how he had done his part 
To one so true, so kind?! 
Each error past he tried to track— 
In torture would atone— 
Would give his life to bring hers back— 
In vain—he was alone. 


He slept at last; but when he dreamed, 
(Perchance her spirit woke,) 
A soft light o’er her pillow gleamed, 
A voice in music spoke— 
‘** Forgot—forgiven all neglect— 
Thy love recalled alone: 
The babes I leave; oh, love, protect, 
I stiil am all thine own.” 


[Copied hy Chambers’ Journal from an American 
paper. i 


COPERNICUS, 


Tre mountain church of Frauenburg 
Hath many a narrow bed, 

Where the vaken cross points upward 
And peasants weep their dead ;— 

Stand we beside yon graven stone, 
And vail the reverent brow, 

And muse upon the mighty one 
Whose body lies below. 


ALONE-—COPERNICUS— APPAREL. 


Earth lay in darkness ;—as a star 
He rose upon the night, 
And outlines of the things that are 
Shone dimly by his light. 
How dreamy seems the world’s wild youth 
To us of elder time, 
Familiar with God’s steadfast truth, 
So simple—so sublime. 


He first it was, whose piercing eye 
Through the thick midnight saw, 
In endless changes, unity, 
And in contusion, law. 
Though other hands unwound the clue 
To realms of clearer day, 
All honor to the first is due 
Who pointed them the way. 


He moved through life, as one who hears, 
And answers from within, 

Faint music from celestial spheres 
Through earth’s discordant din. 

Well might he stand with brows inclined, 
In silence and apart,— 

A diem 409 eer Said 
Had passed into his heart! 


What nights of happy toil were his, 
Toil that itself repays, 

Scanning ereation’s mysteries 
With no irreverent gaze! 

Oh, hour of hours, when first he seemed 
To grasp the truth, long sought, 

And the solitudes of starlight teemed 
With multitudinous thought ! 


Strange is the destiny of life, 
Wondrous is fame’s behest, 

Passing the labor and the strife— 
Crowning the time of rest! 

Long years of lonely watching o'er, 
There came at Jast the hour 

When to the dying sage they bore* 
The record of his power. 


They would have kneeled around the place 
Where, pale and faint, he lay, 

But, silent, with unaltered face, 
He motioned them away ; 

Earth’s greatness vanished there, as snow 
Melts from the summer sod— 

His soul had done with time, and now 
Stood face to face with God! 

Starpe'’s Magazine. 


—— —_ 


AppareL.—A man ought, in his clothes, to con- 
form sumething to those that he couverses with, to 
the custom of the nation, and the fashion that is 
decent and general, to the occasion, and his own 
condition; for that is best that best suits with one's 
calling, and the rank we live in. And seeing that 
all men are not (Œdipuses, to read the riddle of 
another man’s inside, and most men judge by 
appearances, it behoves a man to barter for a good 
esteem, even from his clothes and outside. We 
guess the goodness of the pasture by the mantle 
we see it wears. —Feltham. 


* The first proofs of the work in which Copernicus pro- 
claimed the order and harmony ofvur system, were brought 
to him on his death-bed. 


THE MAIDEN AUNT. ' 


From Sharpe's Magazine. 
THE MAIDEN AUNT. 


Miss Marcaret Forne, the lady from whose 
Journal we now propose to offer a few selections to 
the public, died in the year 18—, aged seventy-one. 
She was one of a class, which, fortunately for man- 
kind, is neither small nor rare. She was a maiden 
aunt, and she possessed that cheerful unselfishness, 
that indefatigable activity in the service of others, 
those warm, ready, and expansive affections, which 
we are enabled, by happy experience, to pronounce 
the appropriate characteristics of her genus. She 
was the eldest of eight children, of whom six mar- 
ried, and multiplied, and were scattered over the 
face of the earth, while Margaret, and Owen, the 
youngest brother, remained in single blessedness. 
OFf him we have little to say: he graduated at Cam- 
bridge, travelled for a few years, to complete his 
education, as the phrase has it, and then returned, 
to live as fellow of his college, assembling around 
him multitudes ef minute comforts, studying his 
own peculiarities with a view’ to their scientific 


gratification, carefully guarding himself from all | 
pocain of auuoyance—in short, behaving to hiu- | 


self exactly as a devoted wife might behave to an 
invalid husband, in whose happiness her own con- 
sists, and whose every gesture she watches with 
the tremulous anxiety of deep affection. Shall we 
be forgiven fur insinuating that Owen formed no 
unfair specitnen of another class of responsible be- 
ings, usually known by the name of old bachelors. 
While he was thus drawling and fidgeting through 
existence, knowing no harder trial of patience than 
the occurrence of a false quantity either in his verses 
or his punch, no heavier misfortune than the break- 
ing of a wateh-glass. or the overboiling of an egg, 
his sister Margaret was living in the full sense of 
the word—living more in one hour than he lived in 
a twelvemonth—doing, suffering, and sympathizing 
—mourning with those who mourned, and rejoicing 
with those who rejoice. In many a house, to many 
a heart, her face was as sunshine, and her step as 
music ; and if some human faults or harmless foibles 
occasionally provoked a frown, or compelled a smile, 
there were few who did not feel that, in her, the ri- 
diculous was never far separated from the sublime— 
the sublime of charity and goodness. During the 
whole of a long and active life, passed among 
brothers and sisters, nephews and nieces, friends 
and acquaintance, aunt Peggy amused herself by 
the feminine occupation of keeping a journal ; and 
as, in addition to her other virtues, the good lady 
was a hit of a bluestocking, she not unfrequently 
attempted to work up the incidents she was record- 
ing with something of artistic skill, and thus to pre- 
sent a continuous narrative, instead of a pile of 
fraginentary notes. ‘That, among the fortunes of 
so large a family as we have described, she found 
many materials for her pen, the reader will have no 
difliculty in imagining, and we shall proceed, with- 
out further preface, to lay before him such parts of 
her lucubrations as have appeared to us to possess 
some degree of general interest. The character of 
the writer will be better developed by herself, than 
by any descriptian we could hope to give; and we 
shall add nothing to her words, except such partie- 
ulars concerning the various members of her family, 
as may seem necessary to render her story intelli- 
gible. 
THE ALCESTE, 


[Emma, the youngest sister of Margan Forde, 
married James Ferrars, a captain in the navy, and 
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was left a widow, with two children—a son, who 


followed his father’s profession, and a daughter, 


who was the godchild and namesake of her aunt 
Margaret. Mrs. Ferrars resided near a large sea- 
port town on the southeru coast, which we shall 
call Wearmouth.] 

July Tth, 18—.—This morning I arrived at my 
sister's, for the visit which I have annually paid ever 
since that happy day when I laid the lide Marga- 
ret, a sweet, fair, whimpering baby, one hour old, 
in her mother’s arms. ar child! I have watched 
her through life, and perhaps loved her all the bet- 
ter, because she is not one of those who have re- 
ceived the blessed gift of being generally loved. 
She has little beauty, though there is a charm of 
sense and sweetness in her face, which makes it 
lovely in my eyes; and she has always becn so 
grave and shy in society, that there must be many 
who have known her all her life, without having an 
idea of her true character. But I know her noble- 
ness of mind ; I know how rich she is in those fine, 
pure, elevated feelings, which people who are not 
capable of understanding them are in the habit of 
cHiemetizing es remrptic, Neverthe ss the word 
goes so much by outward appearance, and Marga- 
ret has so universally obtained the reputation of a 
quiet, cold, gentle girl, with nothing striking in her 
exterior, and very little general conversation, that I 
confess I was surprised when the news reached me 
that she was engaged to be married. I had set her 
down for one of the sisterhood—not, perhaps, ex- 
actly for the same reasons that have made me an 
old maid, for I might have married, had I so chosen, 
several times over. Dut, knowing the carnestnéss, 
the imagination, the enthusiasm, which lay hidden 
under Margaret’s quiet manner and composed feat- 
ures, I felt sure that she could not attach herself 
to a common-place person ; and, alas! her want cf 
fascination rendered it too probable, that one who 
was not common-place would not attach himself to 
her. Pity, thought I, that such capacities for lov- 
ing as hers, should not find full employment. But 
I was all wrong, and I confess my mistake with 
delight. Seldom have I known a happier morning 
than that which announced to me her engagement. 
And to-day I heard all the particulars, whieh are 
in every respect satisfactory. Doctor Thornton is 
thirty-two; that is, eight years older than his be- 
trothed, which I consider a very good difference. 
He is already in excellent practice; and, as the 
other physician in Wearmouth is an old man, and 
there can be no doubt that he will succeed to his 
connection, his income is likely to be handsomer 
than Emma had any reason to expect for her daugh- 
ter. How one falls into the habit of mentioning 
income first, when a marriage js în question! Money 
is to happiness very much what the alphubet is to 
learning ; it would be hopeless and absurd to ex- 
pect to do without it; but the absurdity of being 
satisfied with its possession, as though it were the 
only thing necessary, is far more glaring, and far 
less excusable. I have heard little of Dr. Thorn- 
ton; but I feel so secure of his highmindcdness and 
excellence, because he is the choice of that dear 
girl, that I have scarcely cared to ask any questions 
about him. Yet Iam heartily glad that he dines 
here to-day. Margaret’s wedding is only delayed 
til] her brother Frederick returns, and, as his ves- 
sel, the Alceste, is expected daily, the important 
ceremony will take place (D. V.) before I leave 
them. As for Margaret, she is a changed creature, 
and I can scarcely take my eyes from her face. 
Such radiance of happiness I never beheld—and 
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happiness, too, which partakes not of the quietness 
and restraint consistent with her habitual demeanor. 
It is as if you were to follow a stream from its 
source, under the shadow of thick trees and tall 
overhanging rocks, and then suddenly step forth 
into the sunshine, and see the dark, sombre waters 
changed into gushing, sparkling ripples of light. 
She passes from tears to laughter, and from laugh- 
ter to tears, like achild. How Owen would be 
astonished if he could see her! He once told me 
that he thought her the most uninteresting of all 
his nieces. 

Dr. Thornton, or Francis, as I am to call him— 
(he called me aunt Peggy immediately, and en- 
treated me to be equally unceremonious with him) 
—arrived early. At the first glance I admired, at 
the first warm shake of the hand I felt sure I should 
like him. I detest that cold stroking of fingers— 
that light touch of the lips against the cheek, which 
some persons consider to be the warmest testimo- 
nies of affection tolerated by refined society. Give 
me my darling Margaret’s shower of fond kisses, or 
her Francie’ hearty, prolonged shake of the hand, 
which sends a feeling of warmth and comfort to the 
heart. He isa distinguished-looking man ; tall and 
stately, with a remarkably fine forehead, mouth 
expressive, intellectual, and somewhat stern, but 
eyes so full of openness and kindliness, that you 
feel at home with him instantly. I can easily be- 
lieve what Emma tells me, viz., that he has been 
an object of speculation among the Wearmouth la- 
dies; and I can fancy, moreover, that no little as- 
tonishment has been felt at this choice. 

The evening was rather happy than lively, and 
afforded several opportunities for the display of 
Francis Thornton's conversational powers. It was 
easy to see that he had read much and thought deep- 
ly ; but I was chiefly interested by certain slight indi- 
cations of an under-current of high enthusiastic feel- 
ing, which I knew to be so thoroughly in accordance 
with the temper of Margaret’s mind. For instance, 
my sister, in speaking of her son’s character and 
prospects, observed, ‘‘ Yes, he should have had a 
college education, ill as I could have afforded it— 
but, from a child, his heart was set upon the navy, 
so I let him have his way. What more can we 
wish for those we love than to know that they are 
happy ?”” 

hornton acquiesced in the sentiment, but glanced 
somewhat expressively at Margaret, who answered 
with kindling eyes, ‘* You don't think so, do you, 
Francis! ‘That is not in accordance with your the- 
ories.”” 

He turned to Mrs. Ferras with a kind of half- 
deprecating smile, and said gently, in answer to her 
exclamation of wonder, ‘* Oh, we shall find that we 
think pretty nearly alike when we come to define 
our notions of happiness.”’ 

«And what is your notion of happiness?’ 
asked I. 

‘¢ First, to de good, and then to do good; and 
then, if possible, to be great.” 

“ What, Francis?’ cried Mrs. Ferrars, reproach- 
fully ; ‘and you leave out affection in your notions 
of happiness?” 

‘¢ Do I leave it out?” said he earnestly. ‘ Nay, 
on the contrary, it pervades the whole idea. But 
the happiness of affection consists not so much in 
the presence as in the nobleness of the object be- 
loved. It is the incentive and safeguard to virtue. 
Love, to be perfect, must cast out not only fear, but 
sin also—and even weakness. And it does so.” 

There was a momentary pause, which Francis 
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broke by saying, in a changed and playful tone, 
“ This is good philosophy, but I hope it may not be 
put to the test. Margaret, could you play Thekla 
if there were need ?”’ 

“ Don’t ask me,” said she, looking down, while 
a sudden glow rose to her cheeks ; ** yet I hope and 
believe that I could.” 

“ My dear child,” cried her fond mother, who 
did not exactly understand the allusion, ‘* I am quite 
sure you could play anything yoo chose to attempt, 
only you are so diffident. Was not that a knock at 
the door?” 

« Yuu have a late visitor,’’ said I. 
it be?” 

_ The servant announced Mr. Moreton, the rector 
of Wearmouth, and an old friend of the family. He 
entered, and greeted me kindly, with an effort to 
assume his ordinary manner; but his face was 
grave and his demeanor troubled. 

“ You are come early, or rather late, to pay your 
respects to aunt Peggy,” said Emma. ‘* When 
did you hear that she had arrived 2?”’ . 

“ I did not know Miss Forde was here,” returned 
he. ‘‘I came for a different reason. I am sorry 
to say, my dear friends, that I bring you unpleasant 
news.” l 

All looked at him in silent anxiety. 

“ Let me begin,” continued he, ‘ by telling you 
our great cause for thankfulness. Frederick is per- 
fectly well.” 

“ What has happened?” cried Emma, vehemently. 

“Tt is this,” replied he. ‘*The Alceste has 
arrived, but cannot be adinitted into the harbor; in. 
short, there is sickness on board, and she must go 
through some sort of quarantine.” 

“ And Frederick?’ said Emma. 
telling me the truth?” 

“ I pledge you my word,” replicd he, solemnly, 
“ that he is, as yet, perfectly well; but it would be 
mistaken kindness to conceal from you that he is in 
a position of danger.” 

“ What is the complaint?” inquired Francis. 

“ They call it,’ answered Mr. Moreton, with 
some appearance of reluctance, ‘* the Black Fever.’” 

My eyes were on Thornton’s face, and I could 
see that he changed color as these words were 
uttered. He continued to question Mr. Moreton, 
but in an under tone of voice. 

“ How many deaths?” 

“ Nine—in three days.” 

“ And the medical officer—”’ 

‘ Died, on the second day after the disease made 


its appearance.” 

“ But what attendance have they? Who has 
volunteered to take his place?’’ 

“ No one,” replied Mr. Moreton. ‘* Dr. Monck- 
ton has a wife and family; and so has Brookes. 
But the news has been sent up to London, and 
doubtless by the day after to-morrow’’— 

“The day after to-morrow !’’ cried Thornton. 
“ And they are dying by dozens !"’— 

He paused—perhaps struck by a sudden deep 
sigh from Margaret, who clasped my hand at the 
moment with a movement as of terror. [ler cheeks 
were as white as paper, and her eyes fixed on her 
lover’s face. Looking earnestly upon her, he stood 
up and said, ‘‘ My dear, dear friends, surely there 
can be but one opinion as to my duty.” 

‘© Good God, Francis,’’ exclaimed Emma, “* what 
are you thinking of? Is there not misery enough?” 

« These poor people,” begaa he—but Emma 
interrupted him, putting her hand upon his.arm and 
speaking with much agitation. 


“ Who can 


“ Are you 
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« We will not hear of it,” she said. ‘‘ No, no; 
vou have no right to sport with Margaret’s happi- 
ness in this manner. You have other duties to 
think of. Margaret, speak to him!”’ 

Poor Margaret! She sat speechless and motion- 
less, drawing her breath with a quick, uneasy sound, 
and never lifting her eyes. I held her trembling 
hand between my own. 

“ Margaret shall herself decide,” said Francis, 
whose voice plainly showed how deeply he shared 
the emotion to which he was determined not to 
yield. ‘* You are right, my dear mother ; her claim 
is indeed great. Speak, my beloved, shall I go or 
stay?” 

She cast herself upon her knees, covering her 
face with her hands, and murmuring, in broken 
tones, the words, ‘ God help me! God help me!” 

Francis approached her, raised her with the ut- 
most tenderness, and placed her in a chair. ‘‘ Nay, 
my dearest,” said he, greatly moved, ‘‘it is too 
much for you. Be calm, be comforted; I will 
never leave you.” 

With a sudden movement she flung her arms 
around him. ‘Oh, go—go!”’ she cried, ‘* I would 
not keep you for a moment. Go, dearest—God be 
with you!” 

Gently unlocking her clasped hands, he consigned 
her to me; the poor mother, utterly overwhelmed 
with sorrow, was sobbing on the sofa. Oh, the 
sound of his feet as he moved across the room to 
depart! Each step seemed planted on one’s bare 
and shrinking heart. He paused in the doorway, 
and gave one look back—Margaret did not see it— 
she was kneeling, with her face hidden in my lap. 
She had not dared to look upon him since she pro- 
nounced the fatal word ‘‘go!’’—and the door closed, 
and he was gone. 

Margaret arose, went to her mother, clasped her 
arms around her, and they wept in silence on each 
other's bosoms. We felt how vain it was to offer 
ennsolation ; we could only sympathize; but when 
Mr. Moreton spoke of the nobleness of that spirit 
of martyrdom which was ready to give up all for 
the sake of duty, the poor girl lifted up her face, 
and looked at him for an instant with such an ex- 
pression—it was proud, it was almost joyful. But 
1t was drowned in a fresh burst of tears. 

Never shall I forget the few days that followed. 
Margaret moved about the house like a restless 
spirit, or sat motionless with clasped hands; some- 
times, to all appearance, unconscious, sometimes 
evideutly engaged in mental prayer. Emma, with 
the true unselfishness of a mother’s grief. did 
nothing but watch and wait upon her child. Each 
evening Mr. Moreton brought us the report from the 
Alceste. Entering without knocking, and coming 
rapidly up stairs so as to give us no suspense, he 
would ery, ‘Good news,” before he opened the 
door. And then we kneeled down and gave thanks ; 
and then heard the sad tale of disease and death, 
which always, however, began and ended with the 
delicious words, ‘‘ Frederick and Thornton are 
well.” 

When I would call up before my eyes an image 
of those four terrible days, it is neither the pale and 
tearful face of Emma, nor poor Margaret’s glazed 
and melancholy eyes and drooping figure, that I 
behold. I see the scene visible from the staircase 
window of my sister’s cottage, at which it was 
inpossible to help pausing every time one passed 
it. The gay town, the busy harbor with its clus- 
tering masts, the cloudless summer sky, the broad 
‘and sunny sea ; and there, in the midst of that shect 
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of bright waters, like the evil spirit lurking at the 
gates of paradise, lay the black hulk of the plague- 
ship, rocking and swinging with every movement 
of the lazy waves. What scenes were enacting on 
board that gloomy vessel! What tortures were 
there preparing for our unconscious hearts! | 
shudder when I think of it. 

The fourth evening came. We were sitting to- 
gether, as we generally did, when the hour of Mr. 
Moreton’s visit drew near. It was now somewhat 
past the time at which he usually arrived, and we 
uneasily avoided each other’s eyes, as we tried to 
keep up a forced and Janguid conversation, to con- 
ceal from ourselves that we were beginning to 
grow fearful. 

“ Poor Mrs. Ellis sent for some wine for her 
little boy this morning,” said Margaret; ‘* he has 
been—’’ She stopped short; her cheeks and lips 
became deadly white, as though every drop of blood 
had been driven back to the heart. ‘There was a 
knock at the door. 

“ My darling girl. how nervous you are !” cried 
I, jumping up. ‘* There—stay quietly where you 
are, and I will go and learn what it means.” 

I hurried out of the room, and met Mr. Moreton 
on the stairs. The first glance at his face was suf- 
ficient ; I saw we had something terrible to hear. 

He grasped my hand. ‘Oh, how shall we tell 
her? how shall we tell her?” said he, much agi- 
tated. 

“t Which is it?” I gasped, scarcely able to artic- 
ulate. 

‘¢Thornton,”? he replied; ‘‘he sickened this 
morning.” 

We were interrupted by a cry, the sound of 
which did not leave my ears for many days—it ex- 
pressed such bitterness of desolation. Margaret, 
unable to restrain her anxiety, had followed me to 
the door, and heard the fatal words. The next 
instant she was, happily for herself, insensible. 

Her swoon lasted long, and, when she recovered, 
she was in a high fever—a result which might 
easily have been foreseen, after four days of such 
suffering, ending so terribly. She was delirious, 
and knew no one who approached her. For three 
weeks the violence of her disorder continued un- 
abated ; alternating between fits of raving and a 
kind of stupor that was not sleep. During this 
time our kind and true friend, Mr. Moreton, was 
constantly with us; and great were the comforts 
and support which my poor sister and I derived 
from his presence. “A friend Joveth at all times, 
and a brother is born for adversity.” How much 
added force does the truth of these words acquire, 
when the friend and comforter of your affliction is 
one whose high and holy mission it is to speak 
peace to the troubled spirit, and declare the coun- 
sels of God! 

At length the delirium ceased, and was succeeded 
by along and profound stupor, supposed to be the 
crisis of the disease. For several days after this 
left her she was in a strange kind of state: her 
eyes were open, and she took obediently whatever 
was presented to her, but never spoke nor moved ; 
and we knew not how far she was conscious of 
what passed around her. Every day there seemed 
to be more and more of sense in those sad eyes, 
which feebly followed our movements about the 
chamber, with an expression so pathetic, that Emma - 
and I were frequently unable to restrain our tears. 
At last—it was about five weeks from the first 
beginning of the fever—I was sitting alone by her 
bedside, and the sloping rays of the red and sinking 
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sun were showering their warm rich light upon the | 
windows of the sick chamber, when she spoke to 
me. ‘Lunt Peggy,’ said she, in a low, but per- 
ivetly útstinet voieg, “is it only you?” 

i toor her Wasted haud, and bent over her. * Yes, 
renee :¿ thore is nu one else here. What do you 
want l” 

“On, now then, tell me all—everything. I would 
uol speak be fure, because of distressing mamma. 
out, dear aunt Peggy, do tell me l’ 

I was troubled, aud hardly knew how to answer 
hor. t What ain Ito tell you, love?” I said, at 
last. ‘t You must try to compose yourself.” 

“t Yes, yes; I will indeed,” she replied. ‘* But 
T shall be so much better when I know it with cer- 
tainiy. Itis several days since my mind came back 
tome; but it is sull weak. I remember all; but 
svimetimes my recollection is confused ; and ‘then 
my dreains—iny dreams are so dreadful. I think, 
if I were once to hear it distinctly, I should not 
dream in this dreadful manner. Oh, if anything , 
would stop my dreama !” 

‘Are thoy su very melancholy ?’’ asked I. 

“Oh, nu, no; itis their happiness which is so 
terrible. I dream as ifvothing had happened ; and 
thea, you kuow, I wake, and can hardly bear it ; 
and then I get bewildered. But if you would only 
tell me how it all happened; if you would say it to 
iein words, perhaps l should not dream so again.” ; 

My wars f Al fasi, as I kissed her forehead, and , 

eplied: © But I would not cheek those dreams ; | 
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wept, and stretched out her arms. But we must 
leave the sacred rapture of that meeting untouched. 
And what a party was it that gathered around 
the invalid’s bed that evening! The mother, with 
her eyes fixed on her child’s face, scarcely daring 
to rejoice, yet full of thankfulness, and clasping 
fondly in hers the hand of her restored son ; 3 and 
Thornton, the noble and seli-devoted, receiving, 
even on earth, the abundant reward of his goodness. 
Of all who sickened in that unhappy Alceste, he 
was the only one who recovered. And dou't forget 
Aunt Peggy ; no heart was kapoier, or more grate- 
ful, than hers. Truly may we old maids thank 
God that the privilege of sympathy is vouchsated 
to us; for, if we suffer by the sorrows of those we 
love, we have also great happiness in their joys. 


DUNCOMBE PARK. 


[Colonel Harwood was the husband of Jane, 
the next sister of Margaret Forde. Mrs. Harwood 
brought her lord a son and a daughter within the 
first three years of their marriage. Ten years af- 
terwards she died in giving birth to a second liitle 
girl. ‘The disconsolate widower went to reside in 
France, both to divert his own grief by change of 
scene, and to afford his daughters the advantages 
of education, which that region of indefinite exten- 
sion, the Continent, isin England somewhat vaguely 
supposed to alford. He did not return till his two 
eldest children had attained the aves, respectively, 
of twenty-six and twenty-eight, While Janet, the 


they are sentin merey, my own one; they are com- | youngest, had just passed her sixteenth birthday] 


furts, aud not turments.” 

* Ah., you cannot understand me,” she said ; 
“uut pray, pray, have pity on me, and do what I 
asi you.’ 

+ Yuu have not strength,” I said; 
iur Dr. Monekton. 

Sae held my hand tightly. “ Oh, no—no, no,” | 
sue ured, earnestly ; “don’t go away; I waut no | 
oug but you. I have strength for auything ; you į 
don't kuow how much better I am.’ | 

Į hesitated, aud considered within myself. It was 
teu days slice the crisis had terminated favorably. | 
De. Monckton had pronounced that the disease was 
absolutely gone. [Ler weakness was excessive ; but 
then sae had been taking nourishment, and gaining | 
strength day by day. Ï thought that the vexation: 
consequent upon my evasion of her inquiries, might, 
be worse for her than the agitation of having them 
answered. At auy rate, I saw no means of escape ; 
and being at all times a bad dissembler, I felt that 
I could tot disguise the truth auy longer; so J) 
stuoped over her, and kissed her, and spoke with a 
trembling heart. 

“My daling child, suppose that those dreams 
Were Ouly preparations for reality.” 

She looked winlly at me, but did not speak. 

** Recolleet,’* I continued, “ you know nothing | 
certainly. Wien your dreadful illness began, it| 
was all doubtful. God has been very merciful to 

s: your dear brother never caught the fever, and 
he is now at hoine ; and—*’ I burst into tears, and 
could not proceed. But the disclosure which I had 
begun, perhaps somewhat rashly, was sull more 
rashly completed. Phe door opened, and Frederick 
eutered. Bat whose was that pale, joyful face be- 
hind hin? Who is it that lingers on the threshold, 
looking wistfully into the chamber, but afraid to 
advance; his eyes bright with thankful hope and 
eager happiness, thou zh his whole figure bears the 
traces of recent and severe illness? Need I name 
lim! The sound of his step was enough—Margaret 
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“I must go. 


CHAPTER I. 


Dee. 1Ath.—It was an interesting visit on which 
I entered to-day, and I felt unusually nervous us my 
humble one-horse fly drove througa the great gates 
of Duncombe Park, and finally deposited me, my 
earpet-bag, my trunk, my bandbox, iny two baskets, 
and my seven parcels, beneath the stately portico 
of the mansion itself. I was ashamed to burthen 
the digmfied footman with all my odds and ends, 
“especially as I saw him raise a wistful look, first at 
the coach-box and then to the dour, evidently eN- 
pecting to see my lady's maid in the aet of desecnd- 
ing; and, when he became convinced that I travelled 
without any such appendage, I detected a spice of 
‘contempt in the elaborate civility with which he took 
package after package from my hands to deposit 
them on the hall table. I was afraid Jest the yet 
| grander butler, who stood behind, should see my 
prunella shoes ; which I carried in a separate parcel 
that IT migat not have to fish them up trom the bot- 
toin of the bag when making my toilcite tor dinner ; 
so I thrust them into my spacious pocket in a great 
hurry, somewhat to the disadvantage of the syin- 
inetry of my figure, and allvcting a lofty inditference 
as to the fate of that precious heap of parcels, every 
one of which I longed to carry up stairs and un- 
fasten with my own hands, I followed my conduciur 
acruss the marble floor. On the threshuld of the 
drawing-room I] was met by my brother-in-law, who 
took me by both hands, and welcomed me in the 
kindest possible manner. ‘* My dear Miss Forde, 
said he, ‘¢] can assure you that this is one of the 
most gratifying moments I have experienced since 
I left the Continent.” Then, giving me his arm, 
he led me forward and introduced me to his daugh- 
ters, the elder of whom submitted to my embrace, 
while the younger cordially returned it. During 
the five or ten minutes which elapsed before I was 
conducted to my bedroom to dress, I had time to 
make a rapid survey of the trio, and compare them 


THE MAIDEN AUNT. 


with the faces of thirteen years ago, which still re- 
mained vividly impressed on ny memory. 

My brother-in-law is still a fine-looking man. 
He has grown somewhat-portly, and a tendency to 
gout in the left foot has caused him to change his 
former activity of movement for a deliberatencss 
which is not, however, without dignity. He has 
the same sweet smile, and his voice is even more 
gentle, his manners more bland than they used to 
he. Well, people may say what they please, but 
I never can believe he has so bad a temper as he is 
reported to have. Surely, if he were really so pas- 

sionate, I must have seen some specimens of it be- 
fore now. It is true that many circumstances pre- 
vented my having much intercourse with him during 
tny poor sister's life- time, and that, more than once, 
when I have seen them together, I have fancied that 
she seemed afraid of him; yet his deportment to 
her was ever that of a devoted husband, and it really 
seems impossible that an expression of countenance 
so benevolent, and a manner of speaking so unusu- 
ally mild, should belong to a man of violent temper. 
He is said, moreover, to be proud, and zhat I believe, 
although his bearing shows no symptom of it, ex- 
cept, perhaps, a certain elaborateness in his courte- 
sies, which, as Owen used to say, '* when you see 
in a genllemar, you may be sure that he looks down 

epon you.”? Perhaps Owen would draw a similar 
conclusion from his studious gentleness; but Owen 
is a caustic observer, and, though such persons al- 
ways pique themselves on their pereeption of char- 
acter, Í do not find that they are generally so right 
in the end as those who take a more charitable view 
of their fellow-ercatures, As for myself, I do not 
know that I can be called a good judge of character, 
but somehow or other I do manage to be generally 
on comfortable terms with all the manifold varieties 
that I encounter: and it has more than once been 
remarked that I have a true feminine gift of win- 
ning influence over even the obstinate. I hopel 
am not vain of this, and, if it be true that I do pos- 
sess such power, I hope that I may always use it 
for gond. Atany rate Tam not going to quarrel 
with my good brother-in-law, or to hunt for defects 
in his character just at the time when he is giving 
ine so affectionate a reception, 

My niece Anna is not so handsome as she prom- 
ised to be at fifteen; bat she has a fine figure and a 
very sensible countenance. 
rions contrast to her father’s ; 

abrupt, and, as she never einiles when she speaks, 
the first impression is certainly not pleasing. 


er nr rr ere ee = ee e 


31 


concluded he was engaged in some of those myste- 
rious occupations which always separate young 
men from their families during the morning hours, 
even if they are neither students nor sportsmen, and 
that I should sce him at the dinner-table. 

“ I hope you have not suffered from cold during 
your journey at this unpropitious season, Miss 
Forde,” observed Colonel Harwood; ‘ Anna, is 
there a good fire in your aunt's room? We mnst 
be careful of our visitor's comforts, you know.” 

‘6 Ihave no doubt there is, papa,” returned Anna. 
‘© White seldom neglects her duties.” 

“c I went in just before I came down stairs, papa,” 
said Janet, ‘ and saw that everything was comfort- 
able for aunt Margaret.” 

‘¢ This is my little housekeeper,” said the colonel, 
putting his hand on Janet's shoulder with a smile. 
“« You will find differences of character in your two 
nieces. Anna is fond of her books, and Janet studies 
the details of every-day life. Iam no foe to varie- 
ties of character—develop rather than change, guide 
rather than check, that hus been my system of edu- 
cation. Faults must of course be cured—and they 
both have their faults: but they have also their pe- 
culiarities, and I am by no means Prepared tu say 
that those peculiarities are faults.’ 

During this speech Anna looked cross and Janet 
awkward, while I felt it impossible to make any 
answer whatever, execpt a litle absurd laugh, of 
which I was ashamed because it was so unmeaning. 
‘All very wise and right, my dear brother-in-law, ”” 
thought I,“ but are you aot a little, just the very 
least bit in the world, pompous? And is it not 
very unpleasant for your daughters to be described 
before their faces in that manner?” Somehow or 
other the conversation flagged after that spcech of 
the colonel’s. 

‘Will you not like to dress, Miss Forde—aunt 
Margaret ?” asked Anna after a pause. I acqui- 
esced, and we were quitting the room, when I was 
cheeked by hearing my brother-in- law say in his 
politest tone, *‘ Have you not dropped something, 
Miss Forde? Here, Janet, take this to vouraunt.” 
He stooped with some difficulty, owing to his gouty 
foot, and lifted my unhappy shoes off the carpet. 
ĮI was the more annoyed as the parcel had opened, 
and discovered two or three little last thoughts 


“Which I had popped in with the shoes just befor 


Her manners are a cu- | starting. 
they are positively lof black silk mittens, a paper of pins, same boot- 


Je collected with the utmost care a pair 


small 


laces, and, alas! that it must be confessed, a s 


I | box of corn-plaster, all of which he presented to 


should say she was a little ungracions: but I dare | me with an air of complete unconsciousness. 


sav itis faney. Tam so accustomed to breathe a 


I could scarcely conceal my vexation. Janet 


warm atmosphere of Jove, that I feel chilled and | could not restrain a burst of girlish laughter; her 


oppressed without it; but how unreasonable it is to 
expeet that a niece whom J have seen very little of 
for the first fifteen years of her life, and not at all 
since, should Jove me bv instinct, I must try to 
win her affections, and it shall be hard if she baffles 
me in the attempt. 


Janet is a sweet ereature: very shy and down- 


east, but with the brightest little face I ever beheld | say a word about it, my luve,’ 


when she smiles at you. She is very pretty, and 
very like her mother: tall, slender and blue-eyed, 
with her fair young face in a perpetual blush. She 
glanced so kindly at me through her long eve-lashes, 
that I could not ‘help taking her hand in mine as we 
sat side by side, and indeed, I should have ventured 
on another embrace, if Anna’s eyes had not rested 
apon us at the moment, with a half-surprised ex- 
eee which deterred me. And where, thought 

is my old friend and favorite Charles? But I 


father turned to her in displeased surprise. The 
poor child became crimson ; but [put my arm round 
her waist, and drew her out of the room with me, 
joining the laugh as I dil so, for the whole matter 
was so ludicrous that my annoyance soon gave way 
to amusement. ‘Oh, aunt!” she began apologet- 
ically, when we reached the staircase. ‘ Don't 
"interrupted I; “old 
maids, you know, are privileed to have oddities, 
and henceforth I grant you the privilege of laugh- 
ing at all mine as fast as you find them out. But, 
tell me, where is Charles! I shall see him, shall 
I not?” 

Janet’s face became gravity itself, and Anna an- 
swered, ‘* No, he is not at home.” 

“ Not at home !”? repeated I, in dismay, ‘‘ but he 
will return before I go, I hope.” 

s I do not think there is any chance of his being 
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able to do s0,” replied Anna, shortly. Her man- 
ner was so decided, and Janet's eyes had become 
so tearful since her brother’s name was mentioned, 
that I felt sure there was some mystery behind the 
scenes, and did not like to say any more. An hour 
afterwards our little party assembled~at dinner. The 
colonel was the kindest and politest of hosts, but I 
did not feel very gracious towards him, for I was 
sure, from Janet's flushed face and timid manner, 
that she had undergone a lecture on the ill-breedmg 
of laughing at her aunt. Nevertheless, it is evident 
to me that he is an affectionate futher, though, 
doubtless, sumewhat too much of a disciplinarian ; 
buth the girls seemed fund though afraid of him, 
and his manner to the dear little culprit evidently 
shows that he has forgiven her misdemeanor, after 
duly reprimanding her for it. I wish with all my 
heart that he did not think himself such a perfect 
father, and feel bound to keep up his character on 
every occasion. Striving after perfection is doubt- 
less right, but constantly trying to act up to an in- 
ward self-consciousness of perfection is a very dif- 
ferent and a far less pleasant thing. I must take 
myself to task about my brother-in-law. Iam be- 
ginning already to find his company a perpetual 
little provocation to me, and this is both tiresome 
and ridiculous. I cannot describe what there is 
about him which I do not like—he is kind, hospi- 
table, sensible, and gentlemanlike ; but there is a 
sort of elaborateness and self-consciousness about all 
he does and says, which I greatly wish I had not 
observed, because it teases me, and perhaps after 
all it is only fancy. It seems as if he were perpet- 
ually saying in his own mind, ‘‘ Now I am being 
the courteous host—now I am going to speak as 
the kind brother—this must be said with an encour- 
aging bow to Miss Forde—now I am showing by 
my manners that I think women have a full right to 
express their opinions, but delicately conveying at 
the same time that they should always express them 
with modesty. I never forget the well-bred gentle- 
man in the affectionate relation, nor the affectionate 
relation in the well-bred gentleman.” Oh, if you 
could but forget yourse/f, you would be a very 
agreeable man! But it is foolish and even ungrate- 
ful to think in this manner, and I will put it out of 
my head if I can. 

‘* Weare but a small Christmas party,’’ observed 
the colonel; ‘‘I have not yet been sufficiently long 
at home to renew my acquaintance with the other 
members of our family, of whom I have lost sight 
for so many years. l confess that I am fond of 
family meetings, and always encourage them. They 
are right, and I generally find that what is right is 
also agreeable.” 

‘« You must have been lonely sometimes, when 
you were abroad,” said I. ‘I think the seasons 
at which those happy unions are natural and habit- 
ual, must be very desolate when you have no famil- 
iar faces to gather around you.” 

“It was a deprivation, certainly,” returned he, 
“but Ido not think we were lonely. I hope we 
have too many resources in ourselves and in each 
other to find any situation lonely. I should be al- 
most as sorry to find my children dependent on soci- 
ety, as disdainful of it.” 

I felt nearly out of patience, but scolded myself 
‘for my absurdity, and replied very civilly that I 
thought he was perfectly right. 

“ I must look to yon,” he continued, ‘* for infor- 
mation concerning those with whom I hope, ere long 
to become personally intimate. You have just been 
staying with the Bryants, have you not !”’ 
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I acquiesced, and said a few warm words in praise 
of those dear creatures. 

“ My girls,” proceeded the colonel, ‘‘ anticipate 
much pleasure and profit from the society of their 
cousins. Anna is looking forward to an acquaint- 
ance with Katharine, who must, I think, be nearly 
her own age. Is it not so, Anna?” : 

“ I really don’t know papa,” returned Anna; “I 
have not the slightest recollection of my cousin 
Katharine, and I never thought about her age.” 

‘t She is five-and-twenty,”’ said I, secretly amused 
at seeing that the colonel appeared a liftle discon- 
certed by this speech. * Do you remember Fred- 
eric? He has just been distinguishing himsef great- 
ly at college.” 

‘‘He promised to be clever,” remarked the 
colonel, ‘‘ though I should have supposed him rather 
brilliant than solid. He visited us at Nice, during 
his first college vacation, and I observed, then, a 
certain tendency to repartee in conversation, a dis- 
inclination to the steady pursuit of any discussion, 
and indeed, in some instances, an apparent inca- 
pacity to feel the force of the arguments which were 
employed against him, which, however natural in so 
young a man—and I hope |] am always ready to 
make allowances for youth—were more creditable 
to his wit and imagination than to his judgment.” 

“ He has just taken a double first class,” said I, 
as demurely as I could. 

‘ Indeed!” replied my brother-in law, ‘I rejoice 
to hear it. And George—he must be growing into 
a man now—has he not some unfortunate impedi- 
ment in his speech ?”’ . 

“ He stammers a little,” answered I, * but we 
hope it is improving. It will be a great disadvan- 
tage to him if he enters the church.” 

“ A great deal more may be done towards curing 
or concealing those little natural defects than people 
are apt to imagine,” observed the colonel, compla- 
cently ; ‘“ I speak from experience. If I were so 
unfortunate as to stammer, I should assume a slow, 
and, as it were, explanatory mode of speaking, by 
which the repetition of the word or syllable would 
generally be avoided, and in which, when such a 
repetition did occur, it would seem rather an inten- 
tional emphasis, in character with the manner, than 
an inevitable defect.’’ 

“ Do you think stammering could be cured by 
such a system, papa ?” asked Anna. i 

“ I am not prepared to say that it could be cured, 
my dear,” returned her father, ‘but I believe it 
might, except in very bad cases, be rendered per- 
fectly inoffensive. In a somewhat analogous case, 
I have followed a similar plan myself, with complete 
success. Since I last saw Miss Forde—’’ (with a 
bow and a smile to mc) ‘‘] have been afflicted with 
a slight tendency to gout, but ny adopting a slower 
manner of moving, which is certainly not unsuited 
to my advancing years,’’ [another smile,] ‘‘ I have 
so effectually concealed it, that I would venture to 
say, that no person, unacquainted with the circum- 
stance, would ever guess it; and that Miss Forde 
herself would be puzzled to decide in which foot 
the malady lay.” 

By the time he had finished this speech, he had 
turned to me with an air of modest and triumphant 
inquiry, and J was once more reduced to my little 
stupid laugh, for in the first five minutes I had seen 
as clearly as possible that he had got the gout, that 
he had it in his left foot, and that he was trying to 
look as if he had not got it at all. Fortunately his 
self-complacency on this subject was too secure to 
be casily alarmed, and he took my short chuckle for 
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sign of complete approbation. Soon afterwards 
we rose to quit the dining-room, the colonel holding 
the door open for us with profound politeness. As 
we passed out, he stopped Janet, put his arm round 
her waist, and kissed her cheek, I suppose, in token 
of complete reconciliation. After all, he is a good 
creature, and I like him very much. 

Anna apologized for leaving me alone with her 
sister till tea-time. She is learning German, and 
her master, who has many engagements in Exeter, 
which is fourteen miles from Duncombe Park, is 
able to attend her only at this unusual hour. I was 
not sorry for the opportunity of improving my ac- 
quaintance with my youngest and most attractive 
niece ; so we sat down together on the sofa, and in 
a very short time she was chattering away with in- 
nocent freedom, and with a fluency for which I had 
scarcely given her credit. ‘* But, tell me,” said I, 
after listening with interest to her glowing descrip- 
tion of the last year which they had spent at Rome, 
when, as she observed, she was beginning to be old 
enough really to enjoy the wonders, and appreciate 
the advantages, around her, ‘tell me something 
about Charles. Was he with you at Rome?” 

‘* No,” she replied, casting down her eyes, while 
her face was overspread with sadness; ‘‘ it had all 
happened before then.” 

“ Tt !—what ?” inquired I, my curiosity now thor- 
oughly roused. ‘* What is the matter about my 
favorite, Charles ?” 

“ Oh, aunt Margaret, that is just what I wish so 
much to tell you,” returned the little girl ; ‘‘ I have 
got a letter for you'froin him,” added she, first giv- 
ing a cautious glance round the room, and then 
drawing a paper from her pocket, which she hastily 
put into my hand, ‘‘ but before you read it, I must 
tell you a little, or you will not understand it. 
Charles is married.’’ 

“ Married !” repeated I, in utter amazement, yet 
scarcely able to keep from laughing at the absurdity 
of the thing—that my heedless nephew should be a 
husband, and that he should employ his little sister 
clandestinely to convey a letter on the subject to 
me, his almost unknown aunt, was really altogether 
so very astonishing, and so completely puzzling, that 
the eagerness with which I demanded further infor- 
mation was no more than might have been expected. 
Janct informed me, that Charles had become at- 
tached to a young French lady at Nice, and that, 
his father’s prejudice against an alliance with a for- 
eigner being absolutely insurmountable, he had mar- 
ried her privately, about four vears ago. With all 
the sanguine ardor of his character, he hoped that 
the colonel would pardon him when the thing was 
irrevocably done, though he never would have per- 
mitted him to do it. Te was wofully mistaken. 
‘¢Oh, aunt Margaret,” said the innocent narrator, 
‘6 T never shall forret the evening when it all came 
out. It was very dreadful. Charles had been away 
for about a fortnight—he pretended it was to make 
a little tour—but, in reality, he had gone to be mar- 
ried to Mademoiselle de Millebrun. We were all 
sitting at tea, when there was a loud ring at the 
bell, and the next moment the door opened, and in 
he came. He looked odd and excited, as I after- 
wards remembered, but at the time I was so pleased 
to see him return unexpectedly, that I did not no- 
tice it, but jumped up to kiss him, while papa said, 
a little gravely, ‘ Why, Charles, you have taken us 
quite by surprise. We have not received any letter 
—but I suppose you wrote, to announce that you 
were coming?’ Papa particularly dislikes surprises 
of any kind.” 
- OLXXVII. 
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“ I dare say he does,” rejoined I, observing that 
she paused, and I added, in my own mind, “ they 
must break in terribly upon those systematic meth- 
ods of moving and speaking, which he thinks so 
clever.’’ 

Janet continued :— 

“ Well, I scarcely know how it all happened, 
and, indeed, I hardly understood it, even then—but 
after a few incoherent attempts to talk as usual, he 
broke quite desperately into the subject. ‘ My dear 
father,’ said he, ‘ will you forgive me for the first 
disobedience to your commands of which I have 
ever been guilty! My—’ here he hesitated—‘ yau 
know, my—the strength of my affection for Adéle 
—for Mademoiselle de Millebrun, and’—My father 
stood up, and his face was terrible with anger—it 
was quite white, and he drew his lips together as 
if he were almost afraid of speaking. ‘ Anna and 
Janet,’ said he, in a very low, quick voice, ‘ go to 
yon own rooms—l do not choose that you should 

ear this.’ Anna got up, and left the room directly, 
and I stole after her, quite terrified, for, you know, 
I love Charles so very dearly, and so I could not 
help lingering a little, and was just going to take 
his hand, for sometimes, when papa is angry, he 
lets me coax him, and is quite kind again. But I 
did not understand how terribly scrious he was now, 
and I met a glance from his eyo which frightened 
me so much, that I dared not stay. Half-an-hour 
passed—oh, what a half-hour it was! I was by 
myself, and in the dark—I had a kind of feeling 
that I would not ring for a candle, lest the servants 
should find anything out, so I sat down on my bed, 
and cried, I hardly knew why, and tried to hear the 
sound of their voices in the room below, but I only 
heard Charles’ voice now and then, and that was a 
bad sign, for when papa is excessively angry, he al- 
lt speaks low. Suddenly there was total silence ; 
and, a minute afterwards, I heard a step at my door, 
and a whisper, ‘ Janet, are you there?’ I ran for- 
wards, and poor Charles clasped me in his arms, 
and kissed me again and again. I felt his hot tears 
upon my cheek, and I sobbed, so that I could not 
speak to him, and he said nothing but ‘ Good-by, 
my own darling! God bless you! good-by !’—at 
last he seemed to make a great effort to control 
himself, and said to me, hurriedly, and in a whisper, 
as if he was afraid of being interrupted or over- 
heard, ‘ My dearest Janet, you are not old enough 
to understand all that has happened, but thus much 
I must tell you. Iam married to Mademoiselle de 
Millebrun—she is now my wife, and she already 
loves you as a sister—and Anna, too, of course. 
But my father is very angry about it, and has de- 
sired me to go away, and refused to see my wife, 
or to allow me to see you, my own sisters, again. 
He says he will never forgive me, and though he did 
not blame Adéle so much, because she is so very 
young, only seventeen, he said over and over again, 
that as long as he lived, I should never set foot 
within his doors again. I am afraid he will keep 
this promise only too strictly, and so I have stolen 
up stairs to say good-by to you, and to beg you, 
as you grow older, never to forget this last conver- 
sation—never to forget how much I love you, nor 
that I have told you, that upon my word and honor, 
your new sister, Adéle, is as innocent as a child, 
and that you must think of her with affection, and 
never suffer anybody to teach you to think unkindly 
either of her or of me. Will you promise me this?’ 
You can fancy how I felt, aunt Margaret, and what 
I answered, as well as I could for my tears. I am 
not telling you about myself, you know, but abort 
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Charles. He then went on to say, that he was 
afraid of doing wrong in telling such a child as | 
was to hide anything from my father, but he did not 
know what to do, he could not bear to go on with- 
out hearing from me and writing to me. So he set- 
tled this plan. We have an old nurse who has lived 
with us ever since papa married, and who is so fond 
of Charles that she would cut off her hand to do him 
a pleasure. Twice a year Charles was to write to 
me under cover to her, and I was to answer his let- 
ter, and trust to her to get it taken secretly to the 

“ It was not right, my love,” interposed I; ‘‘ he 
should not have done it. I pity him very, very much 
—but, indeed, it was wrong.” 

“It is more my fault than his,” returned Janet, 
blushing with earnestness. ‘‘In the second letter 
that Charles sent me he told me that he felt he had 
done wrong, that his conscience was uneasy on the 
subject, and that, great as was the sacrifice, he must 
give up hearing from me. But [could not bear it; 
so Ï isted in writing to him just the same, and, 
you know, he could not help answering my letters. ”? 

‘© Well, well,” said I, inwardly feeling that in 
poor Charles the boy was truly father to the man, 
and that he had grown up the same impetuous, 
warm-hearted creature, governed by impulse rather 
than principle, that he was at fourteen—‘ well, 
well, Janet, go on with your story.” 

‘ There isnot much more to tell,” she answered, 
amy made me fetch Anna to wish him good- 

79 

Ne Oh!” said I;—** and Anna—is she very fond 
of Charles? Why did he not go to her instead of 
to you?” 

‘* Because,” replied Janet, with a little embar- 
rassment, ‘‘ he knew Anna would never have agreed 
to write to him against papa’s wishes—besides, An- 
na and Charles—I don’t know—they used not to be 
s0 very fond of each other—they used sometimes to 
quarrel. But Anna was very sorry indeed, and 
‘cried a great deal, both that night and the next 
morning. I often thought she was vexed, too, that 
Charles did not go first to her, for she never would 
speak upon the subject at all, but if ever I mentioned 
it, she bade me ‘ Never mind,’ and said, I was too 
young to be able to understand anything about it.” 

“& Does she not know that you write to Charles, 
‘then t’’ asked I, in some surprise. 

‘6Qh, no, no! I dare not tell her; she would 
‘think it wrong, and then she would tell papa di- 
rectly.” 

“t And hasshe heard nothing of her brother, then, 
for four years?” cried I, unable to suppress my 
“wonder. 

‘Yes; she has heard of him now and then, 
through a third person,” answered Janet; ‘‘ Charles 
and his wife settled at Boulogne—they are very, very 

r, and he wanted to Jive as cheaply as possible, 
ut, I believe, he has found the place dearer than 
he expected. Now, we have a friend near Bou- 
logne, with whom Anna corresponds, and this lady 
always writes word how Charles is; from her, too, 
papa and Anna heard of the births of his two chil- 
n. Anna always gives the letters to papa, but 
he never makes any comment upon them.” 

“ And Colonel Harwood has never shown any 
signs of relenting! Four years !—it is a long time 
to be angry with a son.” 

“ Why, I am coming to that,” said Janet ; ‘it 
is the strangest part of all. Anna’s friend, who 
wishes well to Charles, has more than once written 
to say how very poor he is—how much distressed 
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in his circumstances. He has tried to support him- 
self by giving lessons in English, Latin, and draw- 
ing, in which he isa proficient; but he got very 
few pupils, and now he has three persons besides 
himself to maintain, and he grows poorer and poorer. 
At first, he could not bear that Adéle should work 
too, but he has been obliged to give up his objee- 
tion, and she embroiders, and teaches music, but 
still they earn very little.” 

“ Has Adele no relations?” interrupted I. 

“ No, none,” said Janet. ‘* Her family was well- 
nigh extirpated at the time of the revolution. Her 
mother was its only living representative besides 
herself, and she died a year after Adéle’s marriage. 
I believe her fortune, which is very, very small, 
is all they have to live upon except their earnings.” 

“ And his father can bear to know this?” ex- 
claimed I. 


CHAPTER II. 


Janet proceeded with her story—‘‘ The last let- 
ter from Anna’s friend arrived about five weeks ago, 
and gave a most melancholy account of them. They 
had been then several months without any pupils 
at all, and the lady said she believed they would 
come to England to seek employment, if it were 
not that they had been compelled to run in debt at 
Boulogne, and, not being able to pay their debts, of 
course they could not leave the place. Papa gave 
this letter back to Anna, as he had done all the 
others, without saying aword. But two days after- 
wards nurse told me that among the letters sent to 
the post that morning, had been one directed in 
papa’s hand-writing to Mrs. Charles Harwood to 
the care of Madame Viéville, Grande Rue, Bou- 
logne. I was surprised that he wrote to Adéle and 
not to Charles; however I felt very happy, and 
thought it was all going to turn out well at last. l 
thought so still more, when, a fortnight afterwards, 
as we rose to leave the dining-room, papa told us, 
in his shortest manner, that Mrs. Charles Harwood 
and her children were coming to spend the Christ- 
mas with us. I could have jumped for joy, and in 
my ecstasy I could not help saying, ‘Oh! papa,— 
and Charles?’ He knit his brow and said, ‘ Under- 
stand, both of you, that this is a subject on which 
I do not choose to be spoken to. You are to hear 
what I say, and make no answer.’ Of course I 
dared not reply, but still I felt quite confident and 
very happy, till last Thursday, when nurse gave 
me a packet from Charles containing that note for 
you. There was also a Ictter for me, in which he 
told me that papa had written very shortly to Adéle, 
saying that he wished herself and her two children 
to spend the Christmas with him. Poor Charles 
was in ecstasies—he thought this was certainly the 
first step to a reconciliation—he made Adele an- 
swer the cold, brief invitation in the most grateful 
terms, and he himself wrote a long letter fall of 
thanks, expressions of affection and repentance, 
and entreaties for furgiveness. This Jetter was im- 
mediately returned unopened. It was enclosed to 
Adéle, and in the cover were written these few 
lines :— 

s c Madam—lI shall be happy to receive yourself 
and your children as svon after the 17th of Decem- 
ber as you can make it convenient to come to me. 
I return you unread a letter which never should 
have been written, and which never could have 
been sent, had you not made the great mistake of 
supposing that I could not distinguish between the 
misled and the misleader—between mere weakness 
and positive sin. You have never yet had any duty 
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towards me to fulfil, and therefore you have trans- 
gressed none. I remain, madam, your sincere well- 
wisher, Everard Harwoob.’ 
“Oh, what harsh, harsh words!’? cried poor Ja- 
net, interrupted by her own tears. 
After a moment’s pause she resumed her tale,— 
‘*Charles told me that, in spite of these bitter 


words, which have made him very miserable, he can- 


not give up all hope ; he thinks still that papa must 
be intending to relent, and therefore he has decided 
that Adéle and the children shall certainly come. 
He desires mo to tell you the whole history before 

ou read his letter to you, and—but now, dear aunt 
Margaret, please read the letter.” 

I opened the paper, as she desired, and read as 
follows :— 

“ My dear kind aunt Peggy, —” 

“ Poor Charles!” said I, involuntarily stopping 
to wipe my eyes. I began again, — 

“ My dear kind aunt Peggy—For well do I re- 
member your kindness to me when I was a boy, and 
I should indeed be most ungrateful if I could forget 
the thousand and one treats and presents with 
which you used to brighten my school-days. It is 
the recollection of all this which makes me hope to 
find a friend in you now, and if you have not quite 
forgotten the affection which I know you used to 
bear me, (and I think it would be a hard matter for 
you to leave off loving any one,) you will not re- 
fuse to help me now that Janet has told you my sad 
story, and you know how unhappy I am.” 

“ But how, how can I possibly help him?” asked 
I, interrupting myself again. 

“ Read on, and you will see!” cried Janet, 
a face was full of joyful hope. I continued to 
read— 

“ I will not take up your time by defences or 
apologies for my conduct. J was to blame—I was 
wrong—lI don’t seek to deny it, either to myself or 
to others. But I am severely punished, when I 
see the sweetest wife that ever brought happiness 
to a man’s heart and home, and two innocent babes, 
actually suffering from want. Of my own person- 
al affliction from the displeasure of a father whom I 
must ever revere, and, the cessation of intercourse 
with sisters whom I Jove most tenderly, I will say 
little. Perhaps I deserved it. But has not my 
punishment lasted long enought Now, my dear 
aunt Peggy,” (ihe boy must know by instinct how 
that name wins its way to my heart,) ‘ will you 
use your influence in my behalf? My father has 
the highest opinion of you. I have heard him say 
repeatedly that there is no person to whom hs 
would so willingly confide the education of his 
daughters asto yourself. He haslikewise a warm- 
er feeling towards you, remembcring that you were 
the favorite sister of my poor mother. I cannot 
help imagining that he is now just in the state of 
mind only to require to have the matter reasonably 
put before him to induce him to yield. I cannot 
but hope that a few arguinents and a little persua- 
sion from you would win my cause. Will you re- 
fuse to make the attempt! No, I am quite sure 
you will not; and the idea of your consent sends a 
feeling of happiness through my heart, to which it 
has been very long a stranger. God bless you, my 
dear aunt Peggy, and prosper you in the effort which 
I am sure you will make for me. I need not com- 
mend my Adéle to your kindness—you will love 
her the moment you see her. And as to the picca- 
ninnies, I know you love all babies, and I don’t 
think you will like my little son and heir the less 
because he is reckoned the image of his unlucky 
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father. Perhaps you will say I should write ‘ blam- 
able’ for ‘unlucky,’ and perhaps you are right— 
however, amid all my faults and misfortunes, I have 
still pleasure in signing myself, Your affectionate 
and grateful nephew, Crartes Harwoop.”’ 

I put down the letter, and there was Janet’s 
beaming face at my side. She clasped her arms 
about my neck, half-eobbing, and saying, ‘‘ Oh dear 
aunt Margaret, you say yes, don’t you? you will try 
for poor Charles, I’m sure you will.” What could 
I do but kiss her, and promise to do my best? yet 
never did maiden aunt feel more bewildered than I 
did in the new position I had thus involuntarily 
assumed. In the first place, I was a little afraid 
of my brother-in-law at all times; and, in the pres- 
ent instance, I felt by no means sure that he would 
not resent my interference, as quite uncalled for and 
impertinent. But then both Janet and Charles 
seemed so secure of my influence with him; and 
then, thought I, suppose I should succeed, suppose 
I should reconcile son and father, of what happiness 
should I be the cause, and what a delighttul re- 
membrance it would be for me, to the end of my 
life! Owen says, that to appeal to me about my 
usefulness, or my influence with others, is attacking 
me on my weak side. And certainly, when I leave 
a house, I do like to be able to say to myself that I 
have done some good in it. How could there be a 
better opportunity of doing good than this? I am 
getting sanguine, and my hopes outweigh my fears. 

I am the more inclined to be confident because I 
cannot but agree with Charles that the invitation to 
Adéla, cold and ungracious as it is, must be con- 
sidered as a sign that the colonel intends to relent. 
If he has no such intention, why did he not send 
them a remittance, instead of that unaccountable 
invitation? Poor dear Charles! Who could have 
fancied that he remembered me so well and so 
kindly! He was always a favorite of mine, but J 
little thought that the trifling kindnesses of so many 

ears ago would make so deep an impression. 
How he must have suffered! and my sweet little 
Janet, too—what a singular mixture of prudence 
and feeling has she shown for so young a girl! 
The prudence has been taught her by fear, which, 
as I have often observed, will teach a sorrowful 
kind of caution, very painful to witness, even to a 
litle child. But Anna—there is a mystery in her. 
She must have a cold heart, I am afraid; perhaps 
her affections have never been encouraged to ex- 
pand, for I suspect Janet is the favorite both with 
brother and father. As to Colonel Harwood, the 
more I reflect on his character the more hopeful I 
feel, though I was at first so much cast down. Jlis 
temper, though roused to one violent ebullition 
by such defiance of authority, is evidently under 
control, and would certainly never show itself to- 
wards me, of whom he has so high an opinion. 
But I must go to work very carefully, and manage 
to introduce the subject at the right time, and in the 
tight manner. Everything depends upon that. 
Some people in my situation would go blundering 
straightforward to the point they wished to attain, 
and spoil their work by their clumsy method of 
doing it. But I fancy I have rather an aptness for 
the sort of thing, and, with the help of a little wo- 
man’s wit, I do not despair of succeeding. 

I am writing this account of my first day at Dun- 
combe Park, in my bedroom, before going to rest, 
and I have so lost the thread of my story in medi- 
tating on the grand effort which I am to make 
to-morrow, that I had nearly forgotten to say how 
the evening passed off. There is not much to re- 
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cord. Anna joined us at the tea-table, and I tried 
to win my way through her reserve by talking to 
her of the German poets, with whom I supposed 
she was beginning to make acquainiance. But she 
seems more occupied with the grammatical struc- 
ture of the language, than with its literary stores, 
and she has a school-method of classing the ‘‘ stars” 
which somewhat amused me. She puts Schiller 
above Uhland because he is Jess easy to compre- 
hend, while Gothe stands highest of all, not by 
reason of his marvellous genius, but *‘ because he 
is so very difficult.” The exquisite ‘“ Hermann and 
Dorothea,” is however an exception among his 
works, and was contemptuously dismissed with the 
observation, ‘* Oh, that is quite easy; I read that 
when I was only a beginner.” This manner of 
judging was new to me as applied to literature, 
though I have remarked that it is common enough 
with reference to the fine arts; the accomplished 
pianist who utterly despises Mozart, and takes a 
cool superior tone above Beethoven, will speak with 
rapture of Thalberg or Doehler, and with a rever- 
ent awe of Chapin, proportioned to the difficulty 
of unravelling the involved mazes of his time, and 
deciphering the mysterious double sharps and triple 
flats, wherewith he is pleased to diversify the mo- 
notonous simplicity of musical notation. He is a 
litice man doubtless. Who cares for plain C? 
t is a note of no importance or dignity whatever. 
But call it D double flat, and immediately it is 
invested with a character of grandeur and originality 
which it might have sought to attain by any other 
means, in vain. The doctor who tells you to drink 
camomile tea three times a day, has no title to your 
respect-—no claim upon your faith. He might 
have won both if he had but had the sense to call 
for a sheet of paper, and write—Decoctio florar: 
camomil : ter diem. 

After tea, my brother-in-law, who had watched 
my conversation with Anna, with evident satisfac- 
tion, (I kept it up the more diligently because I am 
of course anxious to encourage the hich estimation 
in which I find that he holds me, and because I 
observed that he was pleased to see that Į was like- 
ly to assist his daughters in their studies,) drew his 
chair forward and addressed me in his blandest and 
most cordial manner. ‘‘I like,” said he, * to en- 
courage and keep up all the old-fashioned customs 
connected with this scason of the year. I am no 
enemy to merry-making in proper place and time, 
and among the other innocent amusements with 
which our grandfathers and grandmothers were 
accustomed to while away the long winter evenings, 
I, for one, see no objection to a good game of 
cards.” His voice assumed a tone half inquiring, 
half congratulatory, as he closed his speech, and 
slightly rubbing his hands together, he looked point- 
edly at me, as much as to say, ‘* Here‘s a tolerant, 
benevolent, cheerful, benignant brother-in-law and 
father of a family for you.” The plain English of 
these words and looks of deferential self-approval, 
was, that Colonel Harwood chose, on every win- 
ter’s evening to play whist for two mortal hours, 
and that I was expected to supply the place of the 
Dumbie who ordinarily held the fourth hand in the 
rubber. I positively decent cards, and am generally 
in the habit of making all sorts of mistakes, even in 
the simplest games; this evening, however, in pur- 
suance of my plan of establishing myself in my 
brother-in-law’s good graces, and maintaining him 
in that good opinion of me which he has chosen to 
adopt, I assumed my place at the table very ami- 
ably, and gave my whole attention to the matter in 
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hand. And as, happily for me, I was Janet’s part- 
ner, my want of skill passed unnoticed, for the 
colonel was too well pleased to win, to depreciate 
the abilities of his antagonists, and we parted for 
the night, the best possible friends. And now, 
before l iay my head on my pillow, one more look 
upon those skies of dark, clear frosty blue, on which 
every star stands out like a hewn projection of glit- 
tering diamond. Oh, perpetual reproof of the lit- 
tleness of man! Is it not marvellous that he has 
walked beneath you for five thousand years, and 
has not yet received the placidity of your greatness 
into his soul!, Would it not seem as though one 
glance upon the majesty of the midnight heavens 
were enough so to subdue, calm, and humble the 
spirit of a mortal, that all stnfes, envyings, and 
jealousies, all vanity and all meanness, should de- 
part from it, never to return, giving place to noble 
shame, and assured though reverent hope '~—Surely 
he who should ask his bitterest foe to forgive him, 
amid the silent magnificence of night, could never 
be repulsed!—Poor Charles! My last thought 
before I sleep is of you—my last prayer is for the 
reconciliation of the father and son, and a voice 
Within assures me that it shall not remain unan- 
swercd, 

December 15th.—What a simpleton have I been! 
I contd beat myself for very vexation! My ridicu- 
lous vanity has been at the bottom of it all—I am 
ashamed to look back at the pages of my journal 
and see how I had worked myself up into believing 
that I was appointed to heal the wounds and soothe 
the differences of this family. It is astonishing 
that I could so deceive myself. And now I have 
done harm instead of good; and I wish my tongue 
had been cut out before it exposed itself and me b 
such uncalled for absurdity. Well, it is fit that 
should narrate all the particulars of my unhappy 
failure, as a punishment for the past, and a lesson 
for the future. I found no opportunity in the course 
of the morning for introducing the important sub- 
ject. Thad weighed the matter well in my mind, 
and decided that the presence of my nieces would 
be an obstacle to my success, and that I must choose 
some occasion when F should be alone with their 
father for making the attempt. This view I founded 
upon my supposed comprehension of the colonel’s 
character, and [ plumed myself not a little upon 
the penetration wherewith I imagined that I had 
estimated his various peculiarities, and the skill 
wherewith Į believed myself to be suiting, allowing 
for, and taking advantage of them. Poor, silly aunt 
Peggy! you are fit for nothing but worsted-work, 
letter-writing and small talk! It seems to me, 
now, as thouch Charles and Janet were mad to 
give me such a commission—but theirs are young 
heads—what is to be said of the discretion of their 
mature confidante and agent? 

To proceed, however—] passed the whole day 
in studying to please and oblige my brother-in-law. 
At breakfast he amused himself by giving me, in a 
style at once elevated and colloquial, sublime and 
familiar, a sketch of the habits and pursuits of him- 
self and his household. Had not every tone and 
gesture so completely expressed ‘* this 1s the picture 
of a rational and happy family!’ I believe I should 
have responded to his description by that very 
remark ; but this incessant modest consciousness, 
and candid confession of great merit, effectually 
checks all disposition to admire. I found that he 
considered it part of his duty as a father, to exer- 
cise a certain sort of superintendence over the edu- 
cation of his children; at present he was engaged 
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in reading Italian with Anna, and giving Janet 
lessons in history. After all, he is really a well- 
read and accomplished man, and I have no right 
to ridicule him. His system of historical instruc- 
tion seems to be a particular hobby; all his infor- 
mation is imparted by means of tables which he 
draws up, and which Janet has to study till she is 
thoroughly mistress of the dates and succession of 
incidents for the period under consideration. Jt is 
then her business to compile from books, with which 
he supplies her, an abridged account of all the 
events noted in the table, according to the order of 
their occurrence. The colonel is exactly the kind 
of man to reduce all knowledge to a matter of tables, 
systems, and abridgments. Nothing that exceeds 
the limits of a book of reference appears to him 
worthy of acquisition ; and I could fancy him giving 
a “ Tabular view of the characters in Shakspeare’s 
plays, forming a key to a condensed edition of his 
works, in which all the similies are omitted, and 
every phrase, scene, or allusion, which has no 
direct reference to the evolution of the story, care- 
fully expunged.” In the plenitude of my amiability 
on this unlucky day, I offered him my assistance 
in drawing up the parallel tables of the histories of 
France, England, Spain, and Italy, during the first 
half of the thirteenth century, on which he was then 
employed. He seemed greatly pleased at the idea ; 
and I worked for a couple of hours under his direc- 
tion. When the tea-things were removed in the 
evening, it appeared that poor Anna was suffering 
from so violent a headache, that she was unable to 
take her place at the whist-table, and the colonel, 
with a vivacity that surprised me, proposed that he 
and I should adjourn to his study, and finish the 
business of the morning—a suggestion in which I, 
of course, readily acquiesced. He seemed quite 
eager about it ; it is amusing how rapidly the prim- 
ness and pompousness of a man will evaporate under 
the influence of a real, downright hobby—for all 
men have their hobbies, even the prim and the 
pompous. He lighted a candle himself, and con- 
ducted me to his sanctum, moving, however, with 
the staid dignity which his gout rendered necessary, 
and which, on the present occasion, seemed more 
burthensome to him than usual. We there spent 
half an hour in hunting for authoritics, after which 
we were to return to the drawing-room, to work 
upon the materials we had obtained. But, alas! 
my head was full of poor Charles, and my own 
enterprising determination. Instead of being an 
assistance to him, I was the greatest possible draw- 
back ; I turned over the leaves of a kind of dream, 
gave every date wrong, fitted the personages of one 
country into the history of another, violently com- 
pelling them to assume the costume of a third, and 
winding up my description with an abridged account 
of the arts, manufactures, and literature, of a fourth. 
The colonel is not a bright man, and his confusion 
was boundlees.—‘‘ What is your authority,” asked 
he at last, with much politeness, as he held my 
rough sketch in his hand, ‘* what is your authority 
for attributing the social state of Spain in the thir- 
teenth century, to the effect of the Narai invasion 
in the twelfth? You have mentioned it several 
times, and here, I see, you name ‘ the Conqueror,’ 
but without designating more particularly the lea- 
der of this Norman invasion.” : 

“« You have got the sketch of England,” cried I, 
in some perturbation. ‘‘ No indeed,” he returned, 
showing me the word Spain, in large Jctters, at the 
head of the unlucky sheet. ‘* Will you have the 
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goodness to let me look at the volume from which 
you have drawn up this little account.” 

In a kind of bewilderment, I handed him Adam’s 
Roman Antiquities, which happened to stand next 
Rapin, and he spent at least five minutes in hunting 
through the index with knitted brows, and a face 
of increasing surprise, before it occurred to him to 
look at the title. Then his patience did seem a 
little disturbed, and I even thought I heard him 
mutter to himself the words, ‘* Confound the Ro- 
man Antiquities!’ However, he speedily recov- 
ered his usual courtesy, and proposed that we 
should return to the drawing-room, adding with a 
smile, that he thought I had had work enough for 
one day. He rose as he spoke, and Í felt desperate. 
It is clear, that I could not have chosen a worse 
moment for my experiment than this, but some 
spirit of evil judgment possessed me, and I plunged 
into the dilemma headforemost, without pausing to 
consider. 

* I wished to speak to you, Colonel Harwood,” 
said I, getting extremely hot, and feeling, at the 
instant, as if I were pronouncing my own sentence 
of transportation for life. 

Standing still in his progress towards the door, 
he turned towards me with an air of polite interro- 
gation. He said nothing, and I was compelled to 
proceed, though I felt that it was an abrupt and 
unpromising beginning. 

“I have a great favor to ask—or rather, it is 
not a favor to me, but to your dear girls—your 
dear children I should say, and even to yourself.” 
His brow visibly darkened, but, by this time, I had 
warmed with my subject, and went on fluently. 
‘¢ Ah, my dear brother, it is so grievous that there 
should be a disunion in your family—now at this 
joyful time of year, when, as you say yourself, all 
those who love each other ought to draw the bonds 
of their affection more closely, and feel that the one 
great cause for common thankfulness and common 
humiliation should heal all wounds and reconcile all 
differences: do not be angry with me for imploring 
you to forgive poor Charles, and take your son back 
to your heart again. He is sincerely penitent ; that 
I know—and surely he has suffered long enough, 
and bitterly enough. If his dear mother were alive, 
how earnestly would she join my entreaty; for her 
sake, if for no other reason, grant him your forgive- 
ness, and let us celebrate this Christmas by a happy 
meeting of the whole happy family.” 

While I spoke, the expression of my brother-in 
Jaw’s countenance had changed from boundless 
astonishment to extreme indignation, and it was 
only the strong effort which he made to restrain his 
passion and behave with becoming calmness, which 
prevented him from bursting in upon me, ere I had 
concluded. As it was, he did hear me to the end, 
though I am quite certain, that from the moment in 
which he became aware of the purport of my speech, 
he neither listened nor heeded, but was solely 
employed in subduing his wrath, so as to be able to 
cut the matter short at once with due dignity, but 
at the same time with a proper degree of politeness 
and composure. It was in this spirit that he an- 
swered— 

‘ You must pardon me, my good lady, but this 
interference in family matters is scarcely well judged. 
Į should be very sorry to speak harshly to you, and 
Tam quite sure that you have the best possible - 
intentions. After I have once put it clearly before 
you, that I am the sole judge of my own conduct, 
and that your position as a greatly esteemed sister, 
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does not exactly entitle you to direct or advise me 
in the management of my family, I feel sure that 
vour own good sense will show you that you have 
been in error, and that delicacy and propriety will 
induce you to avoid mentioning the subject to me 
again. Let us therefore forget the last five min- 
utes, and return to our former friendly intercourse 
as if they had not occurred.” 

He thought he had done it to perfection. The 
mixture of authority, gentleness, and resolution, 
could not have been better cuntrived to overwhelm 
me with shame and reduce me to silence. But, as 
he uttered the last gracious words, and was advanc- 
ing with a slight and dignified wave of the hand to 
quit the room, that spiteful little demon who seemed 
ever on the watch to convert his sublimity into 
absurdity, caused him to stumble against a footstool, 
and, in order to save himself from falling, he was 
obliged to sit down with extreme suddenness on a 
chair which happened to stand near. As he did 80, 
however, he maintained an air of unconsciousness, 
though his face flushed a little, and he looked boldly 
at me, as much as to say, ‘“‘ Wil] you presume to 
think for a moment that I did not intend to sit down 
in this chair?” And now, what can I say for 
myself? At my age, under my circumstances, with 
my whole heart full of interest for poor Charles, 
and indignation against his father, was it not inex- 
cusable that I was unable to restrain my sense of 
the ludicrousness of this little incident? [could not 
restrain it, and I laughed aloud, though his eyes 
were full upon me. 
than this. 
from me, saying in a suppressed tone of voice, 
‘¢This levity, madam, is wholly unaccountable, 
unless | am to suppose it a premeditated insult.” 
He struck his hand vehemently and angrily upon 
his writing-desk as he spoke, and the historical 
tables flew upwards with a great flap, and put out 
the candle. The scene was now complete—or 
rather it attained perfection in the next minute, 
when my stately and furious brother-in-law, finding 
himself in the dark, and at an equally great distance 
from the door and the bell, was literally obliged to 
solicit the aid of my arm to return to the drawing- 
room, having twice struck his gouty foot against 
some obnoxious chair or table, in his attempt to 
complete the transit unassisted. ‘‘ Will you have 
the goodness to give me your arm as far as the 
hall?’ said he, in a short, snappish, sulky tone of 
voice, as unlike as possible to his usual dignified 
suavity. I hastened to comply, and happy was it 
for me that he could not see my face, for, as we 
cautiously traversed the study floor, and I felt the 
pressure of his arm upon mine, and knew all the 
while that he was absolutely boiling over with rage 
against me, it was all I could do to keep from 
laughing in his face a second time. Anna’s head- 
ache was a great comfort to us during the awkward 
hour and a half which passed ere we separated for 
the night. It was a sufficient reason for the pro- 
found silence which prevailed. The sufferer Jay on 
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under it. This too was one of the most annoying 
facts of his position to him. Under all cireum- 
stances that had hitherto befallen him, he had pre- 
served his conscious and elaborate dignity unruffled 
—whether he were acting the gracious host, the 
kind father, the stately master, or the severe disci- 
plinarian, he had been decided, self-contemplative, 
and self-satisfied in all. The bursts of passion to 
which he had occasionally given way, had fright- 
ened those with whom he had to deal, and left him 
sole master of the field, with his foes flying on every 
hand. But he now found himself in the situation 
of the Chinese general, (pardon the anachronism !) 
who painted his soldiers’ faces, and made them clat- 
ter shovels and tongs together in order to scare the 
English—the English did not run away, they stood 
still and laughed—and the baffled general, not 
knowing how to make his mode of attack more 
awful, tore his pigtail for very vexation. My poor 
brother-in-law! How guilty I felt as I stole from 
time to time a peep at his flushed and troubled 
countenance, and perceived clearly that he was 
quite incapable of attending to the newspaper which 
he held in his hand, but that his angry and bewil- 
dered mind was employed in recapitulating to itself 
my heinous offences, and musing over the possibil- 
ity of inflicting adequate punishment. I wished 
him good night like a culprit, and from the brusque 
and (to use an unclassical but most expressive 
word) grumpy manner in which he replied, I knew 
that he had not yet recovered”himself. I wonder 


No offence could be greater|on what line of conduct he will determine; I 
Actually pale with passion, he turned | should not be much surprised at receiving notice to 


quit to-morrow morning. And now to bed—but 
scarcely, I am afraid, to sleep. The colonel can- 
not be more prevoked with me than I am with 
myself, and the recollection of Charles and Adéle 
banishes all disposition to slumber, and seems to 
put me into a fever. 


CHAPTER lil. 


Dec. 16th. —The colonel has chosen his line of 
action, and I have discovered it in a manner which 
precludes the possibility of mistake. As I descend- 
ed to breakfast this morning, I heard him talking to’ 
his daughters, and paused for a moment on the 
threshold of the room. ‘* Your aunt Margaret, 
my dears,” said he, in a sustained and complacent 
tone of voice, ‘‘is a very good, but a very weak 
woman. I should wish you to show her every pos- 
sible kindness during the time of her stay with us, 
but at the same time I would have you very 
careful not to suffer her thoughts or sentiments to 
have any influence over your own.” ‘That is 
exactly what I thought of her, papa,’’ responded 
Anna, with alacrity. In I walked, as demure as 
possible, and quite contented to he forgiven, be- 
cause I was counted for a fool. Here is the end 
of all my secret self-congratulations on the high 
place which I held in my brother-in-law’s good 
opinion! I am properly punished for my vanity. 
Ad now we all go on very peacefully, though in a 
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treats me to orations of labored ease, on his ways, 
thoughts, and principles; but bhis is manifestly & 
great restraint to him, and more than once he has 


had the faintest vision of the possibility of such a 
thing ever crossed his mind. And he really was 
quite at a Joss, and did not know how to behave 
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begun involuntarily, and got as far as ‘ My posi- 
tion as father of a family——’’ but here ought to 
come the affable little bow to me, so here he stops, 
clears his throat with an air of vexed recollection 
indescribably comic, glances towards me with a 
half alarmed expression, to see whether I am laugh- 
ing, and suffers the premature speech to die a natu- 
ral death, one scarcely knows how. Anna follows 
his lead very closely, and is as cool and civil as she 
can be. The only difference between them is, that 
she sometimes brings me a difficult passage in her 
German studies, and looks a good deal provoked 
when she finds that I am able to explain it. Sweet 
little Janet continues faithful and fond, and wins 
every day on my affections. I told her simply that 
I had made the effort to soften her father, but had 
completeby failed; and though she cried bitterly, 
she was so grateful to me for my zeal in her broth- 
ec’s cause, that she seems to love me all the better 
for it. If it were not for her, and for my great 
anxiety to see Adéle, who is to arrive the day after 
to-morrow and to discover what the colonel's inten- 
tions are with regard to her, I think I should brin 
my visit to a very speedy conclusion. As it is, | 
shall stay to the end of the month for which I was 
originally invited; but I cannot help thinking that 
I shall not soon receive a second summons to Dun- 
combe Park. 

Dec. 18th.—Adéle is here. She arrived from 
Exeter at about 12 o'clock to-day. 1 scarcel 
know whether I like her or not, and at ieni 
certainly do not understand her. I must begin at 
the beginning, however, and write down all that 
has taken place, and perhaps, in so doing, I may 
attain a-clearer comprehension of my own thoughts 
concerning her. Anna and I were at work in the 
drawing-room when she arrived; a little confusion 
i the hall, and the pleasant sound of a young 
child’s voice, announced her, sorne five minutes be- 
fore she actually made her appearance. I longed 
to run out and bid her welcome; indeed, I was in 
the very act of doing so, but Anna sat perfectly 
still, and I felt as if 1 had no right to be more em- 
pressée than she was. Janet was in the school- 
room taking her French lesson ; so altogether there 
was an awkward, chilly pause, during which I 
looked wistfully at the door, and pitied with all my 
heart the young stranger whose entrance | expected 
every minute, and whose feelings I could well im- 
agine. I consoled myself by remembering that she 
was a Frenchwoman, and therefore was not likely 
to lose cither grace or presence of mind, even under 
these most trying circumstances. I was not mis- 
taken. She entered and received Anna's cold em- 
brace without the slightest appearance of embar- 
rassment, lifting her large, dark, brilliant eyes to her 
face with so fixed and penetrating a gaze, that the 
hostess was abashed rather than the guest. She 
held by the hand her little boy, a lovely child of 
three years old, and the nurse followed with the ba- 
by. I was touched, and even overcome, but so re- 
pelled by the mother’s manner, that I was glad to 
hide my emotion by stooping to caress the little ones. 
Adéle is not regularly handsome, but her eycs are 
magnificent, and when she lifts her full, wan eye- 
lids, the radiance absolutely astonishes you. She 
is small, and very fragile in figure, and her pale 
olive complexion gives the idea of delicate health. 
Her dress, and her whole aspect, had the painful 
air of poor gentility—telling clearly of an effort to 
make the smallest possible expenditure produce the 
best effect. Thus her gown, a common print, such 
98 maid-servants wear, fitted her with the most 
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scrupulous precision, and was made in the last style 
of fashion, her snowy culls and collar were em- 
broidered by her own hands, and her coarse straw 
bonnet was put on with the grace of a true French- 
woman, he fairy proportions of her feet and 
hands, and the quiet elegance of her whole deport- 
ment, might have become a duke’s daughter. She 
said very few words, and her foreign accent was 
markedly perceptible. I could not make out at the 
time, neither can l tell now, whether she felt the 
meeting as she might be expected to feel it; one 
thing is certain, she is either very callous, or very 
accomplished in the art of controlling the emotions. 
Had I been in her place, I am sure that I could not 
have restrained my tears for a moment. 

After the first greetings were exchanged, Adéle 
stooped to untie her little boy’s straw hat. and she 
was thus engaged when the colonel entered the 
room. Now, thought I, comes the great trial ; and, 
fully expecting her composure to give way, I ad- 
vanced sympathizingly to her side, and said in a 
low voice, ‘* Here is Colonel Harwood.” I wanted 
to give her a moment’s preparation for the encoun- 
ter. Her face did flush a little, and she kept her 
eyes resolutely fixed on the ground; but, to my 
surprise, she very quietly finished releasing her hoy 
from the confinement of his hat and large fur tip- 
pet, and then led him forward to his grandfather, 
whose salutation she received quite calmly, but in 
silence, and without raising her eyes for a moment. 
The child looked splendidly handsome ; his cheeks 
glowing with the keen frosty air, and an abundance 
of rich brown curls falling around his bright 
innocent face, and resting on his plump white 
shoulders. Even the colonel seemed to be some- 
what moved at the sight of his grandchildren ; he 
twice cleared his throat, and his usual fluency for- 
sook him. Nothing could be more painful than the 
silence and awkwardness of the whole party, and 
everybody appeared to feel it, except this inexpli- 
cable Adéle, who was quite placid and composed, 
though more silent than all the rest. 

‘¢ What is your name, my fine fellow?” said the 
colonel, drawing his grandson towards him, and 
making a desperate effort to shake off the influence 
of the embarrassed faces around him. The child 
turned with an impulse of timidity to his mother, . 
who put her hands upon his shoulders, and slightly 
naa him towards the questioner, without herself 
speaking. Then the little fellow lifted his cloudless 
blue eyes to Colone! Harwood’s face, and replied 
in that grave, doubtful manner in which a young 
child strives to repeat ete that has been taught 
to it—‘* Everard, grandpapa—your own name ;”’ 
then clinging to Adéle, with a fresh access of shy- 
ness, he added, in a loud whisper, ‘‘ Is that right, 
mamma, is that right?” 

Colonel Harwoud walked abruptly to the win- 
dow, and at this moment Janet entered; Anna 
introduced her to Adéle almost as if she had been 
an ordinary morning visitor, and it was a relief to 
the poor girl’s overcharged feelings to turn to the 
baby, a sweet fair creature of eleven months old, 
which in five minutes she was nursing as though 
she understood the business scientifically, and had 
practised it all her life. Indeed, had it not been for 
the children, Ido not know how we should have 
got through that interminable morning ; the five 
hours which elapsed before we went to dress for 
dinner seemed longer than any hours that I ever 
passed in my life. Knowing, as I did, all the feel- 
ings which ought to have been, which must have 
been, burning with different degrees of intensity 
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into the very heart of every member of the party, 
never did the ordinary etiquette and decorum of 
society appear so misplaced, so utterly senseless, 
so indescribably burdensome. But J certainly was 
‘not the person whose business it was to throw them 
aside, and, much as I longed to clasp my arms 
around Adéle, and tell her how completely she pos- 
sessed my sympathy, and how ready I was to love 
her, a single glance at her cold, inanimate counte- 
nance effectually deterred me from any exhibition 
of the kind, and 1 was as quiet and well-behaved 
asthe rest. Janet had all the natural shyness of a 
very young girl, who, not having sounded the depths 
of her own or of any other heart, scarcely compre- 
hends what she finds there, and fears to express 
any feeling without a certain degree of encourage- 
ment. So we first walked a little in the grounds, 
and looked at the improvements, and admired the 
prospects; and then we talked of the weather, 
which certainly one would have thought was quite 
a safe theme; however, it naturally led to a com- 
parison of the climates of France and England, and 
then we dropped it with one accord as leading us 
dangerously near the subject of Adéle’s former life. 
Indeed, the one thought which must have been 
uppermost in each mind seemed to start up at every 
tura of the conversation, like a ghost, to scare us 
into silence. Scarcely a word was said that my 
busy fancy did not interpret into some possible innu- 
endo, or allusion to things forbidden. It really was 
wretched, and my relief was boundless when the 
first dressing-bell sounded, and the restrained and 
uncongenial party who had been so long keeping 
up the mockery of politeness, had leave to separate. 

As soon as my toilette was completed I went to 
Adéle’s room to offer my assistance to her, thinking 
that her one maid must be sufficiently employed in 
- unpacking the wardrobe and attending to the chil- 
dren. I tapped at the door, and receiving no an- 
swer, opened it to ascertain if the lady had already 
descended. Adêle was lying on the bed, her head 
thrown back, and her eyes closed. She was still 
in her morning dress, and I advanced in some alarm, 
inquiring if she was ill. At the first sound of my 
voice she started up, and her naturally pale cheeks 
were flushed with the deepest crimson as she hurried- 
ly answered that she was a little tired with her jour- 
ney, but quite well, and would dress immediately. 
In another moment she had recovered her calmness, 
and the manner in ‘which she thanked me for my 
offered services, showed so clearly that she would 
rather be left alone, that I had nothing to do but to 
withdraw, which I did immediately, feeling that my 
intended kindness had been repulsed. Yet her 
manner was too gentle to give offence, and I could 
not divest myself of the idea that she was very un- 
happy. Even now I see her face before me, as it 
appeared when I entered the room unawares—the 
expression was that of exhaustion and acute suffer- 
ing. Why does she thus withdraw from my sym- 
pathy? Surely she must see that, among these 
cold hearts, mine, at least, is ready to open to her 
with affection, if she would only let it. But there 
is that about her which effectually checks every 
demonstration on my part, and the more I warm 
towards her, the more resolutely and effectually 
chilling does she become. 

The evening was as comfortless as the morning. 
Conversation was chiefly kept up by the colonel 
and his eldest dauchter; i joined occasionally, 
rather because I felt the awkwardness of being 
ailent than because I had anything to say. Janet 
was quiet and timid, and Adéls maintained the 
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composure and reserve of her manner unaltered, 
scarcely lifting her eyes for a moment, and acqui- 
escing in everything that was said, in as few words 
as possible. Sometimes I think she is excessively 
afraid of the colonel, which is not wonderful, con- 
sidering their relative positions. Sometimes Í think 
she is really and truly very dull, and has no opin- 
ion of her own about anything. Indeed, this Jatter 
supposition appears highly probable, from her total 
absence of interest in every subject that was dis- 
cussed. : Whether Anna spoke to her about the 
shortness of the days at this season of the year, or 
about the beauty and intelligence of little Everard, 
there was the same unmoved, unbrightening coun- 
tenance, and the same unmeaning and polite affirm- 
ative. She has none of the volubility said to be so 
characteristic of her countrywomen, and I do not 
think she could bring herself to utter more than ten 
words in succession. Yet this is not from any dif- 
ficulty of expressing herself in English, which she 
speaks with perfect ease, though, as I before ob- 
served, with the accent of a foreigner. The colonel 
is evidently observing her closely and forming his 
estimate of her character. I wonder whether he 
finds, or fancies that he finds, the problem easier to 
solve than Ido. After tea, music was proposed 
by way of varying the entertainment of the evening ; 
Anna and Janet played some duets very nicely, and 
Adéle performed a fantasia by Doehler with won- 
derful precision and brilliancy. The colonel, who 
has some taste for music, kindled into admiration, 
and pressed her to sing, which at first she very de- 
cidedly declined. When he reiterated the entreaty, 
however, appearing to imagine her refusal a piece 
of conventional young ladyism, she hesitated, col- 
ored, and finally moved to the piano, with the air 
of a victim, struck a few chords, and began Beetho- 
ven’s exquisite ‘ Kennst du das Land;’’ but her 
voice was hoarse and feeble, and scarcely carried 
her through the first page ; when she attempted the 
accelerated time of the second, it failed her com- 
pletely, she broke down in trying to reach the 
higher notes, and rose in some perturbation ere 
she had finished the verse, professing her total 
incapacity to continue. We were of course very 
civil in our regrets, but her want of power was so 
manifest, and her vexation at it so irrepressible, 
that the matter was immediately dropped. 

Dec. 22nd.—The same state of affairs continues. 
I do not think that a single member of our party is 
more intimate with Adéle now, than when she ar- 
rived on the 18th; yet I have done my utmost to 
penetrate her reserve, and so has Janet, in her own 
innocent manner. Every morning directly after 
breakfast Adéle retires to her apartment for two 
hours, ‘‘ in order,” she says, ‘* to carry on the ed- 
ucation of her little boy.” Of this the colonel 
highly approves, though, if the urchin, who is only 
three years old, were really pursuing his studies 
at the rate of two hours a day, I should consider it 
one of the most shocking evidences of the march of 
intellect that has ever come under my notice. Ido 
not believe a word of it, however, and think it is 
only a pretext to obtain a short time of freedom 
during the day. At about twelve o’clock the lad 
appears, and stitches diligently at her wors 
work till luncheon; I have watched her, and I do 
not think she once lifts her eyes from the canvass. 
Such excessive industry is in itself a bar to conver- 
sation, and ours accordingly flags; five minutes 
being the average interval that elapses between the 
remarks that we respectively contrive to originate. 
After luncheon the carriage is ordered for a drive ; 
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Adele and Anna invarjably form two of the party, 
and I am sometimes a third, but more frequently 
the colonel drives out with them, and I take a long 
country ramble with Janet, which I thoroughly en- 
joy. I pity Adéle for these drives; if she has any 
feeling beneath that frigid exterior, how intolerable 
must they be! And so passes the day; the even- 
ing being generally occupied by music or cards, for 
the colonel has descended to vingt-un and specula- 
tien, now that we are too numerous for his rubber. 
And all the day through Adéle is quiet, cold, and 
complying as at first. The only symptom which 
she gives of having ‘‘that within that passeth 
show,” is an occasional low, long sigh, so sup- 
pressed indeed, that you would not notice it unless 
you were close to her, but indescribably painful 
to hear, because it seems to come from an over- 
charged and worn-out heart. 
Later on the same day—The colonel has done me 
the konor to impart to me his opinion of his daugh- 
ter-in-law. He thinks her a very sensible, well- 
behaved young person, fully conscious of her own 
position, and very grateful for, what he is pleased 
to denominate, the kindness which she has received. 
He thinks, too, that she appears to a most 
docile and gentle disposition, and he added that he 
had no doubt that the purpose for which he had 
invited her here would be completely answered. I 
looked as I felt—curious ; but he did not deign to 
enlighten me, and left me with a slight bow and a 
benignaat smile. There is profound peace between 
the colonel and me at present. I think, however, 
that we owe it rather to the deep interest which we 
have both been taking in our new inmate, and which 
has absorbed all minor feelings, than to any more 
congenial dispositions in ourselves. Whatever the 
cause be, the result is that the colonel is himself 
again, and to-day at dinner he treated us to one of 
his best-turned periods on the subject of domestic 
life, illustrating his theory of perfection by a modest 
appeal to the practice of himself and his daughters. 
Warming with the theme as he went on, and think- 
ing only of his daughters, he said: ‘I have always 
reflected that, in the intercourse between parents 
and children, the utmost possible independence 
should be allowed on the one hand, the utmost pos- 
sible deference maintained on the other. I have 
endeavored, to the extent of my ability, to carry out 
this principle, and I flatter myself, Miss Forde, (he 
was in full swing now,) that it would be difficult to 
find three persons more thoroughly happy in each 
other’s affection than myself aiid my giris.” Self- 
deceived as he was, and strange as it seemed that 
he should really be able to reconcile to his own 
practice a theory such as that which he had just 
enunciated, he was positively amiable at this mo- 
ment. There was such genuine affection in the 
glance with which he regarded Anna and Janet, 
that one felt dispused to overlook the little strain of 
triumph in which he was indulging, and to forget 
that, in applying his principle, his mental vision 
was affected with an unconquerable squint, so that 
while he thought he was looking at the ‘‘ utmost 
ible independence allowed by himself,” he was 
1n reality only seeing the ‘‘ utmost possible defer- 
ence,” which no one could deny that he exacted 
from his daughters. But I had scarcely time to 
observe him, for my attention was riveted to Adéle’s 
face of irrepressible wonder. When he commenced 
his allusions to domestic felicity, she bad stooped a 
little more forward than usual, and appeared in- 
tensely interested in dissecting the chicken-wing 
which lay oe her plate. As he proceeded, she lifted 
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up her splendid dark eyes—I declare it is the only 
time 1 have fairly seen them since she entered the 
house, and literally stared at him, with an expression 
of inquiring amazement, as though she thought he 
were a singular sort of phenomenon which it was 
really worth while to investigate. Then she colored 
violently, cast down her eyes again, struggled to 
resume her usual manner, but as he concluded, 
answered him, as if she could not help it, in a low 
and bitter voice, ‘‘ You are very sarcastic.” 

The colonel turned towards her in unfeigned sur- 
prise, but she stopped the inquiry which was on 
his lips, by saying hurriedly, ‘ I beg your pardon 
for my bad English, I meant very successful.”’ 

‘* Yes,” replied he, with an air half puzzled, 
half uneasy, ‘* I believe I may flatter myself that I 
have had some success.”’ 

There was an awkward kind of pause, during 
which the blush which had overspread Adéle’s 
features seemed rather to deepen than to diminish, 
and it was a relief to us all when Anna gave the 
signal for withdrawal. Adéle, as we passed through 
the hall, said something confusedly about having a 
bad headache, and ran up stairs to her own room, 
from which she did not emerge till we were assem- 
bled at tea. It had seemed to me that she ran away 
because she was unable to restrain her tears, and 
my Opinion was now confirmed by the sight of her 
flushed cheeks and red eyes. I do not understand 
her, though it is plain that she feels a great deal 
more than she chooses to exhibit. If she would 
but Jet me comfort her ! 

Dec. 27th.—It is long since I have opened my 
journal, for the events of the last few days have 
absorbed me so completely, that J have found neither 
time nor inclination for writing them down. -I must 
now, however, attempt to narrate them in due order. 

During the first four days of Adéle’s sojourn 
amongst us, it was evident to all that little Everard 
was making rapid progress in his grandfather's 
affections. There are few hearts that can resist the 
fascinations of a child at that most charming of all 
ages, (just three years,) and the mixture of perfect 
unconscionsness with perfect confidence is as amus- 
ing as it is irresistible. Whether from previous 
instruction or from natural inclination, the little fel- 
low took a decided fancy to his grandpapa, and used 
to climb the colonel’s knee and pull away his news- 
paper with an audacity which made his aunt Anna’s 
hair stand on end, but which generally obtained a 
caress rather than a reproof. Adéle watched the 
progress of affairs quietly, but with manifest satis- 
faction ; I too had begun to grow sanguine, though 
an idea which sometimes crossed my mind, that the 
colonel intended to disinherit his son in favor of his 
grandson, prevented me from indulging hope with 
any degree of confidence. Thus did matters stand, 
when, on the fifth day, Colonel Harwood stopped 
us as we were leaving the dining-room, (this seems 
to be his chosen time for family scenes,) and ex- 
pressed a wish to speak with Adéle. All the poor 
young aoe assumed calmness forsook her in an 
instant. She became as white as the dress she 
wore, trembled, and grasped my arın for support, 
with a most appealing glance that seerned to express 
her confidence in my sympathy, and to implore me 
not to leave her. The colonel perceived her trepi- 
dation, and apparently not sorry to have a female 
auxiliary at hand in case of hysterics, for which he 
entertains a peculiar horror, (at least, thus I inter- 
pret his conduct,) requested me also to remain, with 
his blandest smile. ‘The door closed behind Anna 
and Janet, and we were left alone. Adéle sat 
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down, breathing quickly, and struggling for com- 
posure. The colonel stood before her, cleared his 
throat slightly, and after a moment’s pause, thus 
addressed her. 

‘s You can hardly have supposed, Mrs. Harwood, 
that I had not some ulterior motive in inviting you 
to my house. Pray do not be distressed. I entreat 
you not to agitate yourself,’ (how coolly, when 
your very heart is bursting, do friends entreat you 
‘not to be agitated,” as if it were a matter of 
choice, and you were doing it on purpose because 
you liked it!) “I wish now,’’ proceeded the 
speaker, ‘‘ to explain to you as briefly and as kindly 
as possible, what are my present intentions, and I 
shall then hope for your answer, though I would 
by no means hurry you to a decision.”’ 

He paused, and Adéle bowed her head in reply. 
Her cheeks were glowing, her eyes sparkling, her 
whole countenance joyful with the radiancy of hope, 
but she really did not seem capable of articulating. 
[ thought her absolutely lovely at that moment. 

Colonel Harwood continued ; ‘‘ 1 intend to make 
Everard my heir; the boy has every promise of 
talent, and an excellent disposition. It is natural 
that, entertaining these intentions towards him, I 
should wish to have him under my own eye, as 
much to afford him those advantages which are 
suitable to his prospects, as to remove him from 
those influences which I should consider injurious 
to his character while it is in process of formation. 
I therefure propose to receive him as a member of 
my family, to be treated in all respects as if he were 
my own son. But I have more to say to you. 
During the last four days, I have had sume oppor- 
tunities of becoming acquainted with you, and I 
can assure you that they have afforded me unmixed 
gratification. The deterence of your manner to- 
wards myself proves abundantly that you feel and 
regret the offence committed against me by another. 
I wish, as I said to you in my note, to distinguish 
—I should be sorry to involve innocent and guilty 
in the same condemnation—in short, while there 
are offences which I feel that I can never pardon, 
there are errors towards which I would fain be 
indulgent. I feel that a permanent separation be- 
tween yourself and your child would bea great 
drawback to my present scheme, and I consider you 
in all respects a fit companion of my daughters. 1 
should therefore wish yourself, and both your chil- 
dren, to become inmates of my household, and I 
need scarcely say that I am ready to take upon 
myself the whole expense of your maintenance, and 
of the education of the little ones. And although 
I stipulate that all intercourse with my—that is, 
with their father should cease, I am quite ready to 
allow of an interchange of letters at stated periods. 
It may be as well, perhaps, to point out to you, in 
conclusion, the advantage which will accrue to that 
person, by the proposed arrangement; he will be 
relieved from much expense and great anxiety— 
inoreover, I would pledge myself, under such cir- 
cumstances, that his interest should be properly 
eared for.” 

He ceased. Adéle had listened to him in speéch- 
less and wondering attention, as though she scarcely 
trusted her ears, or comprehended what she heard. 
Twice or thrice she passed her hands over her eyes 
and forehead with an impatient movement, as though 
she would fain get rid of some oppressive weight 
or film which impeded her perceptions. As he 
concluded, however, she started from her seat, 
clasped her hands together, and exclaimed, with a 
vehemence of agitation which defied all restraint, 
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‘t Good God, is it possible’ What have I been his- 
tening to? My own Charles—my beloved, injured, 
suffering husband—is there, can there be, such a 
cold, hard heart in the world as to ask me to leave 
him? I could not have believed it. And you are 
a father! Ob, you unhappy man, you who have 
never known, who have never felt, who cannot even 
understand, what a true, deep, fond affection is, 
how it brings happiness in misery, and strength in 
weakness, learn that I would rather live in the ex- 
tremity of want, that I would work, starve, die, 
sooner than deprive myself and my children of the 
delight of their father’s presence, or take from him 
the comfort of our society. Learn that no tempta- 
tion should induce me—no, none—to give my little 
ones such an example as yours, instead of such an 
example as his. Yeah that I hold the poorest 
beggar who loves his children, and who does his 
duty by them, for a better and a happier man than 
you are. And is it possible to have such a cold 
heart? Separate wife and husband, father and 
children—I would sooner send my son to a charity- 
school, I would sooner take him to a workhouse, 
than give him to be chilled and hardened by you. 
And all these four years that we have been so mis- 
erable, that we have lived in actual want; that our 
days have been days of labor, and our evenings 
evenings of weariness, and our nights have too 
often passed in the sleepless woe of these who knew 
not how to provide for the morrow ; when each has 
lain through the long sad hours scarcely daring to 
breathe for fear of disturbing the other, and day- 
light has come and shown that both were still wak- 
ing ; even that very anxiety has been our happiness, 
while it has deepened our misery, because i rose 
out of the depth of our love. My own dear Charles! 
and through all these long melancholy years he has 
endured in patience, and not once, never once has 
breathed one syllable of complaint against his fa- 
ther. His reverence and his affection have never 
failed him for a moment—if he grieved, it was for 
your displeasure, not for his own suffering ; he has 
hoped, longed, lived upon the idea ef your forgive- 
ness, he has taught his boy to love your name, and 
tried to teach the same lesson to his wife; he has 
condemned himself, but never you, and forgotten 
all your harshness to think of your old kindness, 
which must have been fancy, and your former affee- 
tion, which could be nothing but a dream. And he 
sent me here in hope, and urged and entreated that 
I would suppress my indignation, and forget his 
wrongs, and wait patiently ; and for his sake I have 
borne it, for the love of him was able to subdue the 
feelings which had arisen out of itself; but I have 
scarcely been able to bear it—and he is hoping still 
—waiting for the happy news—and żhis is what I 
have to tell him. Tuis! God forgive you, and God 
comfort him !”’ 

She had poured forth these burning words with 
an impetuosity which precluded the possibility of 
interruption, and she now stopped because utterance 
failed her, and burying her face in her hands, gave 
way to an agony of tears. Colonel Harwood stood 
absolutely silent ; the voice of truth and nature was 
too strong for the man of conventional principles, 
who had built up in himself a fabric of imaginary 
virtues, and gazed upon it and exhibited it, till beth 
ho and others had forgotten that these very founda- 
tions were rotten, and that a breath would blow it 
away. It seemed as though the lie of his whole 
life stared him in the face for the first time, and he 
was struck dumb by the vision. 

Adèle now struggled to compose herself, and 
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grasping my hand, continued to speak, though in an 
interrupted and faltering voice. ‘‘ Dear, dear aunt 
Peggy, forgive me—how I have repulsed your 
kindness, and put away your sympathy! Indeed, 
indeed, I could not help it. And my sweet Janet 
too, what must she think of me? But I had been 
schooled into calmness and moulded into submis- 
sion; I had promised him that nothing should 
induce me to show what I really felt, and the only 
means of doing this was never to give way fora 
moment. I dared not even meet the kind eyes that 
I knew were looking upon me, or it would have 
been all over with my self-command. Four 
wretched, wretched days! and how have they 
ended! But I will go—this very night—I will not 
sleep under the roof again—I will go back to him, 
to my deceived, hoping, desolate husband, and 
bring him, at least, the comfort of one loving heart 
that could never turn from him. But ah! how 
shall I tell him—how can I crush his hopes? Xt 
will kill him, I know it will! And it is his own 
father !” | 
She turned away as she pronounced the last agi 
tated words, and was hurrying from the room. So 
excited was she, that I believe she would have been 
out of the house in another half-hour, children, 
trunks, and all, on the road back to her darling hus- 
band, Her hand was on the lock of the door, but 
Colonel Harwood called her back. ‘* Adéle,’’ said 
he, in a low, strange, disturbed tone of voice, ‘* do 
not go. Come here—I did not know that Charles, 
that my son—’’ He stopped speaking. Adéle was 
#0 absorbed in her indignation that she scarcely lis- 
tened ar comprehended, but I seized her hand, and 
vielding to the impulse of the moment, exclaimed, 
** Go back, go back—he is going to forgive him.” 
She gazed first in my face, then in the colonel’s, 
witha wild look of amazement ; then forgetting her 
anger in an instant, in the return of hope for Charles, 
she darted back, threw herself on her knees, and 
covered Colonel Harwood’s hands with tears and 
kisses. I was not mistaken. In the bottom of 
every man’s heart there is, there must be, a stream 
of true natural feeling ; the difficulty is to penetrate 
deep enough to find it. Often, as in the present 
case, the rock must be stricken ere the waters will 
flow ; and, certainly, it must be confessed that the 
atroke had been no light one. The idea of his son, 
suffering, repentant, but still loving and revering 
the father from whose displeasure his misfortunes 
proceeded, had unclosed the gates of the old man’s 
heart. It had taken him by surprise. All this 
time he had looked upon Charles as a disobedient 
and rebellious child ; upon himself as a justly severe 
and injured parent. ‘The tables were turned, and 
he found hitnself the hard-hearted oppressor of one 
who had never ceased to deplore a fault for which 
he had already been bitterly punished. A thousand 
softening recollections had been called up by Adéle’s 
vehement words—in short, he had been taken by 
storm, and was compelled to surrender at discretion. 
But the revulsion of feeling was too much for the 
young wife; she fainted, and was carried to her 
room, but not before she had mustered self-com- 
mand enough to tell me to write to Charles, and to 
give me his address, which, somewhat to my sur- 
rise, was in Exeter. He had accompanied her to 
Gngland, and was holding himself in readiness for 
the summons which he could not help hoping to 
receive, and which, I write it with joy, he received 
that very evening. 
He arrived by daybreak the following morning. 
His father received him alone, and what passed 
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between them, I know not; but the reconciliation 
was evidently complete. The young man’s joy 
was absolutely rapturous—he could not contain 
himself. He folded his sisters in the closest em- 
brace, kissed his aunt Peggy a dozen times in a 
minute, tossed up his boy, and flew at his baby, till 
even the pale Adêle lifted herself from the sofa 
where she lay, exhausted both in mind and body, to 
implore him to ‘‘ take care of the children.”? And 
then, sobered in a moment, he stole to her side, and 
wound his arm around her, looking at her with an 
expression in which the love of years was concen- 
trated, and calling her ‘‘ his own sweet wife, to 
whom he owed it all.” I was surprised to see how 
completely all Colonel Harwood’s absurdities van- 
ished beneath the refining and elevating touch of 
nature. He now was what he had before professed 
himself, a father in the highest sense of the word, 
and the deep and affectionate respect with which 
Charles evidently regarded him, did not seem mis- 
placed or exaggerated. When we separated on 
that happy Christmas nicht, the expressive manner 
in which he uttered the few simple words, ‘‘ God 
bless you, my son,” went to the hearts of all; and 
Charles himself involuntarily dropped on his knees, 
and kissed his father’s hand, while his eyes over- 
flowed with tears. 

I felt that the sincere repentance, and open 
acknowledgment of error, visible in my nephew’s 
whole deportment, effectually connected the view 
of the case which Adéle’s excited feelings and pas- 
sionate love for her husband had given, and made 
the moral of the story as true as the end of it was 
beautiful. No one who saw or heard Charles could 
forget that he felt that he had offended deeply, and 
suffered justly, and the gratitude with which he 
received his father’s forgiveness, showed clearly 
that he did not think that four years of poverty and 
unhappiness had been too hard a punishment for his 
disobedience. What a joyful fortnight was that 
which followed! Even Anna warmed into amia- 
bility—and, as to the colonel, I actually learned to 
love him, and to consider those foibles, which I had 
before found so annoying, as the most innocent 
peculiarities in the world. 

And how did I feel as I drove away from Dun- 
combe Park, when my visit was concluded, and 1 
recalled that sentiment which I had inscribed in my 
journal, namely, that I never liked to leave a house 
without being able to reflect that I had done some 
good in it? What good had I done here? Little 
enough—but I had received much. The reconcili- 
ation of father and son had indeed been effected, 
but not by any of my judicious contrivances and 
ingenious manwuvres—it had been the straightfor- 
ward work of genuine feeling, without any con- 
trivance at all. And though I cannot but feel a 
little humbled when I recollect my anticipations of 
success, I have received a useful lesson, and one 
which in nowise diminishes my exceeding happi- 
ness in the result. Colonel Harwood and I parted 
excellent friends, and I am engaged to spend 
another month with them in the autumn of next 
o to celebrate my favorite Janet’s seventeentb 

irthday. To this visit I look forward with great 
interest. I am very curious to sce how those vari- 
ous characters will assimilate, after the tensión of 
feeling consequent upon the reconciljation has sub- 
sided sufficiently to allow their respective peculiari- 
ties to resume their usual prominence. 1 want to 
study Anna, who is still a mystery to me, to prose- 
cute my intimacy with the interesting Adêle, to 
become as great a favorite with the baby as I 
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already am with little Everard, to enjoy the society | I must close my description of my first visit to 
of Charles and Janet, who both love me, and | Duncombe Park, by heartily wishing a happy new 
towards both of whom I feel more as a mother than | year to all its inmates—and I shall be at least as 
as an aunt, and to do my best to regain the ground | much disappointed as grieved, if the wish does not 
which I have lost in my brother-in-law's estimation. | attain fulfilment. 


ITALY. 


Iray has become a standing subject in the news- 
papers, and the interest in her position by no means 
diminishes. Austria seems to have reoccupied 
Ferrara; an act of hostility for which the pretext 
dees not yet appear. 

In the provinces of Naples there are immense 
military expeditions, professedly directed to quell 
banditti. It is reported that the excesses of the 
banditti have nothing to do with politics ; but it is 
incredible that whole armies should be directed 
against mere thieves. T'he military movement is 
conjecturally explained by two suppositions—that 
the pretended robbers are really rebels; or that the 
banditti are a pretext for advancing troops to the 
Roman frontier in secret concert with Austria. 
‘Chere may be truth in both suppositions. In the 
capital of Naples, the educated classes show an 
unmistakable disposition to sympathize with the 
cause of national freedom. 

Meanwhile, the pontiff is strengthening his gov- 
ernment by secularizing many of the officers ; he is 
replacing old effete intriguers by honest and vigor- 
ous men; and he has with him the very hearts of 
the people. 

e observe that in Switzerland, as it is stated, 
Lord Palmerston has sent a verbal message to the 
resident, through the British representative, Mr. 
Peel, promising to respect the independence of the 
Swiss, and recognizing their right to modify their 
federal relations. But the terms are equivocal, and 
the actual note addressed to Mr. Peel has not been 
published. 

It is to be presumed that, a fortiori, Lord Pal- 
merston must be prepared to make a similar decla- 
ration to the Italian powers. The case of the Italian 
states is very different from that of Switzerland, and 
much more deserving of such support. There is no 
question of violating established sovereign rights— 
of deposing sovereign authority : no one state pre- 
tends to dictate to the rest. It would be a great 
mistake to suppose that Italy presents an example 
of mere revolt; nothing can be more opposite. It 
is rather that she has regained her ancient strength, 
her ancient self-reliance, and knows that she has 
done so. She, once the mistress of the world, is 
about to put in her claim to take her place among 
the nations. It will probably be a consequence that 
she will shake off any alien rulers who may refuse 
to become thoroughly Italian, and continue to en- 
force their hold on Italian territory by an oppressive 
grasp; but that is not the object ‘of the present 
movement in Italy: the object is, gradually to set 
free the intellect and independent powers of the 
people, and to endow them with institutions such as 
they have known before—institutions suited to a 
great people. 

A suggestion often made has been revived by an 
intelligent writer in the Times, who lives at Rome 
—that the British government should give an inval- 
uable moral support to the noble efforts of the 
Italian patriots, simply by sending a representative 
to Rome. Even if he went without a forma) diplo- 
matic style and title, but were deputed notoriously 
‘< for a purpose,” this writer, ‘‘Angle-Romanus,”’ 


thinks that the effect would be attained. —Spectator, 
21 Aug. 


Austria has strengthened her grasp on the Ro- 
man territory ; instead of merely throwing a garrison 
into Ferrara—which she had under certain treaty 
stipulations a right to do—she has taken military 
possession of the whole city. Although on a gen- 
eral view the object of Austria is quite plain, her 
immediate object and specific pretext do not yet ap- 
pear. Some impute the demonstration to the dotage 
of Metternich; others to distraction of councils 
among the local authorities in the absence of suffi 
cient instructions from Vienna. The advance looks 
at least premature. It is probable that Austria may 
know that an explosion is imminent in her own ter- 
ritory, and that the demonstration ostensibly directed 
against Rome may really be meant to overawe Mi- 
lan. But if so, there is the indiseretion as well as 
the foresight of fear in the sally. Austria has yet 
no sufficient reason to allege for her violation of 
Italian territory ; for her allies in Rome and Bologna 
failed to get up a pretext. The aggression has 
only served to call out remonstrances from Rome, 
the most multitudinous offers of volunteer service 
from the young men of the Eternal City, and the 
sympathy of foreign powers. It is even said that 

rench and English flects have been ordered to 
move up the Gulf of Venice. Events have hap- 
pened that were more improbable and more untow- 
ard than that would be. 

If obscure signs in the London press may be 
trusted, our government is on the right course, and 
England will not fail in her duty to Italy. 

A well-written letter to the Times calls to mind 
technical difficulties to a direct diplomatic inter- 
course between the courts of London and Rome. 
Up to this hour, says *“ Ignotus,” the legitimate 
title of the British sovereign to the throne is un- 
recognized by Rome ; sentences of excommunication 
and deposition put forth by the predecessors of Pius 
the Ninth against the Queen of England and all her 
adherents are unrevoked; and these include the 
ball ‘* in cena Domini,” renewing every year anath- 
emas of excommunication against the British sov- 
ereign, clergy, nobles, and people, for disobedience 
to the pontiff. It is suggested that Pius should re- 
voke these obsolete acts. But, however reasonable 
such a step would be, there are obvious difficulues. 
It is hardly for Pius to go prying into the misdeeds 
of his predecessors, which have not been formally 
and specially brought before him. As compared 
with England, he is much the weaker party ; and 
if he were to make the first advance proprio motu, 
and to take nothing by his motion, he would be left 
most awkwardly in the lurch. England can better 
afford to make the first advance; which might be 
done quite easily and decorously. A confidential 
messenger could be sent to Rome, with the powers 
but not the formal style of an envoy, to negotiate 
the renewal of diplomatic relations ; offering an al- 
liance, if the pope himself would remove those ob- 
stacles of which England has a right to complain. 
Such a mission would answer every purpose with- 
out in any way committing Englaud.— Spectator, 
28 Aug. 


FREANCE-——ROYAL ABDICATIONS. 


FRANCE. 


Tre French Chamber of Peers has been convoked 
by King Louis Philippe to try a peer for murder ; 
but the prisoner has escaped from gaol and judge, 
by committing suicide. 

Never perhaps did any atrocious crime excite 
more indignation than the butchery of the Duchess 
de Choiseul-Praslin. From the first, the wishes of 
the public anticipated the issue of the trial ; and the 
execution of the suspected husband was demanded 
with such bitterness as amounted to intimidation of 
the judges. The government and the Court of 
Peers were threatened with the consequences of 
acquitting the accused. The public had altogether 
prejudged all the parties concerned. The injured 
duchess was worshipped as a faultless woman. The 
duke would be called a demon, but that it suffices 
the popular wrath to remember that he was a peer ; 
his guilt was settled without extenuation of any 
sort. A governess, whom he is suspected to have 
admired too ardently, is adjudged to have been an 
accomplice. It is not, indeed, established on any 
known evidence that the duchess’ jealousy of this 
person was well founded; that the dependent felt 
more than a reasonable attachment to her pupils and 
their father; or that the duke may not have had 
some provocation in the high-toned upbraidings 
which he is suppnsed to have received from his 
wife. The public has settled, without the trial, 
_ that she was spotless, the governess sinful, and the 
duke without a redeeming motive. His escape, 
though by a mortal and torturing way, is the signal 
for a shout of anger so bitter that it takes the shape 
of scornful jests. Itis all but openly asserted that 
the government, by leave or wish of the king, must 
have permitted the police to supply the duke with 
puison, in order to spare shame to him who was 
their companion, and to save the institution of the 
peerage from the disgrace which the trial wouid 
have entailed upon it—such a trial at such a time! 
If these suspicions are correct, the indulgence 
extended to the duke is not more revolting to the 
notions of morality on this side of the channel than 
it was impolitic on the French side. 

The manifest and general sense of contempt and 
hatred for those hich in station or office has been 
only aggravated, not caused, by this incident. 
Already the charges of official corruption had pro- 
voked such a fecling that the sight of a minister in 
the streets raises a shout of * Au voleur!” That 
this feeling, however, has now been worked up to 
a most dangerous pitch, is a fact corroborated by 
the demeanor of the royal family and the upper 
classes. ‘Ihe private murder is regarded as a 
public calamity, which must have ulterior conse- 
quences. Poor Queen Amélie, always so anxious 
for her husband, has fainted several times. The 
duke now accused of wife-killing was a friend and 
frequent companion of the Duke de Nemours; an 
awkward intimacy,.and one which would make the 
suspected connivance at suicide only the more 
impolitic. 

ut the French government seem to have been 
exasperated by their reverses and difficulties to a 
pitch of desperation beyond all thought for policy. 
While this ferment goes on, the officials wage open 
war with the press. Seven journals have been 
seized ; onc for a licentiousness in a story—though 
the license, it is said, was not greater than has often 
passed ; others for sneering at the demoralization 
of the privileged classes, for significant but general- 
izing exhortations on honesty, or for copying such 
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remarks from other journals ; and some for antici- 
pating the stages of these strange proceedings with 
too much probability. A more uneasy and danger- 
ous state of feeling has not existed in France since 
July, 1830.—Spectator, 23 August. 


ROYAL ABDICATIONS. 


We hear on all sides of monarchs disgusted with 
the exercise of sovereignty. King Leopold of Bel- 
gium, one of the shrewdest and ablest of men, who 
has managed his most uncasy people with a success 
that few could have rivalled, is said to be at last 
weary of their exigencies. He has just given them 
a liberal or ultra-liberal ministry, but seeming to 
think they were foolish to insist upon such things. 
His majesty has yielded to his people’s wishes, but 
not without a feeling of impatience and disgust, 
natural enough to sovereigns’ put out of their way. 

There is a story of the Prince of Orange medi- 
tating an abdication of his rights as heir-apparent, 
and for the most singular of all reasons that ever 
entered into the head of prince—viz., to spite his 
wife, and prevent her ever becoming queen. The 
story is scarcely credible, though the mutual piques 
of the spouses 1s but too true. 

Then we have the Emperor of Russia, whom re- 
port declares to be sick of reigning, and only anx- 
ious for Italy, and the dolce far niente of private life. 
When he sent so much gold to purchase funds in 
France and England, it was said to be for the pro- 
fessed purpose of having the exchanges and the 
credit of the two countries in his imperial power. 
It is now said that all this gold is merely to avoid 
the old mistake of Charles the Fifth, who left him- 
self at St. Just at the mercy of his son and suc- 
céssor, and was left penniless and provisionless by 
him. 

As the czar sighs for the south, Isabella of Spain 
sighs for the north. She is weary of that contin- 
ual intermeddling of public interest with her private 
happiness. The geniusof politics, Louis Philippe, 
began by sacrificing her to a Cretin husband, and 
the same genius now excites this same husband to 
render his wife as uncomfortable as possible ; s0 
that the girl-queen is driven to say—‘* Take my 
throne if you desire it, but leave me at peace.” 

The pope is at times in similar doubts as to the 
happiness of wearing a crown. His, to be sure, is 
a triple one, and proportionately heavy. Poor Pius! 
his delight is in being liberal and doing good. But 
this amiable taste has thrown him into a sea of 
troubles. He has Austria, France, and his own 
cardinals plotting against him—his people impatient 
and hard to satisfy. The good father is frequently 
perplexed between them, and his instant thought at 
such moments is resignation. 

Examples of such a feeling and such a purpose, 
were rare in the olden time, and betokened a very 
philosophic or pious spirit—a desire similar to the 

revalent one of quitting the world for a cloister. 
but now it is not love of asceticism, or a wish to 
exchange the excitement of courts for the excite- 
ment of ultra-devotion. It is simply that the com- 
parison between public and private life becomes 
yearly and daily more and more in favor of the lat- 
ter. More people forswear ambition than used to 
do so; and the freer the country, the more general 
is this disgust. In America a man of refined intel- 
lect or mind would scorn to enter upon public life. 
In England we have not gone so far. In despotic 
countries the great public personage is the sover- 
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eign. And we see instances multiplied of the wish 
tu escape from it. 

Private lite is certainly becoming too comfortable 
-——too secure—tou much unmixed with doubt and 
care; whilst the means of amusement, of exerting 
the mind, and even illustrating one’s name, inde- 
pendent of public life, have increased in a degree 
unknown and inconceivable to those who lived two 
centuries back. And we are coming to the day when 
thrones will want occupants—when ministerial port- 
folios will go a begging—when our chief anxiety 
about a king will be how to catch one—when people 
will run away from cabinet office as if it were a 
conscription, and eschew parliament as if it were 
the plague. Weare certainly not so far gone asthe 
Americans. But there were strange symptoms on 
our hustings, as there are singular ones in the courts 
of Kurope.—Examiner, 23 Aug. 


THE QUEEN’S VOYAGE AND CHILDREN. 


Never certainly were the habitual life and dis- 
position of a sovereign exhibited to a nation in more 
favorable guise than those of Queen Victoria during 
her sea-voyages. ‘The history of the cruise to 
Scotland, in our present number, is like those which 
have preceded it. It displavs the chief traveller in 
the most engaging light. We see her, the ruler of 
a maritime people, recurring for her holyday pleas- 
ures to the enjoyment of the sea; riding the waves 
with a fearless familiarity that yet has in it nothing 
unfeminine. The sovereign is pleased to gratify 
her people by going among them and reciprocating 
courtesies. ss reserved than some of her prede- 
cessors, Queen Victoria, surrounded by her family, 
still seems attended by a thorouchly English spirit 
of domesticity: the manner in which the children 
accompany their parents, share the walks of their 
father on shore, and enter into the whole spirit of 
the voyage, is simply a model of the national man- 
ners according to their best type. And while her 
husband and the children are ‘‘stretching their legs” 
on shore, the accomplished lady is seen with her 
pencil exercising her talents by sketching the 
scenery around. 

These sea-voyages and progresses have their 
practical uses. They make the sovereign and coun- 
try mutually acquainted. While they familiarize 
the sovereign with the aspect of naval life, they set 
to the people a good example of trust in the native 
element. Whereas too many crowned personages, 
forgetting alike the responsibilities of royalty and 
of paternity, have wasted their time and health in 
forbidden pleasures, the Queen of England, mother 
of a line of kings, seeks her pleasures from the gra- 
cious hand of Nature ; borrowing renewed vigor for 
the imperial life-blood of her race from the elements 
ia which they are to maintain the glory of the 
nation. 

It is the same with the children, now of an age 
to share their parents’ healthful excursions. The 
Prince of Wales for the first time joined the tour 
to the lands whence he derives two of his titles, as 
Duke of Rothsay and Baron of Renfrew. It is 
hundreds of years since Scotland saw an infant 
Duke of Rothsay; such a phenomenon is perhaps 
totally unprecedented in some of the wilder regions 
visited. The young prince and his sister the 
princess royal are made to learn the enjoyments of 
natural beauty ; such enjoyments forming a most 
valuable part of moral education. The excellent 
training, begun by that estimable woman the Duch- 
ess of Kent is worthily continued by her daughter 
ia the third generation.— Spectator, 21 Aug. 


Queen Vicroria has set herself down in her 
Highland lodging at Ardverikie, among the Mae- 
phersons. She was welcomed by Cluny Macpher- 
son and his kilted clansmen, a host of mountaineers, 
and a Scotch mist. The district is not only remate, 
but wild: the very house she lives in, compared 
even to her abode at Blair Athol], seems to be 
simple to the degree of almost Spartan bareness. 
It is as if she had sought the wildest and remotest 
spot, in order to get, not only the most robust deer- 
stalking for the prince, but for her majesty absolute 
seclusion, beyond the reach of tourists and ‘* gen- 
tlemen connected with the press.” No hope of it: 
the newspaper reporters are there, describing might 
and main; and Ardverikie will probably become a 
cockney jaunt. 

But civilization was already struggling with the 
wildness, vigorously as that survives. The abo- 
rigines, it appears, have not yet coined a name for 
‘t queen,” whom they can only designate by the 
inappropriate periphrasis of ‘‘the king's wife.” 
How can they compass the designation of the prince 
consort! must they call him * the king’s wife’s 
husband ??°—But they are awakening to modern 
sentiments. Although the district is une in which 
stronger traces of Jacobite loyalty remain than any- 
where perhaps in the uplands of Scotland, the 
mountain rigor unbends to the youthful sovereign ; 
and the Highlanders think it necessary to signify 
that they waive obtruding the exclusive claims of 
the pretender: they notify this in an inscription of 
“ Two in one’’—signifying that in Queen Victoria’s 
person they obligingly recognize the house of Stuart 
as well as that of Brunswick. Another sign of the 
times was a copious admixture, among claymores 
and shields, of cotton umbrellas. In London the 
fashion of carrying the umbrella has visibly de- 
clined: the effeminate convenience has passed to 
the hardy Lochaber men. It will next come to the 
navy, and no sailor will go aloft in a shower without 
his ‘‘ four-and-sixpenny cotton.’’—Sprct., 28 Aug. 


From the Spectator, 2S Aug. 
THE DISEASE OF FRANCE AND ITS SPECIFIC. 


THE morbid state of France is too apparent and 
too serious not to indicate an approuching crisis ; 
and the root of the discase is to us scarcely less ap- 
parent, in the want of a truly national policy—a 
vocation for the people—something worthy to con- 
centrate their desires, their convictions, and their 
energies. It is true that in England, bya dull kind 
of coxcombry, which it is to be hoped we are out- 
growing, we are prone to regard as discase all that 
is not natural to our own state when healthy, and 
that we have a silly habit of using the word 
“ French’? as an epithet indicating certain kinds of 
vicious frivolities ; as though there were but one 
standard of manners, and we had monopolized social 

erfection. But the symptoms of the disease in 

rance are not confined to the ordinary national 
characteristics which we so readily ret down as 
“ morbid ;’’ the sweeping extent of official corrup- 
tion, the alienation of the royal family from the af- 
fections of the people, the criminal tendencies among 
the high-born and wealthy, of which the world has 
just had so flagrant an example, are evidences of 
the social disorder. Still more unmistakable proof 
is the manner in which the people treat those overt 
acts. Princes are assailed with scandalous reports 
which the whole people circulate with a relish ; the 
reverses and disappointments of royal persons are 
noted with glee; to be a minister is to be hailed in 
the streets with cries of ‘* Stop thief!’’ a murder 
committed by a peer is denounced as no more than 
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the turpitude generally characteristic of his class. 
And if there were a doubt as tothe gravity of these 
popular manifestations, it is removed by the bearing 
of the government; the ‘‘ laws of September,” a 
glaring infraction of the compact of July, are en- 
forced with the lavish frequency of reckless desper- 
ation. If the people have lost confidence in the 
institutions under which they live, the administra- 
tors of those institutions have lost confidence in the 
public opinion by which they exist. It is well said 
by the Morning Chronicle, that the cement of the 
social fabric is gone. 

We believe that the primary cause of this disor- 
der in society has been for some time at work, and 
that it is the absence of any settled purpose for the 
national activity. Nations, as well as individuals, 
demand a purpose to keep them ina safe and healthy 
state of moral activity. The man who lives with- 
out an object for the exercise of his tastes, energy, 
and ambition, is not only useless, but is ever open 
to temptation, and is almost certain to take to mis- 
chief for ‘‘ something to do.’ With nations, the 
temptations are still more manifold and vast ; the 
energies that must be turned to some action, to mis- 
chief in default of anything else, are proportionately 
gigantic—the need for action commensurate. Ac- 
cordingly, all nations, so long as they were great, 
have had some determined work chalked out for 
them. ‘To Greece fell the task of developing intel- 
lectual civilization in the early days of history ; self- 
development, philosophy, and art, were national 
objects, the more vast and glorious for the rudeness 
and imperfection of the means at hand. Rome set 
herself the task of conquering the world, and began 
to decay when her work was done. From mythic 
ages, India and Egypt have handed down to us im- 
mense monuments, the product of some vocation, 
which, dark and rude though it may have been, 
must have been national in its scope and influence. 
The propagation of creeds and conquest of territory 
have been common objects which have excited the 
nations, Christian and Mussulman; have exalted 
great powers like that of Christian Rome in Europe, 
of Islam in Turkey, of the Moors in Spain, of the 
Normans in England, of the Spanish and English 
races in America. Even under the corrupt monar- 
chy of France, a national worship of ‘‘la gloire” 
maintained a certain unity of action, which enabled 
the dominant classes to continue that incredible op- 
pression of the bond elasses until the day of its ceas- 
ing was regarded as the thing incredible, and the 
master snecred at the threat that his extravagant 
refinement of tyranny would make the slave rise. 
When the fact did come, he would not have be- 
lieved his senses under evidence less than that of 
the horrible revolution. 

But the monarch is no longer the state ; and cir- 
cumstances have combined to debar France from} 
waving any recognized national purpose. The pres- 
ent monarch, appointed as the representative of a 
national policy, as the deputy of a distinct popular 
opinion, has forgotten the duty which he undertook 
in the presence of the people, to maintain that policy 
and opinion, and has at last compelled his most sin- 
cere admirers to confess that the business of his old 
age has shrunk to purely family objects and intcrests. 
Nodding with the drowsiness of the tomb, the old | 
man thinks now of nothing but keeping quiet in his 
palace and settling his sons. 

As to the minister, the progress of time, the very 
success of his own policy, has developed a serious | 
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defect in the political theory of the philosophical 
historian who rules France. His main object is to 
preserve ; to improve if forced, but less as a means 
of preserving institutions than as a means of con- 
tenting the restless. What the king desires for 
family purposes, is the same thing as the principle 
of M. Guizot’s administration—quiet, mere passive 
quiet. The last session was a triumph of his policy ; 
nothing was done—all was neutralized, hushed, 
postponed, shelved, set at rest. Algeria is a mere 
vent for the vulgar restlessness ; too paltry for a 
truly national object, it makes a place for one of the 
king’s sons, a subject for the annual speech, patron- 
age for the ministers, and a road for those loose fish 
who like to ‘ go to the devil’’ their own way, and 
who would make a noise if prevented. M. Guizot 
hates a noise. His policy seemed excellent, and so 
far was excellent, while war was the shape of dan- 

er which most threatened France and Europe. 
Ihe war that was threatened in 1840 was a contest 
between the powers which must Iead Europe in all 
peaceful advancement, and would have been nothing 
but calamitous. The danger to France now is the 
internal corruption incident to political inertia. 
France has no vocation ; her king is thinking only 
of family interests ; her minister wants only quiet ; 
her statesmen are bribed and corrupted ; great in- 
terests are compromised to purchase silence ; paltry 
interests and corrupt intrigues supersede political 
activity; her writers cannot speak, for they are 
silenced by “ the laws of September.” The phi- 
losophical historian understands the people among 
whom he was born less than the mongrel adven- 
turer from Corsica; when Napoleon planted the 
standard of France on the Po, on the Rhine, amid 
the snows of the Alps or of Moscow, and told his 
ase to march, he proved himself more of a 

renchman than M. Guizot. He too might say 
“ L'état, c'est moi’’—until in personal objects he 
forgot the national objects, and left the nation with- 
out a purpose that engaged its own affections. M. 
Guizot’s very aim is to keep the country without an 
active purpose. And he has been so far helped by 
circumstances—by the inferiority of his opponents, 
the levity and triviality which prevail among the 
statesmen of the day—that public opinion itself is 
effectually unsettled and distracted. It is not that 
the favorite purpose of France is thwarted by her 
rulers ; she has no great and determined purpose. 
Hence political scepticism, official corruption, and 
popular revolution—for that is what it amounts to. 

or is it that there is no great work in Euro 

worthy of the enlightened active intellect of France 
and her vigorous energies. To mention one alone, 
there is the emancipation of Italy. Were a Napo- 
leon to arise—still better, were a statesman ani- 
mated by the love of his race, instead of. mere mili- 
tary ambition, to declare that France would once 
more gather her faculties and strength to assert and 
vindicate the opinions of Western Europe beyond 
the Alps—were France to help in establishing once 
more a ‘‘ regno d’Italia,” but not as a French prov- 
ince, to guarantee the monarch of Rome not in the 
person of its emperor's son, but in that of the great 
man who is so popular with the people of France, 
to give support wherever the Italians claim it, in a 
spirit worthy of the July of 1830, for Italian objects 
—France would again recover her healthy activity, 
her generous loyalty. Corruption would once more 
be left to the base alone ; and revolution would be 
forgotten. 
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A CHANcE THAT poes NoT Occur Every Day. 
—In the event of Holland, or Belgium, or Russia 
sending over to England fora king, the question 
is, whom can we send? There is old King Cole, 
but he is a merry old soul, and would almost die of 
ennui in such low countries. His pipers would 
have nothing to pipe but their eyes, and his fiddlers 
would find it rather hard work playing with the fear 
of the bowstring before them. There is also King 
Death. We could well spare him; but we imagine 
he ig too busy on the railways, to seek for any other 
line just at present for the exercise of his peculiar 
talents. What other kings are there '—not one, 
excepting the Railway King, and he is wanted to 
open the railway parliament next year. We are 
afraid the only representatives left for the kingless 
countries above mentioned, will be the kings of the 
drama. There is Diddear, who has long played 
the King in Hamlet, and he is very perfect in the 
words; and there is George Bennett, also, who has 
never played Duncan without getting three rounds 
of applause; and there is Charles Kean, whose 
Richard would do admirably for Russia, where his 
great point of ‘‘ ORF with his head,’ would be taken 
as a proof of his great natural ability for the part 
of emperor. 

These new kings could be imported at a very 
trifling cost, for they have each got a good stock of 
‘royal robes, with ermine collars, which would only 
require looking up a bit, just to clear them of the 
moths, and they would be ready to start to-morrow. 
They could find their own crowns also, and would 
have the advantage over a Coburg, of knowing how 
to start, and frown, and command, and ‘* blessing 
the people,” exactly like a real sovereign. We 
really do not see where better kings can be got for 
the money, and we do not think that England 
would cry her eyes out at parting with any one of 
them. 

Supposing these talented gentlemen, however, 
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do not accept the above engagements, there are the 
three ex-kings of Somerset House, who might find 
the offer a tempting one for carrying out in foreign 
countries the beautiful supremacy of the Poor Law, 
which they failed to establish in England. Siberia 
is just the sphere for rvyultv so cold-blooded as 
theirs. 


Dreapru, Scarcity or Kincs.—Kings are as 
little given to resignation generally, as a whig 
minister ; but somehow, the fancy is seizing, at the 
present moment, all the monarchs to resign. In 
addition to the list we gave last week, there is now 
the King of Holland, who is dying to bea plain 
Mr., and we expect hourly to receive the news of 
the resignation of the Emperor of China. If this 
rage for private life continues, it will be necessary 
to start a society, to provide monarchs with substi- 
tutes. The throne will be as much dreaded as the 
conscription, and we shal] not be astonished to see 
a crown dangling out of the window of a palace 
with the following inscription :~‘* Ici on demande 
un remplaçant.” We wonder what the particular 
blight is this year, that thcre threatens to he sucha 
scarcity of kings. However, we are happy to 
state that there is very little fear of the crop in 
England failing. Our royal ‘‘ Champions” are in 
the very finest condition, and the nursery at Buck- 
ingham Palace is planted full of them. 


A Prouiric Contrinutor.—What would the 
newspapers do if Rumor was to strike, and declare 
she would not write another line? Take away 
Rumor, and scarcely a newspaper would live. The 
fashionable papers, especially. would be left with- 
out a paragraph. What would become, too, of 
‘“ Our London Correspondent?’? He would not 
have a thing to write about. As it is, with Rumor 
to back him, he writes as with a hundred pens. 
By-the-bye, if Rumor was paid for everything that 
appeared in her name, what a deal of money she 
would make at penny-a-lining ! 
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From Fraser’s Magazine. 


WALTER SCOTT-——HAS HISTORY GAINED BY HIS 
WRITINGS? 


We have been informed by our elders, that the 
present generation, brought up under the shadow 
of a Bulwer and a Disracli, a Mr. James, and a 
Mrs. Trollope, is quite incapable of appreciating 
the particular kind of success which the early novels 
of Scott obtained. Every one of us has, probably, 
a distinct idea of what a novel is ;—a book, which 
in the embryotic state of preliminary puff and ad- 
vertisement is of neither good nor evil name, but 
which must be finally brought up for sentence be- 
fore every man who belongs to a book-club, or sub- 
scribes to a circulating library. But thirty years 
ago, neither had the machinery which diffuses Mr. 
Colburn’s publications over the face of the country 
come into existence, nor was this primáå facie char- 
acter of theirs, or rather this absence of character, 
at all acknowledged. In fact, every novel came 
into the world with a brand upon it. The trail of 
the ‘“ Minerva Press” was over all. In writings 
intended more especially for the lower and middle 
classes, the good old cottage tracts, which used to 
enforce order and morality with edifying stories of 
rustic worthies and their miraculous success in life, 
we remember to have seen the respectable and dec- 
orous effusions of Mrs. Barbara Redgauntlet, and 
such small deer, denounced in language which one 
would, now-a-days, think strong if applied to Paul 
de Kock or Pigault le Brun; while essayists, the 
forcible-fecbles of higher pretension, over whose 
dreary pages many of our readers have doubtless 
yawned in the countless editions and imitations | 
of the Elegant Extracts, sneered magnificently at | 
fiction, as unworthy to occupy the time which a 
man of intellect must spend in reading, much more | 
in writing it. A few might still cling to a belief 
in Fielding and Smollett, and the world did actually 
make clear exceptions in favor of Miss Edgeworth 


and Mackenzie; but, in glancing at the contempo- | which Scott himself, 


oe 8 : | 
rary criticisms on these last writers, one can hardly | 


among them men of the most various bents, dandy 
littérateurs like Rose; cool, clear-sighted analysts 
like Jeffrey—who set themsclves energetically to 
speculate on the strange vicissitude in taste through 
which that department of literature, which was of 
late shunned by all, had now become the resort and 
delight both of the undiscerning public and of their 
critical selves. We must remember that but slen- 
der count was taken of Scott’s peculiar merits— 
that few would admit his strength to lie in the liber- 
ality with which he had drawn on the common and 
patent stock of every-day life. No break in the 
continuity of fiction was discerned ; the novel was 
the novel still; and accordingly the change from 
disgust to admiration looked very much like an im- 
peachment of former tastes and preferences. 

The device lighted upon to reconcile the contra- 
diction was characteristic of the day—characteristic 
of that school of criticism, which, professing the 
keenest relish for the new-born literature it had un- 
dertaken to review, persisted meanwhile in the con- 
stant endeavor to explain its excellence by a refer- 
ence to recognized standards, generally but slightly 
applicable—freyuently governed by conditions of 
thought and feeling entirely different. The process 
seems to have been something like this. There is 
apparent on the face of the Waverley Novels a cer- 
tain connection with and dependence on history ; 


that is, in many instances the characters introduced, ' 


are the representatives of men who in their day ex- 
isted—of what are called historical personages ; 
and the dramatic action and business of the plot fre- 
quently profess to proceed in periods, whose chron- 
icles it is the province of history to examine, 
explain, and develop. This gave mse to the pre- 
sumption, that it was the deliberate design of Scott 
to ercate a literature which should be strictly ancil- 
lary to history, and, though filling a subordinate 
office, should promote the same philosophy and con- 
tribute to the same ends. Accordingly, the term 
“e Historical Novels’? was invented—an appellation 
who certainly was not ign- 
rant of the real character of history, never, (such is 


help being amused by the evident anxiety shown to; our impression,) in one instance, countenanced. 
separate them trom the class to which they be-| Now, history was a good thing ; for had it not been 
longed, and the undaunted chivalry with which the; so said by them of old! and a Waverley Novel was 
enilic insisted on saving his author's fair fame, at | a good thing, in virtue of one of those facts on 


the expense of a total abandonment for the nonce 
of the common meaning of the most common words. 
In short, to the largest part of the reading public, 
including, perhaps, the worthiest portion of it, it 
must be contessed that the novel, like the pole-cat, 
was known only by naine and a reputation for bad 
odor. 

This state of things was completely changed in less 
- than two years by the irresistible popularity of Scott. 
Alike intelligible to all, and appreciable by all, he be- 
came at once as much the darling of the milliner’s 
apprentice as of the bas bleu; and the overflowing 
stream of refreshment found a thousand channels, 
conducting it to regions where nothing so exhilar- 
ating, so fertilizing, had been known or felt before. 
But men's prepossessions, though easily enough 
overruled by a sense of new gratification, do yet, 
in some degree, demand to be explained and ac- 
counted for. ‘There were not wanting persons— 
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which it was impossible to reason. It followed, 
therefore, that Scott's merits were exactly meas- 
ured by the degree in which the inherent value of 
history overbalanced the intrinsic worthlessness of 
novel. We are here inventing no imaginary para- 
dox. In proof of what we have stated, we might 
refer our readers to the Critical, Monthly, and Quar- 
terly Revicws—in short, to almost all the constitu- 
ents of contemporary criticism. There is now open 
before us an article in the Quarterly, the writer of 
which—supposed to have been Lord Dudley—cites 
in proof of this identical] position, not without much 
jubilant exultation, an edition of Philippe de Com- 
znes which appeared soon after the publication of 
Quentin Durward. 

We believe it may be shown to demonstration, 
that in these views, frequently urged on a public 
completely enslaved to the periodical critics, origin- 
ated this belief in Scott’s services to history. We 


* 
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need scarcely add, that the same theory, advanced 
by abler, or at least more unprejudiced, men, and 
‘supported by better arguments, has, in our own 
day, obtained so widely as to have almost passed 
into a literary canon. It is, for instance, a lead- 
ing tenet of Macaulay, who, in several passages, has 
contrasted the meagreness of history, as long as it 
was entombed in chronicles, with its vivacious ener- 
gy after Scott had breathed into the dead bones the 
breath of life. At the same time it is necessary to 
remark, that this question of Scott's furtherance of 
history is quite distinct from that of his influence on 
it. The first we are heretical enough to doubt, but 
we think that no one can reasonably hesitate as to 
the last. For good or for evil, it was an important 
day for history when Walter Scott first decided on 
translating from the German, Götz with the Iron 
Hand, the prolific origin of a world-famous progeny. 
It is true that, properly speaking, there is not at 
present in England anything like systematic history 
written ; at the same time, the ground, which in an 
age more earnest and less accustomed to loose habits 
of thinking would be filled by the historian, is now 
occupied by a swarm of essayists, article-writers, 
and inditers of historic fancies—which last term 
shall at present only tempt us to remark, that it in- 
dicates great confusion of idea in the era which 
countenances its adoption. The whole of this scat- 
tered literature presents, more or less, the charac- 
teristic peculiarity of Scott’s influence, the substi- 
tution of life-like portraiture and clear, intelligible 
description, for philosophical comparison and anal- 
ysis. Look abroad, too, to the schools of literary 

roduction which are rising on the Continent. In 

rance, which up to the Revolution was singularly 
barren of historians, the new generation has applied 
itself to vigorous labor in the unoccupied field, and 
a school of writers has arisen which looks to Scott, 
pinapa y if not solely, as its teacher and master. 

he avowed ambition of Michelet is to write 
French history as Scott would have rendered it, in 
a series of romances. In the same spirit De Ba- 
rante has written his History of Burgundy ; and all 
the ingenuity displayed in Thierry's History of the 
Norman Conquest would have been lost to the 
world if the author's attention had not been rivetted 
by a single passage in Ivanhoe, wherein is delineated 
in a few bold lines the Saxon hind, Higg, the son 
of Snel). 

This notorious influence exerted by Scott on the 
whole productive intellect of our period, must neces- 
aarily give importance, as his vast celebrity must 
always give interest, to any inquiry like the present. 
To exhaust the subject would call for an effective 
definition of the province and offices of history, as 
well as a critical examination of Scott’s merits and 
method. We will not even endeavor to answer 
these demands. It will be enough for us, if the few 
considerations which we throw out serve to clear 
the ideas of our readers respecting the real bearing 
of the question we propound, namely—Did History 
gain by the writings of Walter Scott? 

We shall, perhaps, be pardoned for saying a few 
words regarding the sources from which Scott’s 
inind derived its nourishment, and the artistic treat- 
ment, in conformity with which he developed the 
results of his mental experience. His intellectual 
capacities had, we think, this peculiarity, that their 
difference from those of men in general was not one 
of kind but of degree. He had a genuine love of 
the beautiful—not, perhaps, of moral beauty, but 
of that lower form which we denominate the pictur- 
esque—a love which he possessed in common with 
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many ordinary men. But the development in Scott 
was enormous. He had strong prejudices, so 
strong, that it is sometimes hard to distinguish him 
from the fossil tory of the October Club; though in 
no instance did his dislikes weaken his appreciation 
of the beauty and reasonableness, or, to speak more 
correctly, of the fitness and self-consistency, of his 
adversary’s views. He was the most catholic ad- 
mirer one can conceive. Witness his Balfours and 
Macbriars, who, in the hands of a man equally prej- 
udiced, and less singularly organized, would inevi- 
tably have become mere caricatures. And this acute 
relish for the beautiful extended to immaterial ob- 
jects, if indeed it was not especially whetted by them. 

o whatever thing there attached a chain of asso- 
ciations, however slight and meagre, and however 
imperceptible to most men, that thing was endeared 
to Scott. Of this sort is the vertù with which his 
house at Abbotstord is crowded; but, unlike most 
virtuosi, he prized nothing that was simply rare or 
curious, while all that bore the faintest relation to 
persons or events he loved as the apple of his eye. 
And this idiosyncrasy embraced all existences, 
which are really the subjects of antiquarian zeal, 
words, sentiments, and tunes. Like the Florentine 
academicians, who were said to mix disguised with 
the market-people for the purpose of collecting the 
riboboli, the rounded idiomatic sayings of the Tuscan 
peasantry, so of words, phrases, and turns of ex- 
pression, indicative of the smallest peculiarity in 
the speaker or the class to which he belonged, 
Scott was an indefatigable collector and chronicler. 
Further, he was a subtle observer of human nature 
—as are many provincial attorneys. But here again 
his special singularity lay in degree. Indeed, his 
retentiveness of personal peculiarities seems almost 
to have amounted to disease. It was not that he 
had great power of looking into the decper springs 
and sources of character—here certain individug! 
deficiencies obstructed his vision—but looks, move- 
ments, singularities, and eccentricities of habit or 
manner he never forgot. Andall this can easily be 
accounted for by the accidental circumstances of 
his life and education. His physical misfortune 
had from childhood made him a sedentary observer, 
and it had been his lot from his earliest years to 
reside alternately in Edinburgh, then intensely pro- 
vincial, and consequently a mine of character, and 
on the Scottish border, a country where the very 
scantiness of surrounding objects contributes in a 
remarkable degree to give clearness and definitenese 
to the associations connected with them. 

These, then, were the qualifications which Scott 
brought to the exercise of his art—common ones 
enough, but in him almost preternaturally devel- 
oped. Against these available excellencies we 
must set various deficiencies, which, were his char- 
acter as a novelist only in question, it would be 
mere cavilling to mention. We allude to charges 
which have of late years been not unfrequently 
urged against him; as, for instance, that his per- 
ception of moral right was not extremely vivid— 
that his personal and peculiar ambitions marred the 
growth of many of the higher and finer aspirations 
—that his memory and imagination often, and es- 
pecially as he grew an older man, were allowed to 
confuse each other—that he was not accurate, and 
that he was quite incapable of philosophical analysis 
or combination. But though his reflective powers 
were, comparatively speaking, weak, his percep- 
tions and sympathies were preeminently strong ; 
and when to all this is added the charm of his style, 
we need not wonder at the witchery he exercises 
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over us, and indeed over the age. The unreflective 
reader he never tasks, the most cultivated critic he 
never disgusts ; and then all is conveyed in language 
clear, flowing and coherent, sometimes most racy and 
original. It is a free, bold, decided handling, which 
is and must be delichtful, as long as men are men. 
The whole process is eminently what Carlyle has 
called ‘* intellectual shampooing :” and beside this, 
we must allow that his artistic method, when con- 
fined to its legitimate sphere, is almost perfect. 
What was this method, and how it has affected his- 
tory, it is full time for us to inquire. 

We conceive it will be admitted that Scott’s 
treatment of a subject was very much as follows :— 
He drew on his own stores of observation for the 
characters he required; these characters, so ob- 
tained, he transferred bodily into the scene and ac- 
tion of the novel, generally unaltered, sometimes 
slightly modified by an interchange of individual 
peculiarities: then he arrayed them in the costume 
necessary to perfect the illusion, and arranged and 
disposed them according to his own exquisite ap- 
preciation of grace and fitness. In thus stating the 
case, we have included in the term custume, not 
only dress, but also language and other adventitious 
appliances ; for in the Waverley Novels the trick of 
speech, borrowed from contemporary chronicles or 
ballads, is as thoroughly adventitious as the buff- 
coat or the cuirass. ‘The propriety of this treatment 
is on most occasions unimpeachable. When Scott 
depicted the Lowland Scotch and his scene was laid 
in comparatively modern times, the result of his 
method was full of natural and artistic truth ; for in 
his younger days real Jacobites were not extinct: 
the Edinburgh lawyer, and the Lowland laird, were 
what they had been in the beginning of the century ; 
and at this very moment the Scotch Presbyterian 
peasantry have altered surprisingly little from the 
typical Cameronian and Covenanter. But then, 
when his rapid exhaustion of old ground had forced 
him to change the field of his labors, and he was 
tempted to thrust his characters further back into 
the past, he continued precisely the same process. 
Scott’s early acquaintance, Janet Gordon, not only 
figures as Meg Merrilies, but also passes into Nor- 
na of the Fitful Head, and beyond into the prophetess 
of Front-de-Beeuf’s castle; and the adventurous 
Scotchman, who is the staple of his heroes, goes 
through the separate avatars of an advocate of 
George the Second’s reign, a cavalier of the Revo- 
lution, a courtier in the time of James I., a Borderer 
of the reign of Henry VIII., and a preur chevalier 
of the era of the Crusades. But we need not stay 
to discuss facts so notorious. 

That a great and romantic effect was thus pro- 
duced, is evident. There is all the semblance of a 
genuine historical /atleau; the elementary charac- 
ters are living, breathing men, and they offend us 
by no discrepancies of manner or costume. But is 
historical truth preserved! We confidently answer 
that it is not, and that there is no surer way of con- 
travening the realities of history. 

We know no more difficult branch of historical 
science than that which professes to determine the 
action of an individual on his age, and the reaction 
of hisage on him. The investigation is infinitely 
complicated, since the character of its subject varies 
constantly with the varying influences exerted on 
it: the man of this year is not necessarily the man 
of last year, any more than the events of this year 
are those of the last. The lord-protector Oliver is 
not the same with the parliamentary general, nor 
the parliamentary general with Colonel Cromwell. 
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Now if this is partially true of an individual life, it 
is certainly true of periods and generations. Each 
generation can only be the same with itself. ri- 
ads of cooperating agencies—law—custom—litera- 
ture—have joined to make it what it is, nor could 
the same result be obtained except under a perfect 
identity of conditions. Let us test the truth of this 
by looking to our own characters. Their growth 
has been determined by circumstances which only 
a miracle can enable us to recal] and enumerate. 
Every book we read, every conversation we hold, 
modifies us in some way; and there must be sume 
men whose characters, like coral islands, are built 
on the foregone labors of millions of their kind. 
Can we, then, by any cffort of thought, suppose 
ourselves existing wholly in a period other than the 
present? Scott transported bodily the men of the 
nineteenth century into the fifteenth. Can we do 
the same with ourselves? We can easily imagine 
ourselves placed among all the external peculiari- 
ties of the feudal age. We can picture ourselves 
blessed by the priest or ied by the knight 
with a vividness almost sufficient to rival truth ; but 
no strain of the imagination can transform us into 
men, accepting all this in the light of common every- 
day incident and accident ; living continually under 
the influence of the universal church, and looking 
on the iron circle of feudality as the unquestionable 
dispensation of nature. It is just as impossible for 
the most imaginative among us to substitute for his 
own the sympathies and antipathies of a past age, 
as it was evidently then for the most resolute and 
advanced thinker to exhibit conclusions, tallying 
even distantly with the views we are in the habit 
of accepting as common-places. ‘They can never 
come to us, and we can never return to them. 

We are aware that it may be urged, in reply to 
these arguments, that, although we have not gained 
by Scott's treatment in the way of absolute truth, 
we are yet gainers by the removal of absolute 
error; and that though his tableaux do not give us 
the real men of the age they present, they have yet 
a sort of negative reality, in that they serve to 
weaken a besetting tendency to look on historical 
characters as mere names and abstractions. There 
is weight, no doubt, in this reasoning; and, so far 
as it goes, we gladly acquiesce in it; but we are 
not the less convinced that Scott engendered a large 
amount of new error to be set against that he 
removed. The novelist will almost necessarily, 
in the spirit of his art, depict scenes and characters 
which, although for the sake of verisimilitude there 
must be in them some admixture of error, will vet, 
on the whole, be interesting and attractive. The 
consequence is the introduction of a kind of rose- 
colored medium which, by harmonizing all objects, 
produces deception just as much as if it distorted 
them. We are the more anxious to insist on this, 
because we are convinced that what are called 
Young England views have originated in these fal- 
sifications of history ; and, indeed, the birth of these 
theories is in itself sufficient to prove that no one 
can tamper innocently with historical truth. Rep- 
resentations, purely and avowedly imaginative, are 
not without a peculiar danger of their own, and 
much more dangerous are those but partially sv. 
Fiction cannot border on reality without creeping 
under its robe: indeed, men will do violence to 
themselves for the purpose of investing the first 
with the dress of the last, in much the same spirit 
as that in which the English yacht-voyagers to 
Copenhagen have determined the position of Ophe- 
lia’s grave, and of the pool in which she drowned 
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herself. And, after all, the advantages conferred | appearance of fairness, one's ideas on a broad ques- 
by Scott’s treatment are but equivocal gain, if we | tion of right and wrong become strangely biassed in 
are compelled to accept with them intimate and | the teeth of oneself and one’s convictions. There 
substantial misrepresentations of historical periods. | is a fallacy, certainly; it lies in the balance of 
Jt was, no doubt, somewhat of an absurdity to see | motives; the writer has deceived us by his crafty 
Garrick acting Richard the Third in a court-suit | adjustment of the scale; but not one reader in a 
„and powdered wig. But we should very dearly ' hundred has the courage or the inclination to look 
purchase our present attention to the proprieties of | further than the conclusion of the process. And, 
theatrical costume, if we were compelled to retain if Scott can thus mislead us in cases where it was 
Colley Cibber’s alterations in the text of the same! probably his deliberate intention to produce a cer- 
play, in which the stilted rhetoric of the eighteenth , tain and given effect, the danger of deception is 
century jostles the racy eloquence of the Elizabe- | much greater in instances where he himself sinned 
than period, and 1750 and 1600 go hand-in-hand. | unknowingly and unconsciously against the truth, 
We said that we did not mean to hazard a defi- | in his transpositions and translations of scenes and 
nition of the historian's province. We will, how-, characters whose nature and peculiarities were due 
ever, venture thus far, and assert that his office is solely to the influences of his own age, upon the 
to note and comment on the differences, not the' discordant world of the past. Even more deceptive, 
resemblances or the peculiarities of successive ages. 'as well as more untrustworthy, is the general 
If the experience of the past is to benefit us at all, result, when such methods are applied to the 
for doctrine, for example, or for reproof, it must be | description of whole states of society and periods of 
in virtue of a power to make allowances and deduc- ; history, with their complicated enginery of agency 
tions for the discrepancies which hold between it and consequence. We know but one way of keep- 
and ourselves. Otherwise, each separate period is | ing our eves open. Let us not look to Scott, but 
insulated in time, and has no connection with, or, to his imitators. Coleridge has somewhere said 
relation to, the ages which precede or follow it. | that pathology is the test of physiology. Examine 
Now for this branch of thought Scott was pecu- | things in their diseased form, and you will learn 
liarly unfitted. Our readers may, perhaps, remem- ; their true nature. Now we presume no one imag- 
ber a celebrated passage in Bacon, in which he. ines Mr. James’ novels to be real presentations of 
distinguishes between ingenia sublilia and ingenia the past. If the eternal couple of knights, who 
discursiva and then adds, ‘‘ ufrumque ingenium open the tale by riding through impossible scenery 
facile labitur in excessum, alterum prensando gradus at sunset, if the unnatural incident, the common- 
rerum, alterum umbras. To the first class be-' place morality, the dialogue forced into stilted 
longed the intellect of Scott. He loved to linger | quaintness, if all these, as brought out in the inimi- 
on the gradus rerum, on those small particulars, | table Barbazure, constitute a genuine historical pic- 
which, at some period in the mental experience of | ture, then is history something more uninstructive 
all, are full of interest and even of beauty. But to; than an old almanac. And yet detach a Waverley 
the last division we must emphatically assign the‘ novel from its accidents, and the caput mortuum is 
intellect of the man who possesses what is called in‘ a tale of Mr. James. Apart from Scott's taste, from 
German the ‘historical sense,” and we know no: his accuracy of detail, from his wit, from his humor, 
better example of a writer so endowed, than David | from his knowledge of human nature, these absur- 
Hume. With some remarkable deficiencies, as for | dities represent not unfairly those elements of his 
instance his incapacity for appreciating enthusiasm! productions which bear dircetly on history. 
and religious faith, he had yet a distinct historical; God forbid that we should detract from the true 
theory, and a full comprehension of national pro-: fame of this great man. A veritable Nemesis 
gress and social advance. He has in his day done; would avenge so ungrateful a return for the hours 
more than any other man to show how the mere / of delight we owe to him. But we have distinetly 
indications of one age become the sharply-defined | said that the novelist, as such, is not the object of 
characteristics of the next, and to demonstrate the: our strictures. We only lament that his method 
fore-ordained aim and ultimate union and conver-, should have proved so fruitful of questionable con- 
gence of those innumerable, seemingly irreconcil- | sequences. Ün our opinion he might have adopted 
able particulars which Scott and his school treat as ' a different treatment without detriment to his pecu- 
distinct and isolated facts. liur excellences. He might have writen always 
It is very difficult to take upa volume of Scott} as he wrote occasionally, that is, he might have 
in anything like a spirit of critical examination. | bestowed the additional pains necessary to give an 
One cannot read him in cold blood. He sets all | artistic form to the materials with which he was so 
one’s tastes and sympathies working at once to the | freely provided, without resorting to the deceptive 
dire distraction of the reason. Flooded by his; illusion of a pseudo-historical garb: or perhaps he 
humor, and exhilarated by his heartiness and fresh- | might have emulated the far more difficult achieve- 
ness, one lingers in the company of his gloriously | ment of describing the past as it really existed, and 
life-like creations about as much disposed to ques- | of illustrating. not ercating it, by his acquaintance 
tion their title to the name they bear, as an opium-| with the present: or he might at least have kept 
smoker to doubt the existence of his imaginary | the subject and its accidental vehicle so far apart as 
houries. And here again Scott's admirable tact’ partially to obviate all danger of misrepresentation. 
throws us at fault. We are never taken aback by ai This last appears to have been the method of Shak- 
virtual paradox. Even in his delineations of single | speare, who almost takes pains to separate the 
personages, where no more than an ordinary ac- | characters introduced from the scene of introduc- 
uaintance with history at once convinces us that|tion. The existing laws of the stage compelled 
there is a misrepresentation somewhere, its exact | him to transact his stage-action at Verona, Venice, 
nature is most difficult of detection. The dark | Padua, Athens—anywhere but in Elizabethan Eng- 
side of a character, the remorseless cruelty of ajland. But his Veronese gentlemen belong to 
Claverhouse, the mean-spirited selfishness of aj} Paul’s and the Temple, Jago and Cassio smack 
Leicester, is always indicated—subdued, it is true, | somewhat of Alsatia, Dogberry and Verges are 
in tone, but still never wanting altogether. By this | redolent of the Fleet, and some Stratford weaver. 


SCRAPS. 


certainly sat for the Athenian Bottom. Moreover, 
in the historical plays, in which nothing but the 
bare skeleton of fact is present, all historical consis- 
tency is systematically neglected. With Scott, on 
the contrary, there is a deliberate effort to identify 
the fictitious with the historical scene. 

But we will not be tempted to mingle questions, 
which are in reality distinct. From taking Scott 
as our guide and instructor, we are learning to pre- 
fer to patient thought and candid investigation, an 
easily-induced attention to the imaginary graces and 
prettinesses of the past— 


‘6 Le donne, i cavalier, l'ame, gli amori, 

Le cortesie, audaci imprese,” 

and the consequence is, that Mr. Smythe is likely 

to be the exponent of our opinions on history, Mr. 

Pugin of our views of religion, and Lord John 
Manners of our statesmanship. 


Imitative Power iN Brraps.—So strong is the 
imitative power of birds, that a canary who had 
been taught to pipe, having heard a chaffinch that 
daily sung in atree near the window where the 
cage was hung, learnt his note in a few days, 
omitting at that time the air he had been accus- 
tomed to sing. At the end of the spring, after 
having been removed from the neighborhood of the 
chaffinch, he resumed the air as before. A nest- 
ling nightingale also learnt tho notes of a hedge- 
sparrow that sung near it, for want of other sounds 
to imitate; and it was extraordinary to hear the 
gentle, although agreeable warble of the latter, 
attuned to the full compass and power of the night- 
ingale. ‘The effect was most pleasing, although 
of course not equal to the natural notes of this bird, 
not one of which he retained. Indeed, many birds 
ure almost, if not entirely, imitative, and, in default 
of hearing the parent bird, borrow notes of others ; 
soft-billed birds always prefer the song of soft-billed 
birds, and vice versa. It is hoped, from what has 
been said on the above subject, that persons who 
are in the habit of keeping caged birds will be 
induced to educate them in the manner suggested. 
Then, instead of hearing the shrill, deafening nat- 
ural nutes of the canary, they will be delighted with 
those of the nightingale, the blackcap, and other war- 
bleis. ‘* They will then breathe such sweet music 
out of their little instrumental throats, that it may 
make mankind think that miracles are not ceased.” 
So said the good Izaak Walton.—Jesse’s Favorite 
Haunts. 


A Friexp 1n Neep.—An instance of animal sa- 
gacity and humanity, unequalled in our remem- 
brance, took place before our door on Saturday. 
An unfortunate dog, in order to make sport for 
some fools, had a pan tied to his tail, and was sent 
off on his travels towards Galt. He reached the 
village utterly exhausted, and lay down before the 
steps of Mr. TT tavern, eying most anxiously 
the horrid annoyance hung behind him, but unable 
to move a step further, or rid himself of the tor- 
ment. Another dog, a Scotch colly, came up at the 
time, and seeing the distress of his crony, laid him- 
self down gently beside him, and gaining his confi- 
dence by a few caresses, proceeded to gnaw the 
string by which the noisy appendage was attached 
to hts friend’s tail, and by about a quarter of an 
hour’s exertion, severed the cord, and started to his 
legs, with the pan hanging from the string in his 
mouth, and after a few joyful capers around his 
friend, departed on his travels, in the highest glee 
at his success.— Galt Reporter. 
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Bap ARRANGEMENTS IN OUR CRIMINAL Courts. 
—If all who have to attend criminal courts were 
criminals, hardened to shame and corruption, worth- 
less to shield from physical suffering and injury, 
the arrangements in those courts would be merely 
cruel; but as criminals are only a small fraction of 
the number, the authorities responsible for mixing 
up the most innocent with the most depraved, and 
for torturing the guiltless, incur the gravest cen- 
sure. 

To take the principal alone, look at the Central 
Criminal Court. It is filled daily. Those whom 
the law or the need of redress obliges to fill it are 
not classified according to their condition, but ac- 
cording to the arbitrary distinctions of a court, into 
prisoners, judges, barristers, jury, witnesses, and 
‘* public :’’ they are separated merely into penfolds. 
The unventilated atmosphere is fetid with vicious 
squalor. The prosecutors and witnesses have no 
proper place of retreat, but must sit in court, or 
wait in the lobbies. ‘Thus the refined and the bru- 
tal, the innocent and the depraved, are huddled to- 
gether: decent matrons are squeezed between po- 
licemen and ragamuffins; modest girls are jostled 
bv the boon companions of the prisoner, indecently 
swaggering in to ‘* speak to character.” It is filthy. 
So long as you may be ‘‘ wanted,” you must sit in 
court and hear all that goes on, however tedious, 
however disgusting, however improper for many 
ears around. ‘The very arguments of counsel on 
the revolting cases with which the court is familiar 
defile the ears. The bodily fatigue incidental to 
attendance in the Central Criminal Court is no small 
evil: but physical suffering can be endured; it is 
the sight of the unstricken countenance of youth 
amid the base and the brutal, in an atmosphere of 
vice and disease, within hearing of allusions so vile 
as to be sometimes harmless because unintelligible, 
but too often carefully made intelligible—it is the 
sight of innocence forced by ‘‘ the majesty of the 
law’’ into hideous contact with depravity, that is 
intolerable. 

Incessantly are complaints made of these evils ; 
and periodically does some judge at the Central 
Criminal Court reply with a hope that the ‘‘ corpo- 
ration” will look to it. The whole arrangement is 
disgraceful to all concerned—not omitting the judges 
and lawyers. All the public buildings of this coun- 
try, with scarcely an exception, are unworthy of 
their objects, especially in size. The ancients, with 
far slenderer resources, raised structures which put 
ours to shame. We, with immense population and 
proportionate need of space, with immense wealth 
and immense advance in the mechanism of the arts, 
are content with public buildings ugly, mean, and 
small. <A high sense of art would instinctively dic- 
tate a style more befitting its objects : our instincts 
in that direction are not very sensitive ; our trading 
spirit makes us pare down everything public—ex- 
cept feasting—to bare necessity ; and it is only 
when we find justice and innocence shut up in a 
reeking hole with vice and crime that we discover 
our mistake. This Central Criminal Court ought 
not only to be larger than it is in the body of it, but 
ought to be surrounded by convenient retiring-rooms 
for those who have to wait, sufficiently spacious and 
humerous to obviate revolting associations. The 
want of decency detracts from the boasted ‘‘ majes- 
ty of the law ;” and we wonder that the bench and 
the bar have so long been content to administer 
their high functions in places which would turn the 
stomachs of their humblest menials.— Spectator. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
AIDS IN SWIMMING. 


Some persons have supposed that the only reason 
why a man, however unaccustomed to the water, 
does not swim as well as one of the lower animals, 
is, that the former has more dread of the foreign 
element ; and they assert that all we have to do, in 
order to float, is to discard fear, and trust implicitly 
to the natural buoyancy of our bodies. But this 
comfortable theory is at most not more than half 
true. When one of the lower animals finds him- 
self in the water, he is in his natural posture for 
movement, and plies his feet to escape from the 
danger, just as he would on land in the action of 
running. Man, on the contrary, if he would use 
the four paddles with which nature has provided 
him, must throw himself prone on his face, aban- 
don all his usual habits of motion, and attempt to 
push himself on against the water with his palms 
and soles, and at the same time manage in such a 
way, when drawing them in for a new stroke, as to 
prevent the preceding effort from being neutralized. 
Swimming, therefore, is an instinct with the brute, 
but an art with the man. That fear, however, im- 
pedes the progress of a man in learning to swim, 
is perfectly true. It deprives him of the presence 
of mind necessary for acquiring an art in circum- 
stances of apparent danger; while the very same 
feeling gives added energy to the instinctive motions 
of the brute. Many tribes of horses and dogs are 
vastly more timid than man; and the only reason 
why the former move with comparative safety in 
the water is, that in the action of swimming they 
have merely to obey a natural impulse. When the 
writer of these lines was a boy, some pains were 
taken to teach him to swim, and he acquired with- 
out much difficulty the theory of the art. But the 
practice was quite another thing: he no sooner 
raised his feet from the ground, than down he sank 
like a stone, till he at length believed that some 
physical PAARE rendered swimming an impos- 
sibility for him. The peculiarity, however, turned 
out to be moral, not physical. One day, on the 
shores of one of the Western Islands, he was bath- 
ing in the company of a huge Highlander, and hav- 
ing laid his clothes upon the cliff, was about to 
descend to a little creek, where the water was 
smooth and shallow, and the sand soft and white. 
In front of the rocks was a natural basin, in which a 
frigate might have swam, with the circling sands of 
the beach at some little distance beyond ; and into this 
basin rolled the smooth majestic swell of the Atlan- 
tic. When about to descend, he was caught up by 
the giant, and pitched over the cliff like a clod, and 
found himself, with a shout of mingled wrath and 
terror, struggling in the hitherto impracticable ele- 
ment! Now, had he not previously learned to 
swim, he must have sunk, or owed his extrication 
to his well-meaning friend; but being acquainted 
with the art, he did swim, like a duck, to the oppo- 
site sands—although so little grateful was he for 
the lesson he had now been taught, that his sup- 
posed inability was mere cowardice, that the first 
thing he did, on regaining his feet, was to fire a 
volley of stones at his instructor. 

Everybody knows that to persons well acquainted 
with the art, it is possible to rest for a certain time 
in swimming, by lying upon the back ; but this can 
only be done in perfectly smooth water; and in 
other attitudes, the body, however great its buoy- 
ancy, must be kept constantly trimmed by the mo- 
tion of the hands and feet. It is not surprising, 
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therefore, that so many plans have been tried for 
obtaining an independent buoyancy. Every season 
we hear of some new invention with reference to 
this grand desideratum ; for the attempts that were 
formerly made to Increase the force of the swim- 
mer’s tnovements appear to be abandoned as chi- 
merical. The gloves, for instance, with web fingers, 
are quite unsuited to our muscular power, which 
finds the resistance offered by the water.to our 
naked hand quite great enough. The same thing 
may be said of the attempts to provide the feet with 
similar contrivances, intended to expand when 
shoved against the water, and to close at the return. 
But we are not sure that the ‘swimming skate,” 
invented in France a few years ago, has attracted 
so much attention as it would seem to deserve, from 
the circumstance of its being the only contrivance 
(so far as our knowledge of the subject gues) the 
effect of which is to place man, when swimming, 
in his usual walking attitude. 

The swimming skate is a piece of wood, fur- 
nished with two parallel rows of plates, folding over 
each other, so as to resemble in some degree the 
laths of a blind. These open or shut, according as 
the foot to which the skate is attached moves down- 
wards or upwards ; and the swimmer advances by 
the alternate motion of his limbs, as in mounting a 
stair, keeping the head and body a little forward, as 
in skating. By the aid of this instrument, he is 
able, it is said, to remain stationary in the water; 
but we presume this can only be for a short deter- 
minate time. At any rate, he can turn in any direc- 
tion he pleases, raise himself out of the water as 
high as the girdle, and continue the exercise almost 
as long as that of walking. In order to plunge to 
the bottom, he has only to raise himself, by quick 
notions of his limbs, as high above the surface as 
possible, and then point the toos downwards. 

We presume it is some instrument like this which 
assists in the exhibition, not uncommon in this coun- 
try, termed ‘* walking in the water; but the ex- 
periment of adding to the swimming skate the in- 
tlated cape or belt might be worth trying. The 
Jatter, and all similar contrivances, however valu- 
able, as affording the means of touting, rather 
diminish the facility of motion than otherwise, from 
the addition they make to the volume of the body. 
The grand thing to be sought after is the power of 
movement through the water, in union with perfect 
safety in the water: the latter we cannot think de- 
rivabie from the skates alone, while without them, 
the accidental rupture of the air-vessels would be 
fatal. 

The part which the Jower animals take in this 
question reminds us that, as among them there are 
tribes even of the same species better adapted for 
swimming than others, so there may be families of 
mankind that take to the water as naturally as New- 
foundland dogs. This is affirmed by Sir Georee 


‘Simpson of the Sandwich islanders, who, he says, 


“ may almost be said to be born swimmers ; for they 
actually take the water before they Jeave the 
breast. At Lahaina, in particular, I was highly 
amused with the early development of this innme 
talent. Through the town there runs, or rather 
creeps, a sluggish streamlet, into which urchins that 
were hardly able to stand used to craw! on all fours; 
but no sooner did they gain the congenial element, 
than they struck out like a young fish, diving, and 
ducking, and performing a variety of feats with con- 
fidence and ease.” The art, thus carly learned, is 
highly important in after-life; for if an islander 
founders at sea, he is quite undisturbed even if he 
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should find himself in the midst of a shoal of 
sharks. 

In what has been said regarding artificial aids in 
swimming, we would by no means be understood 
to advocate the use of such instruments by those 
who merely enter the water for healthful exercise. 
Nothing can be better for the purpose than swim- 
ming as it is usually practised ; and as the accidents 
that expose us to drowning do not commonly come 
at convenient times, it would be folly to trust to our 
having the preventive apparatus always ready. A 
man is much more likely to have it in his power to 
save his life by swimming, than by belts and skates ; 
but appliances like the latter possess the same kind 
of scientific interest we attach to balloons, with a 
greater probability, as knowledge advances, of be- 
coming practically useful. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
ARTIFICIAL COLD. 


Since the days of that dissipated heathen who, 
in order to cool the air during an oppressive sum- 
mer, caused mountains of snow to be piled up, and 
suffered them to melt away, down to the present 
era, in which there prevails a rage for the thing, 
mankind has been incessantly in quest of refrigera- 
tives. In those regions where ice and snow are 
found during winter, it became an easy expedient 
to sture up such treasures of cold for use in warmer 
seasons ; but where, if formed at all, they could 
only be of a momentary existence, it is manifest that 
some other means must be devised to supply the 
luxury of coldness to the noble and wealthy ; and 
thus the art of artificial refrigeration—an art which 
has to boast of the elaborate researches of the inge- 
nious Robert Boyle, and has occupied much of the 
consideration of other philosophers before and since 
—took its origin. We have already taken notice 
of the now prevalent use and means of procuring 
beautiful ice for the table: we shall here present a 
brief sketch of the history, and a short notice of the 
methods, of producing cold artificially. 

Cold, as a luxury, was far from being unknown 
to the ancients. The winter’s snow or ice was 
rudely gathered up in heaps, or buried in pits, and 
covered with straw or chaff. But this was a waste- 
ful, and grew to be an expensive method ; and it 
became desirable to have ready means at every sea- 
son, and independently of the accidents of the skics, 
for obtaining the same end. The simplest of these 
proceeded on the principle of loss of temperature, 
as a result of rapid evaporation. The Egyptians 
were accustomed to cool their water by placing it in 
earthen pitchers, the exterior of which was kept 
constantly wet by being sprinkled with water by 
slaves. It was the habit of one of their luxurious 
‘monarchs to have several servants for this office 

. alone, whose duties were to expose the water to 
cool on the summit of the palace, and constantly 
supply the royal table with the beverage. Cooling 
pits were also dug in the earth, into which the 
water-vessels were placed during the daytime; the 
extorior being well soaked with water, and then 
surrounded with the.fresh leaves of a vine or other 
plant, evaporation rapidly went on, and the liquid 
became most agreeably cool. Another method is 
said to be mentioned by Plutarch, which was by 
casting into the water a number of small stones, the 
agitation and consequent evaporation produced by 
which would probably exercise a slightly frigorific 
power over the water. It was probably an acci- 
dental observation of what could not have failed to 
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have been an every-day occurrence, that led to the 
next improvement in this method of refrigeration. 
Many of the earthen vessels of the Egyptians are 
made of unglazed ware: water placed in one of 
these was found to be considerably cooler than when 
kept in other vessels ; and the more open and porous 
the material, the more rapid the transudation of the 
water, and its evaporation from the surface of the 
jars, and the greater the degree of cold obtained. 

ater-vases were then formed for that purpose 
solely ; and the invention, unaltered in principle, 
has come down with increasing usefulness to the 
present time. Illustrations of the second great 
chemical Jaw—that liquefaction produces cold—next 
followed. For ages in India, it had been the prac- 
tice to cool beverages in that burning climate by 
dissolving saltpetre in water. From India the prac- 
tice made its way into Europe; and Beckmann 
states that a Spanish physician, Blarious Villa 
Franca, practising at Rome, first introduced this 
method of producing cold in Italy about the middle 
of the sixteenth century. It is related that wine, 
placed in this mixture, was cooled to a degree mak- 
ing it almost intolerable to the teeth; and this was 
a considerable step in the history of artificial cold. 
Other saline substances came into use, and pits 
were formed, into which, on the Jarge scale, the 
water to be cooled was put in vessels, surrounded 
by the cooling mixture. Finally came the impor- 
tant discovery, that an intensely freezing mixture 
was capable of being formed by mixing snow or ice 
and salt together. A celebrated physician electri- 
fied a large audience by exhibiting its effects upon 
a bottle of wine, which he actually froze into ice ; 
and “this new method of freezing water’’ is also 
mentioned by Lord Bacon. Such are the conditions 
under which this subject has been handed down to 
existing posterity. 

A little consideration of the processes described 
in this cursory sketch, of the chemical progress of 
the luxury, will show us that they arc all reducible 
to the two axioms—that evaporation and liquefac- 
tion create cold. The philosophy of which fact is 
simply, that in the change of condition from a fluid 
to a vapor, and from a solid to a fluid, there is a 
change in the capacity for caloric. If a certain 
measure of water is to become vaporized, or if a 
certain weight of salt is to become a solution, these 
changes cannot occur without the water and the salt 
receiving an additional supply of heat, which is of 
course abstracted from all surrounding bodies; and 
the abstraction of heat being an equivalent expres- 
sion to the production of cold, we are brought back 
to the truths with which we commenced, and have 
seen how evaporation and liquefaction produce cold. 
Caloric disappears in both cases, and, burying itself 
among the particles of the new product, is said to 
have become latent. There are some facts connected 
with the production of artificial ice which deserve 
mention here. The congelation of water is materi- 


i ally promoted by rapid motion. Water has, in fact, 


been cooled, and yet remained quite fluid, many 
degrees below the temperature at which it generally 
becomes ice; but the moment a little movement 
was communicated to the liquid, instantly the tem- 
perature rose to 32 degrees, and the mass became 
ice, needle-like crystals flying through its substance 
in a most curious manner. This fact was seized 
upon by the refrigeratists, and repeated accounts of 
making artificial ice are extant, in which much stress 
is evidently laid upon the act of stirring the fluid to 
be frozen rapidly round with a stick. The experi-. 
ence of mankind also appears to have discovered 
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that water, after it has been boiled, freezes more 
rapidly than otherwise. It is a custom among many 
nations of warm climates either to warm the water 
in the sun, or to boil it, previous to attempting to 
reduce its temperature. Dr. Black of Edinburgh 
published some experiments undertaken to deter- 
mine the question ; and his results were, that boiled 
water does freeze a little more rapidly than unboiled. 
The act of boiling expels the air; and as in freezing 
a similar expulsion takes place, a step is gained in 
advance of the unboiled liquid. 

The means in present use for artificial refrigera- 
tion are very various, some of them very interesting. 
Among these, the employment of porous earthen- 
ware may receive an early place. The Moors 
introduced into Spain this article of Juxury, in the 
shape of very elegant vases, wonderfully light and 
porous. Water kept in these became rapidly de- 
liciously cool, and, from some peculiarity in the 
process of the manufacture of the vessels, it ac- 
quired, in addition, a very agreeable flavor. In 
Egypt, and in India, and in most sultry regions, 
this expedient is at the present time a very prevalent 
one. It has also for some time been extensively 
employed amongst ourselves—porous wine, butter, 
and water coolers, of many elegant designs, being 
now produced at our potteries. But porous ware 
keeps water coolest where the clime is hottest, the 
very increment of heat being made to react in the 
production of cold by rapid evaporation. ‘The Moor- 
ish name for their earthen jugs was Alcarrazos, or 
Bucarros. The Arabs, burnt up with the eternal 
fire of their scorching country, make use of goat- 
skins for their water-vessels, which suffer a little 
water slowly to exude, and thus keep the remain- 
der comparatively cool. A common method of 
cooling wines in India is one which will almost 
appear a paradox: the bottle is wrapped in flannel 
wetted with water, and placed directly in the rays 
of the sun: violent evaporation ensues, and the 
wine actually becomes very cold. It is a common 
plan, too, for sailors, in warm latitudes, to cover 
their wine with cloths constantly wetted. Apart- 
ments are cooled on a similar principle, and an 
abundance of water is frequently dashed against the 
` walls of the room with the most grateful effect. In 
India, also, the cold, so dangerous and penetrating 
on a clear night, is applied in a peculiar manner for 
the purpose of freezing water. Near Calcutta, in 
an open plain, there are large shallow excavations 
made in the ground, and filled with straw; upon 
this many rows of small, shallow, porous pans, 
filled with water, are placed at sunset. During the 
night tce forms in thin cakes upon the surface of 
these pans: it is carefully removed before sunrise, 
carried to a proper repository, and pounded into a 
mass there, and then covered over with blankets. 
This manufacture can only be pursued during the 
months of December, January, and February ; and 
in the districts where the ice is formed in this man- 
ner, it is never produced naturally. This ingenious 
process must wholly disappear before the new im- 
port of Wenham Lake ice. What a revolution has 
commerce effected in India, when we remember that 
early travellers in that country were looked upon as 
liars and impostors for asserting the possibility of 
solidifying water into ice ! ; 

Where saline substances are cheap, the more 
powerful mode of refrigeration has been the use of 
the frigorific mixture. Some of these mixtares are 
capable of producing the most intense cold known 
to philosophy.* Dissolving saltpetre in water cre- 

* It will be noticed, that throughout this article the 
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ates a very useful degree of cold; and where the 
salt is plentiful, as in India, it has long been em- 
ployed for this purpose. It was the peculiar duty 
of one domestic to cool beverages for the table by 
this means, who received the impregnated solution 
for his perquisite. Where, however, snow or ice 
is procurable, the intensity of the freezing mixture 
rises to its higher points. Snow and salt produce 
a mixture which was deemed by Fahrenheit to be 
of the greatest possible degree of cold. This was 
the temperature of his zero. Our confectioners are 
in the habit of using for their craft a mixture of 
pounded ice and salt. ‘The substance known as 
chloride of calcium, mixed with snow, produces a 
most severe cold, sufficiently great to freeze mer- 
cury. Mr. Walker, to whose interesting experi- 
ments upon this subject it stands much indebted, 
was on one occasion able, by successive coolings, to 
attain a depth of cold equal to 91 degrees below 
Fahrenheit’s unhappy zero. In the laboratory of 
the chemist, great degrees of culd are procurable 
by the use of highly volatile liquids for evaporation. 
Beery juvenile chemist’s ears have tingled with the 
startling enunciation of the possibility of freezing a 
man to death in the height of summer, by wetting 
him constantly with ether—which is, however, a 
fact hitherto undemonstrated. The sulphuret of 
carbon, and, more recently, liquid sulphurous acid, 
both of them exceedingly volatile fluids, create 
intense cold by their evaporation. ‘The almost 
magical experiments of M. Boutigny, in which 
water was frozen in a red-hot crucible, were effected 
by the assistance of sulphurous acid in the liquid 
form. The remarkable substance, liquid carbonic 
acid, takes the highest rank as a refrigorific agent 
known. Mr. Addams of Kensington actually man- 
ufactures this curious Jiquid as an article of com- 
merce, and has occasionally as much as nine gallons 
of itin store. In drawing it from its powerful reser- 
voirs, it evaporates so rapidly as to freeze itself, and 
it is then a light porous mass, like snow. If a small 
quantity of this is drenched with ether, the degree 
of cold produced is even more intolerable to the 
touch than boiling water! a drop or two of the 
mixture producing blisters, just as if the skin had 
been burned. Mr. Addams states, that in eight 
minutes he has frozen in this way a mass of mercury 
weighing ten pounds. 

There have been some mechanical contrivances 
for the manufacture of ice. Evaporation may be 
accelerated mechanically to a degree so great as to 
produce ice in considerable quantities; and this is 
the principle of Sir John Leslie’s celebrated freezing 
apparatus. In conducting some experiments upon 
the rarefaction of air, he was led to conceive the 
idea of manufacturing ice on the large scale from a 
little phenomenon observed in the receiver of his 
air-pump. Introducing a watch-glass full of water, 
and in contact with sulphuric acid, into the receiver 
of his air-pump, and on making a few strokes with 
the piston, the water was converted into a mass of 
solid ice! With a body of parched oatmeal instead 
of the acid as the absorbent of moisture, he froze 
a pound and a quarter of water into ice. Experi- 
ments on the large scale followed; powerful ma- 
chines were constructed, and various improvements 
were adopted in the apparatus, all tending to facili- 
tate its application to the wants or luxuries of man- 
kind. Several of these machines have been exported 
into hot climates. Dr. Ure suggested steam as the 


term cold is made use of, for convenience’ sake, as if it 
indicated a positive principle, and were not, as it is, 
a mere negation. 
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vacuizing power; and the idea has been conceived, 
that wherever a steam-engine is employed, there an 
ice apparatus might be erected and sustained at a 
trifling cost, with great prospect of productiveness. 

The most recent ice-machine is ‘‘ Masters’ Ap- 
paratus,’’ the principal feature of which is, that a 
metallic cylinder is made to undergo rapid rotation 
in a freezing mixture, the motion appearing in a 
singular manner to expedite and facilitate the pro- 


Somè account of the applications of artificial cold 
may perhaps suitably conclude our paper. For 
some time the ingenuity of men in this particular 
developed itself no further than in simply cooling 
wine and other beverages; but a more refined and 
even elegant mode of doing so was afterwards dis- 
covered. In Boyle’s ‘t History of Cold,” itis stated 
that he was accustomed to make wine-cups of ice, 
by means of tin moulds, for use in hot weather: 
slenmant trifles, as he calls them, which imparted a 
delicious coolness to the wine poured into them. In 
an old romance, named the ‘* Argenis,” a dinner in 
summer is described, at which fresh apples half- 
incrusted with ice, and a basin of ice filled with 
wine, were among the curiosities upon the table. 
Then came the invention of water-ices by one Pro- 
cope, an Italian, who had an immense sale for them 
in Paris. Cream ices, and the iced juice of fruits, 
were then made, and found a rapid consumption. 
More recently, the art of the confectioner has ap- 
plied this process to imitate many kinds of fruit and 
peachcs—apricots and nectarines of ice—copying 
the originals with curious fidelity. 


THE ARISTOCRACY OF NAMES. 


Ovr readers are aware that the strange thesis has 
been maintained before now that ‘‘ private vices are 
public benefits ;’? and some may have wondered at 
the desperate ingenuity which could work evil 
into good by the simple rule of multiplication. 
But we live in a world of seeming anomalies ; 
and however difficult their reconciliation may be, 
there is no doubt that the errors of individuals are 
overmastered in their collective tendency, and that 
we al], good, bad, wise, and foolish alike, cdope- 
rate unconsciously, in the great work of human 
progress. 

As a familiar illustration of what we mean—the 
philosopher smiles at the enthusiasm of the vulgar 
in their aspirations after an undefined and undefin- 
able good they call the Genteel; but the philoso- 

her may smile on, for the wisdom of the learned 

heban is foolishness. Such aspirations are the 
beginning of all refinement. They lead, it is true, 
to the perpetration of innumerable caricatures ; but 
these in time correct themselves, or are corrected 
by collision, till every day some individuals, rising 
gradually above the mass, ascend into the region 
of true taste—or what is taken for such by the 
present generation. And what is true of individu- 
als, is true of nations, and of society at large. The 
history of manners and costume, or, so to speak, 
Fashion, is the history of virtue and intelligence. 
How many revolutions have we passed through, 
before reaching our present simplicity of attire! 
And how many horrors have we encountered, 
before subsiding into our present condition of com- 
parative charity and peace! Our contemporaries 
are better, as well as better dressed, than their 
ancestors; and our posterity will be better, and 
better dressed, than ourselves. Already our women 
have more elegance, and less bustle; and already 
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our men have grown ashamed of their pig-tailed 
coats, not a thread of which will survive for their 
heirs at law. Already, in like manner, do we 
begin to pick up little thieves and beggars from the 
streets, to imprison them in schools, instead of con- 
taminating them in jails ; to turn them to knowledge 
and industry, instead of confirming them in igna- 
rance and crime; and to lead them on to public 
usefulness, rather than the hulks and the gallows. 
Condemn not, therefore, the vulgar-genteel, any 
more than our ancestors, for, like the latter, they 
are pilgrims on the road, and their very errors are 
paths that lead to truth. 

But there is one thing in the general bearing and 
tendency of the present age towards the Genteel 
which is a little puzzling—not that we think the 
thing unnatural or improper in itself, but we cannot 
well see in what way the result is to benefit society. 
Gaudy or ill-matched colors betray a mental strug- 
gle, which may end in advancing the individual in 
the path to taste ; and a control, however rude, of 
the language and movements of the body, may in 
like manner result in an approach towards polite- 
ness. But of what utility in our social progress is 
the present chronic revolution in proper names? 
Suppose, for instance, the whole race of Smiths 
get on to writing their name Smyth, or even reach 
the ne plus ultra Smythe, cui bono? Smythe is 
not intrinsically better than Smith; it is only more 
uncommon; and every advance the multitudinous 
tribe makes in this direction defeats its own object. 
If Smythe were a good, or a beauty in itself—if 
it were the beau ideal of Smith—that would be 
another thing; but it does not even make the 
name a dissyllable—it leaves it the same short, 
squat, rudurter word as ever. Nothing, in fact, 
can be done for Smith but giving it an amiable 
prename, or, better still, a title. Sir Sidney Smith, 
for instance, has a decidedly aristocratic sound ; 
and this has no dependence upon its personal asso- 
ciations, otherwise Adam Smith would be recog- 
nized as the legitimate chief of the clan. Without 
a prename at all, Count Smith, and Baron Smith, 
so common on the continent, are highly respectable ; 
and if a suggestion had been adopted, which was 
kindly and happily made, on the occasion of the 
marriage of an Irish beauty of the name with a 
scion of Italian royalty, Smith would have become 
one of the most distinguished patronymics in the 
kingdom. ‘The match alluded to was reckoned a 
mesalliance on the part of the lover, who was ac- 
cordingly ences to be discarded by his family ; 
and he was therefore advised to confer upon the 
name of his lovely bride his own title, and call 
himself Prince Smith. 

But even a prename alone may be of great ad- 
vantage. ‘There is one of the novels of Miss Edge- 
worth—we forget which—in which a gentleman of 
the name of Harvey figures as the hero. Harvey! 
Only fancy John, Peter, or even William Harvey as 
the hera of a novel! But Miss Edgeworth was too 
well acquainted with the philosophy of names to 
commit such a blunder: she made the individual 
Clarence Harvey ; and the name has never to this 
day been objected to even among the female teens. 
Our own attention was first attracted to the impor- 
tance of names by the case of an adventurer in 
London whom we knew personally. He was a 
countryman of the Princess Smith alluded to, and 
had come up to push his fortune in the musical line, 
Being really a person of fair abilities, he obtained 
a few pupils, and had even a couple of little songs 
published by the music-sellers ; but it would not do. 
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He did not make enough to keep his family, (for he 
had brought his wite and child with him,) and 
when want began to stare them in the face, and 
pinch too, as well as stare—he at length made up 
his mind, though with many bitter regrets, to go 
back to Connaught. Whatcould he do? Nobody 
cared about songs by R.A. R ; and to this day 
their merits remain an impenetrable mystery. We 
were in the music shop when he was closing the 
publishing transaction, and he had occasion to sign 
his name—we fear not to a receipt. The publisher 
stared at the document, in which the signature was 
given at full length, and then at him. 

“R.A.! criedhe. ‘* Why, your name is Ralph 
Abercromby!”’ 

** You may say that. 
I was christened ?”’ 

t: Goodness gracious! Ralph Abercromby! Why 
did you not mention this before? And are you 
really off now—with a fortune in that name?” 

‘‘ Sure it’s time to be off, when I have paid the 
fare, and forgotten the rint. Bad luck to the name! 
If the initials have brought is to this, wouldn’t the 
rest of it have starved us entirely ?”’ 

« The man is an ass !’’ mused the publisher aloud, 
as our friend flung out of the shop. ‘* But Ralph 
Abercromby R--—! that name would have carried 
him through, if he had brayed worse than a donkey!” 

Sometimes it is considered advantageous to give 
one's name a foreign air; as if we were valuable 
exotics naturalized in the country, but still looking 
brown and yellow, as it were, in honor of our 
origin. Thus plain Miller is homely and sturdy 
(though not overly honest) till it is improved into 
Muller; but when this again becomes Muhler, it is 
quite a molendinary curiosity. We fancy Mr. Muh- 
ler was some centuries ago Herr Muhler, and we 
long to ask him, When did you come over? This 
expression, by the way, come orer, is very capti- 
vation. Some came over with the Saxons, some 
with the Normans—it matters little which; the 
thing is to get back one’s origin till it is lost in the 
morning twilight of history ; and the breadth of the 
ocean counts to our imagination like an additional 
space of time. A foreign miller, besides, is a more 
KaR personage than an English miller. In 
öngland, gentry of this profession may be thieves, 
(as it used to be the fashion to represent them,) 
but abroad they are banditti ; and in Germany, some 
of the wildest scenes that followed the Thirty 
Years’ War, were enacted in a mill. Most people, 
in fact, have a strong objection to names that are 
associated with the vulgarities of a common trade. 
An aspiring Mason, by simply doubling the s, so 
as to make himself Masson, laughs at detection ; 
although a ‘Tailor has less facility of escape—and 
more need of it; he tries Taylor, and probably 
shakes his head; then the other syllable, Tailour ; 
and if still appalled by the horrors of the name, he 
makes it, as a last resource, Tailyour. 

But there are other associations still more fright- 
ful, as in the Scotch name Boag, which is identical, 
at least in sound, with that of the insect called by 
the English, bug. The desperate efforts made here 
by the hereditary victims are truly alarming. Some 
write the word Bogie; but finding that they have 
thus got into the spiritual world, they rush madly 
into Bogue, and sometimes Boog. When a name, 
on the other hand, has a meaning complimentary 
to its possessor, the grand desideratum is, to make 
it as plain as possible. Thus Archibald is some- 
what equivocal as it stands; and it is neatly and 
decisively modernized into Archbold. Frequently 
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THE ARISTOCRACY OF NAMES. 


the only fault complained of is the want of euphony 
—as in Mucklewham. Somebody says, in the 
Waverley novels, that he could not think Venus 
beautiful if announced in a drawing-room as Miss 
Mac-Jupiter. What would he think, then, if pre- 
sented for a quadrille to Miss Mucklewham?t But 
thanks to the taste of the times, the name is nearly 
obsolete, and our fair partner is now Miss Meikle- 
ham. 

A familiar object, even when its associations are 
good, is not approved of for a name. Burn (a 
stream) was sought to be made a little grander, by 
being given in the plural, Burns; but personal 
associations, as we have already observed, having 
no effect in this species of mania, some diverged 
into Burnes; while others, determining to sever 
definitively all connection with poctical immortality, 
called themselves Burness. Mill, in like manner, 
was made Mills, and was then sunk entirely in 
Milne; and Home became Hume; and Hume, 
Hulme. John, on the same principle, is pluralized 
Johns, and this made into Johnes, and Jones. 

But personal associations are only ineffective 
when modern. It isconsidered a great attainment to 
get back Cumming to its probable origin, Comyng ; 
and those who are not satisfied with elongating 
Graham into Grahame, rest with delighted pride 
upon the Celtic Graeme. The colors, we need 
hardly add, are always sought to be washed out. 
White becomes Whyte, and is then entirely oblite- 
rated in Wight; and Brown, after passing through 
the intermediate Browne, relinquishes its identity 
in Broun. 

In all these transformations the aim is the same 
—distinction. We wish to divorce ourselves from 
things common and vulgar, and fancy—oddly 
enough—that we in some measure accomplish this 
by misspelling the name we have received from our 
parents. We once knew an instance, and rather 
an instructive one, in which this nominal distinction 
was carried progressively on with the advance of 
the fortunes of the individual. His original name 
was Cuningham; and he was born in a station in 
which people think very little, and frequently know 
very little, about their patronymics. He was an 
errand-lad and porter in a draper’s shop in one of 
the larger towns on the west coast of Scotland, 
and being a smart fellow, was on some occasion 
promoted to a station behind the counter. This 
was a great advancement for the errand-lad, and 
he became all on a sudden prodigivusly genteel. 
What first put it into his head, it is hard to say ; 
but certain it is, that a little twirl at the end of his 
written name subsided gradually into an e, and at 
last, to all intents and purposes, he was Mr. Cuning- 
hame. In two years after this consummation, he 
was left very unexpectedly the sum of £200 bya 
distant relation, and Mr. Cuninghame determined 
to retire from his employer's counter, and take one 
of his own. While looking out for a proper place 
for his intended establishment, a new change occur- 
red in his name corresponding with the expansion 
of his ideas in other respects ; and he became now, 
to the great surprise of his acquaintance, Mr. Coyn- 
inghame. Bat itso happened that, before he had 
quite fixed upon a site for his ‘‘ warehouse,” he was 
quite fixed himself in admiration of a young lady, 
the heiress of a tallow-chandler; and as she was 
much struck with his person, and the uncommon 
gentility of his name, he abandoned his present 
pursuit, and laid siege to her as the more promising 
speculation of the two. In the course of his court- 
ship a new change occurred in his name, and he 
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was now Mr. Coynynghame. It is supposed that 
this was in homage to the taste of the heiress ; 
and the supposition receives some color from the 
fact, that after she proved faithless, he knocked out 
indignantly the additional y. It was not so easy, 
however, to place himself in other respects in statu 
quo. His capital was by this time nearly all gone ; 
and after a dreadful struggle with his pride, he was 
compelled to step behind the counter once more as 
the shopman of another. With a stern philosophy, 
he signalized his fall by the sacrifice of the remain- 
ing y: but the Furies were not yet appeased. ‘The 
great monetary crisis took place at this time, which 
reduced most of the establishments in the town, 
and among a multitude of others, threw Mr. Cun- 
inghame out of work. His remaining funds were 
quickly exhausted. What was to be done? He 
had the good sense to take a porter’s employment 
again, and became once more plain John Cuning- 
am. 
In this history we see movement without pro- 
gress. The mistake was to suppose that a change 
of position rendered a change in the name an advan- 
tage, or that any additional dignity could be derived 
from spelling it with one letter instead of another. 
It was very proper for the porter to abandon his 
jacket in favor of a coat when he became the 
shopman ; but a name is no indication of rank, any 
more than rank is an indication of virtue. After 
all, we believe the most frequent revolutions in 
names have been the result of mere accident, such 
as the ignorance of the parties of the mystery 
of orthography, and the disregard in which such 
niceties were held before the language had attained 
its present fixed and regular form.— Chambers’ 
Journal. 


CULTIVATION oF ConsciENcE.—As we cultivate 
taste, or our susceptibility to beauty, by meditating 
upon the most finished specimens of art, or the most 
lovely scenery in nature, 80 conscience, or our moral 
susceptibility, is improved by meditating upon any- 
thing eminent for moral goodness. Tt is hence that 
exumple produces so powerful a moral effect; and 
hence that one single act of heroic virtue, as that 
of Howard, or of illustrious self-denial, gives a new 
impulse to the moral character of an age. Men 
cannot reflect upon such actions without the produc- 
tion of a change in their moral susceptibility. On 
the contrary, the discriminating power of conscience 
may be injured by frequent meditation upon vicious 
character and action. By frequently contemplating 
vice, our passions become excited, and our moral dis- 
gust diminishes. Thus, also, by becoming familiar 
with wicked men, we learn to associate whatever 
they may possess of intellectual or social interest 
with their moral character; and hence our abhor- 
rence of vice is lessened. Thus men who are 
accustomed to view, habitually, any vicious custom, 
cease to have their moral feelings excited by behold- 
ing it. All this is manifest from the facts made 
known in the progress of every moral reformation. 
Of so delicate a texture has God made our moral 
nature, and so easily is it either improved or im- 
paired. Pope says truly, 


Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 
As, to be dreaded, needs but to be seen ; 
But seen too oft, familiar with her face, 
We first endure, then pity, then embrace. 


It is almost unnecessary to remark, that this fact 
will enable us to estimate the value of much of our 
reading, and of much of our society. Whatever 
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filis the memory with scenes of vice, or stimulates 
the imagination to conceptions of impurity, vulgar- 
ity, profanity, or thoughtlessness, must, by the 
whole of this effect, render us vicious. As aman 
of literary sensibility will avoid a badly-written 
book, for fear of injuring his taste, by how much 
moro should we dread the communion with any- 
thing wrong, lest it should contaminate our imagi- 
nation, and thus injure our moral sense !— Way- 
land’s Moral Science. 


Porrivce.—Oatmeal is likewise used, and de- 
serves to be much more used than it is, in the form 
of what is called stirabout or porridge. This is 
made by gradually stirring oatmeal into boiling 
water, until enough has been added to give the 
required degree of consistence—continuing the boil- 
ing until the meal is sufficiently cooked. It is com- 
monly eaten either with milk or with butter-milk. 
This is usually a very unirritating kind of food—an 
article of diet which is well adapted to the case of 
children, and little less so to that of dyspeptics ; and 
for the laboring population it forms a breakfast that 
is much more nourishing and wholesome than the 
tea and the bread and butter, or bread and dripping, 
which are in England so much more generally made 
use of. Flour bread and milk, although certainly 
well suited to the stomachs of most children, is 
nevertheless found to disagree with some; and as 
a general breakfast for children, I think that oat- 
meal porridge and milk deserves to be preferred. 
It is an unstimulating diet; it is very easily di- 
gested ; it contains a very considerable proportion 
of nutriment; and it seems usually to act slightly 
on the alvine excretions—while in many cases a 
continued use of milk renders it necessary to take 
an occasional dose of aperient medicine.—Dr. Rob- 
ertson on Dict and Regimen. 


A LITTLE boy of the commune of Hery-sur-Alby, 
in the canton of Geneva, was lately seized by an 
eagle at the moment at which he had taken some 
eaglets from anest. The bird carried him toa 
height of upwards of 600 metres, to the summit of 
a rock ; luckily, some shepherds saw what was 
passing, and rushed to the rescue. ‘The poor boy 
escaped with a fright and the deep impressions of 
the eagle’s claws in his flesh. 


At Croydon Assizes, last week, Mrs. Arms- 
worth, the widow of a Jaborer, brought an action 
against the South-eastern Railway Company, for 
compensation on account of injury sustained by the 
death of her husband. In January last, there was 
a fall of chalk on the railway at Merstham; de- 
ceased and other men were employed to clear the 
line, the rubbish to be conveyed some distance from 
the spot; the men rode on the train, that they 
might shovel out the chalk at the appointed place ; 
in one of these trips Armsworth rode in a wagon 
filled with chalk; the signal being given to shovel 
out the chalk, he began the work, but just then the 
engine gave a plunge forward, Armsworth was 
thrown off, and crushed under the wheels. This 
was the plaintiff’s case. For the defence, it was 
shown that the man had no business on the chalk- 
truck ; a wagon was attached to the train specially 
for the laborers to ride in, but Armsworth and 
others would get into the chalk-trucks that they 
might set to work more quickly. It was denied 
that any signal had been given to the men to begin 
unloading when the engine was put {n motion. 
The jury returned a verdict for the plaintiff—dam- 
ages, 100/.; 50/. for the widow, and 25%. for each 
of two children. 
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WAYFARING 


From the Examiner. 


Wayfaring Sketches among the Greeks and Turks, 
and on the Shores of the Danube. By a Seven 
Years’ Resident in Greece. Chapman and Hall. 


Tuts book will bear comparison with the clever- 
est of the clever books that have been lately pub- 
lished on the east. It is written by a lady, and has 
the best and worst characteristics of feminine genius. 
The logic is terribly vague, and the rhetoric of a 
very questionable order; but the general ease, vi- 
vacity, and sportful observation, the brilliant touches 
of description, the lively humor, the quick good 
sense, and the delightful under-current, all through, 
of womanly grace and sprightliness, have charmed 
us very much indeed. In some passages we seem 
to have a vision of Lady Mary herself. But what 
would Lady Mary have said to the writer’s denun- 
ciations of the harem? And what will Mr. Milnes 
say to it? 

he writer introduces her sketches, which seem 
to have been taken in a voyage home from Greece 
by the Danube, with a well-written account of the 
result of her impressions of a seven years’ residence 
in Greece ; and this gives a tone to the volume which 
is preserved throughout, of more thorough informa- 
tion than ordinary travellers possess, and of a certain 
previous knowledge of eastern life and custom which 
communicates substance and reality to what she af- 
terwards relates. She is not a mere maker of par- 
agraphs, and there is little of the dead life of the 
hand-book in her volume. We doubt if Eothen 
himself is more real at times, more full of personal 
incident, more amusingly life-like. The lady has 
not a little comic talent ; and her sketches of fellow- 
travellers from Europe or Kentucky, as well as her 
pictures of gluttonous Turks, wise dervishes, Bul 
garian pachas, Rabbins’ houses, and Mahometan 
harems, give very free and pleasant scope to this 
love of comedy. We recommend the book to the 
Dramatic Authors’ Society. It is full of character 
and incident, and tells a great many pathetic little 
stories, as well as tales of a comic cast. We must 
say, however, that we prefer the latter. Her fine 
writing is too fine. She gets into oriental folds and 
amplitudes of phrase, and has to make the most 
awkward twists and turns to effect her escape from 
them. 

We cannot stop at her introduction for more than 
one brief extract. But its account of Greece con- 
tains matter more favorable to the Greeks and to the 
prospects of their condition than we have been atall 
accustomed to receive, even in the late thoughtful 
and intelligent travel of Lord Nugent; and describes 
the people, in their kindly, genial, and (above all) 
improvahle qualities, grievously to the disadvantage 
of the Turks. 


THE LITTLE SILK-WINDER, KATINKO. 


‘* Katinko was more like the most exquisite stat- 
ue than a human being—the repose of her match- 
less features, and the marble paleness of her com- 
plexion, were quite unequalled. We soon found, 
however, that she shared in a deficiency common to 
all inanimate pieces of sculpture, and more general 
among living beings than we are disposed to admit. 
The mind, the intellect, that should have illumi- 
nated that perfect countenance, existed not, and she 
was a very child in capacity and in tastes. Stull 
we took a great interest in her; and our distress 
was extreme when we discovered, after she had 
been with us two years, that she had consented to 
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enter on a new line of life very different from that 
we could have desired for her. 

‘‘ Just at this time some young men, returning 
from their colleges in Europe, full of enthusiasm 
for their country and its departed glory, determined 
to revive several of the ancient tragedies, and have 
them performed at the little theatre at Athens. 

‘“ A prima donra was, of course, indispensably 
requisite, and some one had, most unfortunately, 
caught a glimpse of Katinko, wandering among the 
vine walks of our garden, when the evening breeze 
had lifted from her beautiful face the long folds of 
the floating veil, which completed her native cos- 
tume. 

“ She was not proof against the golden offers 
which were instantly made to induce her to go on 
the stage, and she left us almost secretly for Athens, 
where she was to be instructed in her new calling. 
It was in vain we remonstrated ; nothing we could 
offer could compensate to her ambitious old mother 
for the delight of seeing her child figuring as a prin- 
cess or queen, were it but for an hour. 

“ Katinko shed many tears at parting ; but, nev- 
ertheless, she went ; and it was the last we saw 
of her, with her simple, child-like manners, and her 
picturesque Albanian garments. 

“ About a year after, I was accosted in the street 
by a young woman in the European dress, whose 
appearance was decidedly remarkable, from the out- 
rageous violation of all good taste which character- 
ized her attire. Not only was she loaded with 
feathers and ribbons, but her face was positively 
masked in paint, applied seemingly without any at- 
tempt at concealment! It was actually not until 
she turned towards me the exquisite profile, which 
nothing could change, that I recognized our once 
beautiful Katinko!”’ 

The return from Greece described in the volume 
was by Smyrna, Constantinople, the Black Sea, and 
the Danube. But before the writer and her friends 
left their seven years’ home, there were great la- 
mentings and farewells. 

“ The villagers crowded round us to take leave ; 
even the old woman who is the wonder of the coun- 
try round fur her great age—for it is known that 
she has passed 110 years—hobbled down to see us 
for the last time. We were much amused at the 
look of profound disgust with which she assured us, 
that if ever we came back, we should be certain to 
find her still alive, for that she had given up all 
hopes of dying. She has a curious idea on the 
subject; she thinks it a judgment on her, for some 
sin she has committed, that she is thus condemned 
to live ; and grumbles much at the severity of the 
punishment.” 

We suspect an occasional disinclination in the 
writer to do justice, in her general remarks, to the 
Turks. She exhibits a sectarian zeal against Ma- 
homedanism, and tries the mosque with the meas- 
ure of the kirk. We have often reason (not 
questioning her object, or the excellence of it) to 
except to her fone on this subject. But we make 
the necessary allowance as the volume goes on, and 
do not find that this ultra-religious zeal affects any- 
thing very seriously but her logic and her rhetoric. 

Passing several most charming sketches in Smyr- 
na, we must visit a very grave and learned dervish, 
Abdul Mesrour. living in the suburbs. He is an 
astrologer, and must be visited with the morning 
star ; at any rate before six in the morning. He 
has, for his porter, a little negro slave, who is as 
good as a page from the Arabian Nights; but we 
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omit all preliminary description, excellent as it is, 
and come to the conversation. 

“ He commenced by asking me how old I was? 
when I told him, he ejaculated ‘ Wonderful!’ wheth- 
er in allusion to my extreme old age, or in astonish- 
ment that I should have travelled so far, I cannot 
say. He then inquired after the health of my hus- 
band, and as I knew by experience how impossible 
it is here, where no young lady is unmarried after 
twelve or fourteen years of age, to convince him 
that no such person existed, I merely bowed in 
return, which he took as an intimation that that 
imaginary gentleman was in good health, and ex- 
pressed himself much gratified thereby. 

‘* He now desired tu be informed what country I 
belonged to, and I perceived, from the rather singu- 
lar ideas he had formed as to the geographical posi- 
tion of Great Britain, that his profound astronomical 
researches had led him to treat the details of our 
own little planet with much contemptuous indiffer- 
ence. This, however, he seemed to think a good 
opportunity for obtaining some lighter instruction 
in an easy and familiar manner, and he therefore 
requested I would give him a full and particular 
account of the government, laws, religion, and civil 
institutions of England, with which he modestly 
acknowledged himself altogether unacquainted. 
Monsieur V laughed heartily at my look of de- 
spair when this herculean task was proposed to me; 
but happily I broke down at the very outset, for I 
failed signally in my first attempt to convince him 
that England was governed by a female monarch, 
and he was so disgusted at my trying to impose on 
him in this manner, that he gave up any further 
inquiries.” 

Our next extract is from a scene in 


THE SLAVE-MARKET OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 


“ A most interesting group presented itself be- 
fore us: two young female slaves, both with most 
pleasing countenances, stood together closely em- 
braced, the arm of the one round the neck of the 
other ; their attitude, as well as the strong likeness 
between them, pointing them out at once as sisters. 
By thcir side was an African slave-dealer, in whose 
ferocious countenance it seemed impossible to dis- 
cern a trace of human feeling. He was armed with 
a large heavy stick, with which he drove them 
to and fro, literally like a herd of animals. Three 
or four Turks were discussing, with considerable 
animation, the price of one of the women ; but the 
bargain had been struck just before we came in, and 
one of the party, a stout, good-looking man, was 
paying down the money. When this was com- 
pleted, with an imperious movement of the hand, 
he motioned to his newly-purchased slave to follow 
him. It was the youngest and the most timid of 
the two sisters whom he had selected. Nothing 
could have been rnore painful than to watch the in- 
tense, the terrified anxiety, with which both had 
followed the progress of sale ; and now it was con- 
cluded, and they knew that the moment of separa- 
tion was arrived, she whose fate had been sealed, 
disengaged herself, and, turning round, placed her 
two hands on her sister’s shoulders, with a firm 
grasp, and gazed into her eyes. Not words, not 
tears, could have expressed one half of the mute, 
unutterable despair that dwelt in that long, heart- 
Tending gaze. It were hard to say which face was 
most eloquent of misery ; but the Turk was impa- 
tient ; he clapped his hands together. This was a 
well-known signal. A slight tremor shook the 
frame of the young slave ; her arms fell powerless 
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at her side, and she turned to follow her master. 
The voiceless but agonized farewell was over. In 
another moment, we could just distinguish her slen- 
der figure threading its way through the crowd, in 
company with the other slaves belonging to the 
Turk. Her sister had hid herself behind her com- 
panions, and now sat on the ground, her head sunk 
upon her folded arms.” 

Other sketches of like dreadful incidents in that 
horrible human market are even more powerful. 
The examination by a fat phlegmatic Turk, of the 
tecth, the arms, the flesh, and general condition of 
a group of handsome young Circussians, not uncon- 
scious of their misery and degradation, but looking 
at the girl from Europe ‘‘ with unutterable sadness,” 
is very painfully affecting. 


SKETCHES. 


A NIGHT ON THE BLACK SEA. 


“ Directly below me, an unfortunate lady was 
extended on a mattress on the floor, which was in- 
laid with polished wood; every tine the vessel 
rolled, the mattress and its burden slid down the 
room to the opposite wall, where the lady received 
a violent blow on the head, and then, as the ship 
righted again, returned slowly to their place. There 
was a species of fascination in this slow torture, 
which occupied me the whole night; and such was 
the state to which we were all reduced, that al- 
though the lady who thus helplessly acted the part 
of a living pendulum, was my own mother, I lay 
composedly watching her sail away to the other 
side, and waited till she should come back and 
knock her head, without even making an effort to 
relieve her. Daylight brought no improvement in 
our position, and I alone had strength enough left 
to creep on deck. I managed to craw! round to of- 
fer my assistance to the inmates of the respective 
berths before I left the room; but I received no 
other answer from any, than an entreaty that I 
would put a speedy termination to their existence.” 

Here is a description of some of the writer's fel- 
Jow-vovagers, a party of ‘Turks at supper on deck. 

“I found the whole party seated round a large 
bow] of pilaf, into which they were digging joyously 
and savagely; nodding their turbans over it, with 
solemn ejaculations of Mahomedan piety, and cram- 
ming it down their throats with a celerity which 
seemed to have no other object but a philosophical 
desire to ascertain how much they could swallow 
in a given time, without any reference to the nour- 
ishment to be derived therefrom. I wished them a 
good appetite, in Greek, which is a set phrase I 
knew they would understand; and they were all 
so delighted with this proof of intelligence on my 
part, that I narrowly escaped being choked by the 
great bullets of rice which they speedily rolled up 
in the palms of their hands, and, would have jerked 
down my throat with singular dexterity, had I not 
earnestly deprecated so oriental a proof of good-will. 
One corpulent old gentleman, who seemed to have 
had a superior education, sat looking at me with 
profound disgust, and affectedly stroked his yellow 
slippers whenever they even came in contact with 
my dress. I specially addressed him with a polite 
invocation for the increase of his appetite, ee 
so voracious, that had my wish been fulfilled, 
doubt if any amount of food would have satisfied 
him ; but though he gravely responded, I saw it had 
no effect in subduing the savageness of his feelings 
towards me; I was still a ghiaour, and a thing 
without a soul, and therefore to be despised ; seeing 
this, I went to my father and begged a little tobacco 
from him, with which I returned, and silently pre- 
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sented to him; ‘ Mashallah,’ he exclaimed, this 
was quite another story; the soulless thing hada 
wonderful instinct for comprehending his precise 
tastes, and he instantly became the most atfable 
and talkative of old gentlemen.’’ 

A haughtier specimen of the Turk subsequently 
presents itself. He is going on a mission to Bel- 
grade, and will Jet nobody but his pipe-bearer 
approach his sofa of state. But he relaxes into a 
game of chess. 

‘ In the evening when candles were brought in, 
Monsieur Ernest proposed to me to play at chess, 
and we were just sitting down, when the haughty 
Turk, who seemed rather tired of his solitary gran- 
deur, on the state canopy, from which he had 
driven all others by his surly looks, suddenly shuf- 
fled down, and coming towards us, very coolly set 
Monsieur Ernest aside, and intimated that he him- 
self would do me the honor to play with me. There 
was something rather comical in the idea of playing 
chess with a Turk, and although the technical 
terns of that game in the Turkish language had 
certainly formed no part of my education, I thought, 
with the help of a few of the wonted exclamations, 
it might be managed, so we sat down with all due 
solemnity. His head with the turban and Jong 
beard certainly did look uncommonly fierce over the 
chess-board, but we found no difficulty as to the 
science of the game; for the word ‘check,’ or 
* ehec,’ seemed to have been converted into Turkish 
as ‘ chok,’ and the king he called ‘ pasha ;’ and as 
he was a first-rate player, he beat me in about ten 
moves, repeating ‘chok, pasha,’ pertinaciously, till 
he check-mated me outright.” 

Monsieur Ernest himself, however, and his wor- 
thy uncle, must not be omitted from our extracts. 
They are fellow-travellers with the author, and 
become great favorites with her. Very deserved- 
ly ; if they helped to amuse her, as much as, with 
their help, she certainly amuses her readers. 

“ Monsieur de B—— had always informed us 
that his nephew had gained a prize at college, des- 
tined to reward a perfect knowledge of the German 
language, and it is probable that he can, indeed, 
read it very well; but his accent is very peculiar, 
and as he has never attempted to speak it before, 
no waiter has yet been found capable of understand- 
ing him; so that, when he gives his orders, their 
interpretation of his carefully-prepared speeches, 
invariably appears in the shape of some strange 
breakfast or dinner, altogether different from what 
he has asked and expected ; and then Monsieur de 
B— invariably exclaims, with a look of surprise, 
‘et pourtant, Ernest, you gained the prize for,’ &c.: 
the climax, however, was put to his discomfiture, 
to-day, in the most amusing manner. 

« We had agreed to play at chess, and he volun- 
teered to ask for the chess-board, refusing all offers 
of assistance. Presently he came back, most tri- 
umphantly, to say that the man had perfectly under- 
stood him, and was to bring it immediately. He 
prepared the little table between us with great ani- 
mation, and called for all our companions who were 
in the habit of watching our play. We waited 
some time, but the chess-board did not appear, and 
at last the waiter happening to pass through the 
room, Monsieur Ernest asked if he were not going 
to bring it? His answer was prompt but mysteri- 
ous; he said that it was not yet heated. e had 
heard of heated chess-players, but never of a heated 
chess-board ; and Monsieur Ernest began to look 
very uneasy, when suddenly the door opened, and 
the man appeared with a large leg of ham, smoking 
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hot, which he placed on the table between us, with 
plates and everything requisite, for a comfortable 
dejeuner & deur, which he supposed we meant to 
enjoy together. There is, in fact, a considerable 
similarity between the words which express in 
German a ham and a chess-board; and amidst the 
rage of Monsieur Ernest, and the infinite amuse- 
ment of every one else, the voice of Monsieur de 
B—— was stil] heard wondering ‘ et pourtant, Er- 
nest, tu as gagné, &c."” 

They reach the Hungarian town of Buda, and 
Monsieur Ernest is in great excitement and anxiety 
to see the famous crown of St. Stephen, which is 
kept in the palace of the Prince Palatine there. 
But obliging as a Swiss guide is disposed to be, he 
cannot make M. Ernest out. 

‘* Sometimes he put on an expression of the most 
hopeless despondency, and turned to me as though 
he thought {should have been able to understand 
him, saying, piteously, ‘ What does the little gen- 
tleman want?’ At last, when he seemed about to 
usher us out without having seen the famous crown, 
Monsieur Ernest became highly excited, and his 
impatience rendering him still more incoherent, the 
poor man grew quite bewildered, and not having 
the smallest idea of what he was asking for, the 
conversation which followed between them was 
most ludicrous. ‘Sie haben ein Kron?’ (you have 
got a crown’) said Monsieur Ernest to him, very 
decidedly. ‘It Armer mensch!’ ‘I have got no 
crown.’ ‘Yes, you have—you have got a crown 
and a sceptre.’ ‘Holy Saint Nicholas! I have 
neither crown nor sceptre—I am a poor man with 
a large family.’ ‘ A king's crown,’ shouted Mon- 
sieur Ernest, ‘and a sceptre and a mantle.’ ‘Ich 
bin kein konig,’ he said, doggedly, ‘ and I have not 
got a sceptre, I keep the keys.’ At last, catching 
at a word, he made out his meaning, and told us 
the crown was at Vienna; when Monsieur de 
B— wound up the whole by remarking, ‘Et pour- 
tant, Ernest, it is very strange that you should have 
gained,” &c.”’ 

We shall close our extracts with one of the best 
descriptions of a harem that we have had from a 
modern traveller. It is the harem of the Pacha of 
Widdin, one of the most populous towns of Bul- 
garia. That grave and important personage had 
been so much struck with the solemnity and polite- 
ness of the European lJady-traveller as to order her 
admittance to even the sultana’s apartments, and 
she was conducted by a duenna to her highness’ 
chamber. 

‘‘ We were interrupted by the arrival of some 
fifteen or sixteen young slaves, who came running 
into the room, laughing and talking like a party of 
school girls, each one pausing at the door to make 
me the usual salutation, and then clustering to- 
gether in groups to gaze at me with the most eager 
interest. They all wore the same dress, and cer- 
tainly it looked on them most singularly graceful, 
as they stood in a sort of Janguishing, indolent atti- 
tude, with their arms folded, and their long almond- 
shaped eyes, half closed. It consisted of a loose 
silk jacket, reaching to the waist, another under- 
neath, of a different color, falling below the knee, 
and finally a pair of enormously wide trousers, 
either wholly red or a mixture of gay colors, 
which almost covered their little yellow slippers. 
A silk handkerchief and various other ornaments 
were twisted in their hair with quite as much 
genuine coquetry as is to be found in more civilized 
countries. Of all the number, only three struck 
me as having any great claim to beauty ; but cer- 
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tainly creatures more lovely than they were could 
nowhere have been seen. Two of them were Cir- 
cassians, with long fair hair and soft brown eyes ; 
the other was, Cak a Georgian—very dark, 
with beautiful features, and the most haughty ex- 
pression of countenance. It was evident that she 
was held in great respect as the mother of a fine 
little boy, whom she had-in her arms. All of them 
had their nails dyed with that odious henna, with 
which they disfigure their hands and feet. 

“ Presently there was a strange shuffling noise 
heard without, a prodigious rustling of silk and 
satin, and the interpreter, hurrying in, announced 
the sultana. The slaves fell back, and arranged 
themselves in order. I rose up, and her highness 
entered, preceded by two negro boys, and followed 
by half a dozen women. She was a tall, dignified- 
looking person, of some five and thirty, and far 
from handsome. Nothing could be more splendid 
than her dress, or more perfectly ungraceful. She 
wore a pair of light blue silk trousers, so exces- 
sively large and wide, that it was with the greatest 
difficulty she could walk ; over these, a narrew robe, 
of red cashmere, covered with gold embroidery, 
with a border of flowers, also worked in gold, at 
least six inches wide. This garment was about 
five yards long, and open at the two sides as far as 
the knee, so that it swept on the ground in all di- 
rections. Her waist was bound by a cashmere 
scarf, of great value ; and from her shoulders hung 
an ample pelisse, of brown satin, lined with the 
most beautiful zibeline fur. Her head-dress was a 
silk handkerchief, embroidered with gold; and to 
complete her costume, she was literally covered 
with diamonds. 

“ She received me in the most amiable manner, 
though with great stateliness and dignity; and 
when I begged the interpreter to tell her highness 
how greatly I felt the honor she had done me, in 
inviting me to visit her, her features relaxed into a 
smile, and dragging herself and her load of finery 
to the divan, she placed herself upon it, and desired 
me to sit beside her. I obeyed, and had then to 
recommence all the compliments and salutations I 
had gone through at the pasha’s, with still greater 
energy ; for I could sec plainly that both herself and 
her slaves, who stood in a semicircle round us, were 
very tenacious of her dignity, and that they watched 
most critically every movement I made. 

“I was determined, therefore, to omit nothing 
that should give them a high idea of my ‘savoir 
vivre,’ according to their own notions, and begun 
by once more gravely accepting a pipe. At the 
panan I had managed merely to hold it in my 

and, occasionally touching it with my lips, with- 
out really using it; but I soon saw that, with some 
twenty pairs of eyes fixed jealously upon me, I 
must smoke here—positively and actually smoke— 
or be considered a violator of all the laws of good 
breeding. ‘The tobacco was so mild and fragrant, 
that the penance was not so great as might have 
been expected; but I could scarcely help laughing 
at the ludicrous position I was placed in, seated in 
state on a large square cushion, smoking a long 
pipe, the other end of which was supported by a 

neeling slave, and bowing solemnly to the sultana 
between almost every whiff. 

“ Coffee, sweatmeats, and sherbert (the most 
delightful of all pleasant draughts) were brought to 
me in constant succession, by two little negroes, 
and a pretty young girl, whose duty it was to pre- 
sent me the richly embroidered napkin, the corner 
of which I was expected to make use of as it lay 
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on her shoulder, as she knelt before me. ‘These 
refreshments were offered to me in beautiful crystal 
vases, little gold cups, and silver trays, of which, 
for my misfortune, they seemed to possess a large 
supply, as I was obliged to go through a never- 
ending course of daintics, in order that they might 
have an opportunity of displaying them all. 

‘t One arduous duty I felt it was quite necessary I 
should perform, and this was, to bestow as much 
admiration on the sultana’s dress as I knew she 
would expect me to feel; 1 therefore exhausted all 
my eloquence in praise of it, to which she listened 
with a pleased smile, and then, to my surprise, rose 
up and Jeft the room. I was afraid I had offended 
her; but in a few minutes after, she returned, in a 
new costume, equally splendid and unbecoming, 
and I once more had to express my enthusiasm and 
delight, which seemed greatly to gratify her. She 
then returned the compliment, by minutely inspect- 
ing my own dress; and the slaves, forgetting all 
ceremony in their curiosity, crowded eagerly round 
me. 

“ My bonnet sadly puzzled them; and when, to 
please them, I took it off, they were most dread- 
fully scandalized to see me with my hair uncovered, 
and could scarcely believe that I was not ashamed 
to sit all day without a veil or handkerchief; they 
could not conceive, either, why I should wear 
gloves, unless it should be to hide the want of 
henna, with which they offered to supply me. 
They then proceeded to ask me the most extraor- 
dinary questions—many of which I really found it 
hard to answer. My whole existence was as in- 
comprehensible to this poor princess, vegetating 
from day to day within her four walls, as that of a 
bird in the air must be to a mole burrowing in the 
earth. Her life consisted, as she told me, of 
sleeping, eating, dressing and bathing. She never 
walked further than from one room to another, and 
I can answer for her not having an idea beyond the 
narrow limits of her prison. It is a strange and 
most unnatural state to which these poor women 
are brought; nor'do I wonder that the Turks, 
whose own detestable egotism alone causes it, 
should declare that they have no souls. 

‘ Her highness now sent for her children, to 
show them to me, which proved that I was rapidly 
advancing in her good graces; and, as I luckily 
knew well that I must not look at them without 
pronouncing the wish that they might live forever, 
in case I should have an evil eye, she was well 
disposed to receive all my praiscs of them, and to 
allow me to caress them. She had four fine little 
children, and the eldest of them, a boy of six years 
old, was so perfect a miniature of his father, that it 
was quite ludicrous. He was dressed exactly in 
the same way, wearing even a little sword ; and he 
came in bowing with so precisely the same digni- 
fied manner, that I really should as soon have 
thought of offering bons-bons to the pasha himself 
as to this imposing little personage.”’ 

The sultana’s affection is quite won by admira- 
tion of the children, and, with one of those sudden 
thoughts which do honor to the female heart in 
Bulgaria as well as in Britain, proposes through 
the interpreter, that she and her new friend should 
be “‘ sisters.” So they swear eternal friendship, 
and in earnest of the compact the lady traveller is 
obliged to receive a handsome diamond ring. But 
if she made as favorable an impression on the sul 
tana as her book is likely to make upon her readers, 
she deserved the sultana’s gift. 
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Arrairs or Honor.—A remarkable sequel to 


the Dujarier duel has engaged the Paris gossips, in 
the shape of a trial which exhibited the Viscomte 
d’Ecquevilley, formerly one of the witnesses for 


the defendant Beauvallon, now as a prisoner charged 


with perjury; M. Beauvallon taking his turn as a 
hard-swearing witness. The French papers are 


full of the proceedings ; but for the English reader, 
the connected narrative supplied by the Times, 


which goes back to the original affair, will be at 


once more intelligible and more interesting. 


“In a most equivocal society, composed of ‘ lit- 
erary men and actresses,’ Beauvallon [editor of the 
resse] quar- 
relled at a card-table, and a challenge from the 
Beauvallon wished to fight 
with the small sword; a weapon which M. Duja- 
rier, well aware of his own helplessness and his 
opponent’s skill, declined, and selected pistols, as 
giving him, at all events, a better chance for life, 
though even on those terms he had to oppose the 
most utter inexperience on his own side to notorious 


Globe] and M. Dujarier [editor of the 


former was the result. 


excellence on that of his adversary. At six o’clock 


on the morning of the duel, Beauvallon repaired to 
D’Ecquevilley’s garden ; where by appointment he 
-= met a M. de Meynard, and commenced practising 
ata mark. So admirable was his performance as 
to elicit a compliment from Meynard; which he 


acknowledged by stating that the pistols belonged 


to his brother-in-law, and that he was well ac- 


quainted with their peculiar capabilities. After the 
practice, D’E:cquevilley and Beauvallon proceeded 
to M. Dujarier’s seconds to arrange the conditions 
of the ducl. The meeting had been fixed for nine 
o'clock, and M. Dujarier was punctual to the hour ; 
his adversary, however, was not-so; and M. Duja- 
rier was kept waiting shivering in the snow till half- 
past eleven ; when Beauvallon stepped out of a snug 
carriage, with his clothes wadded, and with a very 
reasonable confidence in his instruments and his 
arm. So palpably had the duel been forced on the 
unfortunate victim, and so little ground was there, 
even according to a Frenchman's code, fur this com- 
bat à l’outrance, that M. Bertrand, his second, a 
son of the marshal, went to unusual lengths of 
negotiation on the spot, and actually ‘ supplicated’ 
Beauvallon to proceed no further; an intervention 
which was cut short by the reply, ‘ No, I have not 
come here for nothing.’ On this rebuff, M. Ber- 
trand betook himself to his charge of loading the 
pistols ; when he discovered, to his astonishment, 
that the barrel was actually warm in his hand; and 
upon inserting his finger in the bore, it was perfectly 
blackened from the soil of the recent discharges. 
He dropped the weapon instantly, exclaiming that 
the duel was impossible ; when D’Ecquevilley reit- 
erated his solemn word of honor that Beauvallon 
had never seen the instruments, and that the barrel 
had merely been soiled by a little powder flashed 
of (flambagr) to air it. The combatants were 
accordingly placed on the ground. The shot from 
the shivering and unpractised arm of M. Dujarier 
passed fu!l sixty paces from his antagonist, who 
was now in legal command of his victim’s life. So 
gratifying was this crisis that he was reluctant to 
end it; and, instead of firing, stood ‘looking full 
at M. Dujarier with a sort of pride,’ till at length 
M. Bertrand called out, ‘ Dépéchez vous donc, M. 
Beauvallon.’ He then did fire, and shot M. Duja- 
rier through the brain. 
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“ The origin and incidents of the last trial are 
equally striking. After the duel, D’Ecquevilley 
went to Meynard and made interest with him to 
conceal the facts respecting the ownership of the 
pistols and the previous practice. To a suggestion 
of D’Ecquevilley’s that he should come into court 
and directly perjure himself on this point he de- 
murred, saying it was dishonorable, but consented 
to absent himself while D’Ecquevilley swore to all 
that was required. He soon, however, began to 
babble, and was urged to retract his admissions ; 
which he declined to do, but agreed to tell no more, 
and to do all that he could, consistently with his 
honor, to inspire a belief that the reports he had 
circulated were false. Unfortunately, his forbear- 
ance was tried beyond its powers; and the result 
was a formal deposition, which occasioned the pres- 
ent trial. His statements were contirmed by the 
seconds, by the surgeon in attendance, and by a 
multitude of indirect proofs, which left no doubts 
upon the mind of the court. Even the mistress of 
Meynard deposed that Beauvallon had called upon 
her on his way to the practice befure the duel on 
that morning, had told her he was going to some 
pistol-shooting, and had endeavored to make an 
appointment with her for a ball in the evening; a 
mark of confidence in the result of the engagement 
which she afterwards could not help recollecting. 
On the trial, Beauvallon and Bertrand were con- 
fronted ; and on the president's remarking that the 
evidence of the latter contradicted that of the former, 
‘ You would have then,’ exclaimed Beauvallon, ‘a 
duel between M. Bertrand and myself?” When 
we add that Dr. Guise, the medical witness, de- 
posed to his having been challenged by D’Ecque- 
villey, and that the brother-in-law, the owner of 
the pistols, actually challenged one of the witnesses 
in the witness-room of the court, our readers may 
form some idea of the uses of duelling in such soci- 
ety. 

“It would be unjust to conceal that the judgment 
of the court on all these points was severe, and 
that public opinion did on this occasion side with 
the court. Itis true that Alexandre Dumas and 
some other lights of literature tendered emphatic 
testimony to the honor, probity, and integrity of 
the accused. But the court sentenced D'Mcquevil- 
ley to ten years’ reclusion; a sentence involving 
the severest Jabor and imprisonment for that period, 
and entailing civil degradation and indelible infamy 
as its sequel. Beauvallon, the voluntary witness 
for his ‘ friend,’ is also placed under arrest for man- 
ifest perjury during this trial; an event which will 
at length bring some punishment home to him, but 
which will fall very short of securing him his 
deserts. 

“ One incident on the trial is both too extrava- 
gant and too characteristic to be omitted from its 
report. Here were two men who to a systematic 
life of the grossest profligacy, sustained by swind- 
ling and shielded by imposture, had added a delib- 
erate and concerted murder, the fine for which they 
had evaded by absconding, and the facts of which 
they were laboring to conceal by cool conspiracy 
and unrepenting perjury. Yet when Beauvallon 
is told by the judge that he can no longer ‘ consider 
himself a gentleman,’ he colors up with indignation, 
and can hardly restrain himself from a violent pro- 
test in the open court!” 


From Sharpe’s Magazine. 
THE MARTYRED TEMPLAR. 
ALTERED FROM THE GERMAN OF SPINDLER. 


Ir was a wild rocky coast ; the gale was tremen- 
dous, and the waves ran high, so that a young fish- 
erman who had been struggling for some hours to 
effect a landing, had the utmost difficulty in at last 
running his little vessel on shore in a narrow sandy 
cove, the entrance to which was almost concealed by 
the high cliffs. Here he proposed to remain until the 
storm should subside, it being too far away from his 
home to think of returning there by land, in dark- 
ness, and over a difficult pathway. His only com- 
panion was a boy, who, though not grown up, had 
strength enough to assist in adjusting the sails, and 
sometimes in rowing. The remains of a ruined 
chapel, dedicated to St. John, were about a quarter 
of a mile distant, and hither the mariners wended 
their way to seek shelter for the night. Strange 
stories were circulated with regard to the sacred 
remains; for the inhabitants of the north of Europe 
were quite as superstitious, when the incidents of 
uur story took place, some centuries ago, as their 
descendants are now; and it argued some courage 
on the part of the young fisherman to venture there 
at all. They had scarcely reached the old build- 
ing, and stretched their weary limbs under the part 
of the chapel still protected by a roof, when the boy 
started, and whispered to his master, ‘* Hark! do 
you not hear the sound of men's voices? And 
there! see a light through the grating that covers 
the vault.” 

“ Hush!” said the fisherman, ‘‘ creep softly to 
the grating, and try if you can discover anything 
without being seen.” 

The buy obeyed, and informed his master that a 
great assembluge of men were gathered together 
below, who seemed to be consulting in a strange 
language, which he could not understand. They 
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rything simply as it had happened, and the boy 
corroborated his narrative; so that it was easily 
seen that they were not spies, and that they had had 
no time to make any discoveries, while, from pure 
curiosity, looking down the vault. Upon this, the 
stately-looking chief dismissed the lad, ordering him 
to returo home immediately, and, if he valued his 
life, never to breathe a word of what he had seen 
and heard. The boy promised all that was required ; 
and, being set free, darted away like a frightened 
deer, Jeaving his master in the hands of the stran- 
gers. 

‘You are a fisherman, are you not?” asked the 
chief. ‘*Do you think that you could convey a 
man, without luggage or other encumbrance, to the 
coast of France ; set him on shore in the neighbor- 
hood of Calais; and after waiting till he had fin- 
ished his business, however Jong that might detain 
him, convey him safely here again?” 

“« Why not?’ exclaimed the fisherman, after a 
moment of consideration. ‘‘ My boat is an excel- 
lent one, or it would not have survived this gale. 
I have gone to France before, so I understand very 
well how to steer my way through the high seas. 
There is nothing to hinder me, provided you give 
me a suitable reward.”’ 

‘¢ Do not be afraid,” said the chief ; ‘* I shall take 
care you shall be handsomely recompensed. In the 
mean time go and get ready your little bark, for 
your passenger must embark without delay.” 

‘ T must go home first,” said the fisherman, who 
had by this time lost his fear, ‘‘ to provide food and 
other necessaries for the voyage.” 

‘« That you shall not,” said the chief, with an 
oath. ‘* Your passenger will provide everything ; 
in the mean time you must be watched.”’ 

With these words he reëntered the chapel; and 
the sentinel in the white mantle accompanied the 
astonished fisherman to the cove where his little 
vessel was lying. ‘They had not long to wait; for 


were clad in white mantles, and each carried a | a fine-looking young man, in a dark dress, speedily 
drawn sword in his hand; but the indistinct hight: followed them, and, after handing in a few neces- 
prevented him discovering more. The young! saries, stepped lightly into the boat, and silently sat 
Rsherman turned pale at this intelligence, and ex-! down on the plank laid across the middle for his 


claimed, ‘t God preserve us! These must be the 
great lords from France, that have taken refuge in 


our country. Some people say they go to St. | 


Juha’s Chapel to pray, and others that it is for 
wicked purposes they assemble here! At any rate 
let us depart, for it is not safe to remain, lest they 
discover us, and think we are spies.” 

So saying he took the boy by the hand, and 
dragged him away, but the noise of their footsteps, 
and the long shadows moving in the moonshine, 
betrayed them to one of the party, who was sta- 
tioned outside as a sentinel. ‘* Halt !"’ was cried 


! accommodation. He took no notice of the sentinel, 
| not even youchsafing him an adieu; and, making 
signs to the fisherman to steer, leaned his head on 
the cross of his sword, and looked moodily at the 
waves over which the vessel danced merrily, the 
storm by this time having completely subsided. 
The stranger appeared to be dumb, for during 
ithe whole of the following day not a syllable es- 
caped his lips; and when the fisherman that evening 
put into a little seaport, he handed him money in 
‘solemn silence, making signs to him to purchase 
more provisions. While he rested along the bot- 
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in a loud voice ; and an armed man in a white man- | tom of the buat, during the man’s absence, he was 
tle advanced with threatening gestures towards | careful to conceal his face in his cloak whenever 


them. ‘The boy then threw himself on the ground ; 
the fisherman, kneeling, begged for mercy, assuring 
his captor that his presence in the chapel was pure- 
ly accidental. l 

“ What weather, brother?” cried a second man 
in white, appearing at the door of the vault. 

‘Tt rains,” said the first; and the questioner 
instantly disappeared. Had not terror obscured the 
faculties of the captives, they would have taken the 
strangers for madmen, as the storm had abated, 
and nothing could be clearer than the firmament at 
this moment; the stars were shining brightly, and 
not a single rain-drop was to be felt. A tall and 


any one approached. On the return of the fisher- 
man he betook’ himself to slumber, and the poor 
fellow once more laid hold of the rudder, cursing 
the stupidity of his companion, who never offered 
to assist him, nor even cheered him by friendly con- 
versation. Sleep at last unloosed the tongue of 
the strange passenger; his dreams appeared to be 
troubled; words escaped from his lips, and were 
audible to the astonished fisherman, even through 
the folds of his mantle, which he had drawn over 
his countenance. : 

‘© Will it then be accomplished ?” he muttered. 
“« Wiil the noble building be completed? Shall J 


atately man now stepped out of the vault, and be- | mix tho cement, and build up the pillars? Oh! mas- 


gan to question them. The fisherman related eve- 
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ter, master! You might have spared your comrade 
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this duty.” Other mysterious words he continued 
to murmur, which were almost unintelligible. 

‘¢ Oh, ho!” said the fisherman to himself ; ‘* the 
secret is out now! Well, how I have been mis- 
taken! I thought my passenger had been some- 
thing extraordinary, and now I find he is only a 
common mason, or hewcr of stones. And these 
French gentlemen have probably come to our parts 
in order to repair, and build again, those chapels 
and churches which have been ruined by pirates, or 
during the wars. A most pious undertaking, and 
one highly to he commended! At this moment 
the eyes of the fisherman were arrested by the 
sword which hung at the young man’s side, and 
shaking his head, he continued, ‘ Well, well! If 
I did not take the fellow for a noble knight! How- 
ever, it does not matter; since a mason’s gold is 
quite as good for my purpose as that of a man of 
quality.” 

In the same manner passed away other twenty- 
four hours, the young man still preserving the strict- 
est silence, till at last they arrived at Calais, when, 
for the first time, he addressed the fisherman. ‘‘ So 
this ie the coast of France!” he exclaimed, as he 
stoed up in the little bark ; and looking towards the 
shore, sighed heavily. The fisherman assented, and 
asked him where he wished to be Janded. The 
youth seemed overpowered with strong emotion ; 
his breast heaved; his face was flushed; and he 
took off his hat, and tore open his vest to cool him- 
self, although the rain was falling in torrents. The 
fisherman, after waiting in vain for an answer, turned 
the boat’s head towards a secluded landing-place, at 
a short distance from the town ; and running up close 
to the little quay, the stranger hastily leaped on 
shore. A small hut was near, but instead of taking 
shelter there from the inclemency of the weather, 
as the mariner advised, the young man told him to 
hold his tongue ; and proceeded himself to inquire, 
at the cottager’s, the road to the chapel of ‘‘ Our 
Lady of Tempests.” The inhabitants of the hut 
described the path to be long and difficult; the 
young man, however, had already taken his resolu- 
tion. ‘* By the third day, at furthest,” whispered 
he to the fisherman, ‘‘I shall return.” Then, 
wrapping himeelf in his mantle, and using his sword 
as a pilgrim’s staff to support his steps, he proceeded 
along the wet and slippery track which had been 
indicated. By and by he reached a cross erected 
at the side of the road; and throwing himself on 
his knees, embraced the cold stone, while tears filled 
his eyes. ‘‘ Mother earth! holy ground, where I 
was born!” he stammered forth, sobbing; ‘‘ with 
what changed feelings do I now behold thee! 
Would to God it had been spared me thus to return 
as an assassin to the land of my ancestors! Alas! 
I must again flee from thee, beloved country, as 
soon as my vow shall be accomplished ! 
Hail once more to the dear land of France; and, 
oh! dark night! shield me with thy dusky wings, 
that no one may follow on my track—no one watch 
the deed I am about to do !” 

Having said these words, he rose, and walked 
manfully forward towards a distant field, from which 
a light glimmered faintly. The rain fell more and 
more heavily, and the way became more difficult ; 
whilst the damp mantle of the traveller clogged his 
steps, impeding every motion with its weight. The 
storm raged without; but more tumultuous still were 
the feelings which contended within the bosom of 
the youth. By the time he reached the little church 
whence the light had proceeded, his strength was 
nearly exhausted ; and he was obliged to sit down 
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to recover himself, while he tried to distinguish the 
objects around him. ‘‘ Here is the church,” he 
murmured, ‘‘ of which the master spoke. There to 
the right I can discern the large white cross, still 
visible through the darkness. On the left I hear the 
gushing of a brook ;—all is, in short, as was de- 
scribed. Courage, then! Advance! If not deceived 
by the mist, I think I can trace the outline of a 
building, which I must shortly reach.—There is the 
goal of my labors !”’ 

He was not mistaken, and soon reached the 
building ; it was in the form of a square, and sur- 
rounded by a field inclosed by a stone wall, a small 
gate forming the entrance. The young man sprung 
over it, and passing by numerous implements of 
agriculture piled against outhouses, reached the 
entrance of the building, and climbing up the ruin- 
ous steps, gave two loud and quick knocks on the 
door, which he followed after a second or two by a 
third, long and resounding. A dog within the 
house now began to bark. No one came, however, 
and the stranger was obliged to repeat the signal, 
which he did in exactly the same manner. At 
length a man’s voice was heard, asking what was 
wanted. 

“ I ama poor and hungry pilgrim, who has lost 
his way,” replied the youth. ‘*Can you give me 
shelter ?”’ 

After a short pause a light was seen through the 
window, steps approached, the bolt was withdrawn, 
and the door opened. The stranger had mean- 
while laid his hand on the hilt of the dagger which 
he wore below his clothes ; but his purpuse faltered 
when he beheld the man who advanced to greet 
him. Benevolence and frankness were depicted on 
his countenance, as he welcomed the wet and weary 
wanderer. The hand of the youth sank powerless 
as he relinquished his dagger, and his tongue stam- 
mered as he inquired, if he were now in the pres- 
ence of the proprietor Gilbert. The man replied in 
the affirmative. 

“ Then I greet you in the name of God, and of 
St. John, whom we both acknowledge as our pa- 
tron,” said the youth, holding out his hand. t‘ And 
I call upon you to greet me at my entrance under 
your roof.” 

At this salutation, Gilbert staggered back aston- 
ished, while the mysterious grasp with which the 
unknown pressed his hand increased his fear and 
bewilderment. 

“ Why do you not respond to my greeting! 
Why not make the sign with your hand?” asked 
the stranger, boldly. ‘* Brother Perrail, that is not 
right!” 

Ashy pale, Gilbert supported himself against the 
wall. ‘*Then you know—?” he stammered ; but 
soon recovering himself, he continued. ‘‘ Let us 
see,” said he, ‘‘it some rogue is not mocking me. 
Your pass-word t”? 

‘* Notuma,’’ replied the youth. 

“ Give me the word!” continued Gilbert, in an 
anxious and threatening tone. 

s Tell me the first letter I shall then give 
you the second,” answered the stranger. 

In this manner they made out the word. Gilbert 
had no longer any doubt. He clasped his hands 
together, and whispered, ‘‘ Man, what wouldst thou 
in my house, that thou comest upon me like a thief 
in the night?’ 

“ I want bread, salt, fire, and shelter,” replied 
the stranger. 

‘‘ Dare I trust you?” inquired Gilbert, with some 
hesitation. 
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‘ Are we not bound by an oath?” said the 
stranger. 

‘* Alas! the oath! ” sighed Gilbert, whilst 
his head sunk upon his breast. 

‘“ Calm yourself,” rejoined the youth. ‘Tam 
a runaway like yourself; therefore am I come to 

ou.” 

: Gilbert scrutinized him for some moments with 
attention, and then shook his head distrustfully. At 
last he closed the door, and led his singular guest 
into an apartment, in the corner of which stood 
a plain, but clean-looking couch. He then set 
bread and wine before him, and, stirring the fire, 
proceeded to dry his wet mantle. 

“ I wish you a sound and peaceful slumber,” he 
then said to the youth, whn in silence watched all 
his proceedings. ‘‘ You are in perfect safety in my 
house. To-morrow we shall talk more.” 

“ Gilbert!” cried a soft and pensive voice from 
an adjoining apartment. ‘‘ Where are you? With 
whom are you talking ?”’ 

“Iam coming,” replied Gilbert, calmly, as he 
shook hands with his guest. 

‘‘Is that your wife, brother Perrailt’’ asked the 
latter, in a significant whisper. 

“« Yes! my wife,” replied the host, in a firm 
voice, after a moment’s pause ; and theu withdrew, 
saying Good night to the stranger. 

The youth long remained standing before the 
fire, watching the burning embers, and plunged in 
contemplation. Now and then he pressed his hand 
on his breast, as though he would thereby calm the 
tumultuous emotions within, ‘‘And shall I bring 
death into this peaceful house ?” said he to himself. 
“ This man, upon whose calm brow is legibly im- 
pressed benevolence and truth, utterly incompatible 
with the perjury of which he is accused—shall I 
blot him out from the land of the living, and make 
his wife, whose soft voice so touched my heart, a 
widow ? Uncle! cruel, cruel uncle! what a 
price hast thou set upon my admission into thy 
order!’? He now paced in great agitation up and 
down the apartment. ‘‘Shame on thee, Guy !”’ 
said he then to himself. ‘‘ Dost thou shudder at 
the trial? Oh! wherefore did my arm tremble when 
I entered this abode! Wherefore did I not smite 
the perjured and accursed one to the earth, thunder- 
ing in his ears, ‘ This is the last greeting of the 
grand master and companions, perjured brother of 
the order ?’—then all would have been done. Oh, 
incomprehensible destiny ! why didst thou restrain 
my arm! Why dost thou compel me to pay hospi- 
tality with ingratitude—nay, with bloodshed ? for the 
deed must be done. Oh, that some friendly spirit 
would warm the unhappy wretch to take flight! If 
he only would make use of this night’s delay! 
happy then should I be; my obligation would be 
fulfilled, and with pure hands I should return to the 
brotherhood. May God, and the blessed Virgin, 
and the holy St. John, direct me what to do!” 
Then, committing himself to the Divine protection, 
the agitated youth, overpowered by fatigue, forgot 
his perplexities, and fell asleep. 

Late the next morning, a sudden noise awakened 
him from a troubled dream. He fancied that he 
beheld his host standing beside his bed with a 
drawn sword in his hand, and that he uttered these 
words :— 

“Die thyself!—thou who camest to sound my 
funeral knell !”’ 

Half asleep, and unable to distinguish imagination 
from reality, he started up with a loud cry, and 
grasped his sword. Then, for the first time, he 
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became aware of the presence of a very beautiful 
woman, with an infant in her arms, who stood near 
his bed. He sank back confused, while the same 
sweet voice that he had heard the night before 
calmed his perplexity. 

‘“ Be not alarmed, dear sir,’ said the fair lady. 
« You must have had a frightful dream, since you 
are so agitated by the voice of a weak woman like 
myself, who now comes to bid you welcome. You 
have slept long ; the sun is now high in the heavens; 
and I bring you your breakfast.” 

Heartily ashamed, Guy took a basin of rich soup 
from the white hands of his hostess, and inquired, 
hesitatingly, whilst he looked around, ‘* Where is 
Perrail ?” 

“ T do not know whom you mean,” replied the 
beautiful woman. ‘‘ Of whom do you speak ?”’ 

In some confusion Guy struck his forehead, and 
then spoke more firmly: ‘‘ Pardon me, I mistook ! 
I meant to ask about your husband, Gilbert.” 

‘s He has gone to the fish-pond to catch fish,” 
replied Blanche, for that was the name of the fair 
lady. ‘* You know this is maigre-day, and my hus- 
band wishes to provide you a guod dinner.’’ 

‘t God be praised !” said Guy to himself, in the 
strong conviction that Perrail had guessed his 
errand, and was now saving himself by flight from 
the vengeance of the order. Joyfully he now raised 
his eyes towards his kind hostess, and sank them 
again, lost in admiration of her beauty. Her simple 
attire added nothing to her loveliness, but, on the 
contrary, borrowed charms from it; while, as she 
stood before the youth, with the innocent child in 
her arms, she seemed to him a living image of the 
Madonna. A rough dog, of enormous size, crouched 
humbly at her feet, and jealously watched every 
motion of his mistress. 

“ The soup is most excellent,” said Guy, as he 
laid down the empty basin. ‘‘ May God reward the 
hospitality you have exercised towards a stranger! 
And now, pardon me for asking, has your husband 
explained to you the business which has led me 
here ?” 

“I know nothing about it,’’ replied Blanche. 
« He did not tell me whether he knew you before 
or not, and has not alluded in any way to the busi- 
ness which brings you here. It is more my duty to 
attend to our guest, than to ask questions concerning 
him.” 

“ But has not I mean Gilbert, explained 
in short, made you acquainted with the cir- 
cumstances of his past life 1’ rejoined Guy. 

“ Oh, yes!’’ replied Blanche, with the simplicity 
of a child. ‘‘ His occupation has always been 
known to every one. The life of a master mason 
is necessarily common-place, and without adven- 
ture, unless during the time passed in travelling to 
learn the trade. Gilbert’s life has been like the rest. 
He was born in the city of Arles, and journeyed 
about in his youth, till he became a master. Then 
he took a fancy to revisit France, the land of his 
birth, and passing through Calais, got acquainted 
with my father, to whom this farm belonged, part 
of the former possessions of the Templars, the ruins 
of whose hospital can be seen from this window. 
My father and Gilbert formed a strong friendship, 
and, after a while, the latter gave up his trade, and 
took to agriculture, when he married me. My father 
did not long enjoy the assistance of his honest son- 
in-law. He died, and was consoled on his death- 
bed by the thought, that he was leaving me toa 
kind protector. Believe me, kind sir, Gilbert is one 
of the best of men, and is respected throughout the 
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whole country. But perhaps you knew him before, | guest to a verandah, which opened on the garden 


and I am tiring you with my talk.” 


‘¢ On the contrary,” said Guy, ‘* you interest me | hospital. 


and commanded a view of the desolate ruins of the 
« Here I think we shall be unheard,” 


greatly. But what is keeping Gilbert? He is very continued he to his moody and stern companion. 
long in returning ; perhaps the pond is at a dis- |“ Speak on.” 


tance.” 

« No,” replied Blanche, ‘‘ it is quite near. I 
begin to wonder also that he is so long.” 

‘t God be praised !’? whispered Guy’s conscience; 
for all conspired to confirm his previous conjecture. 
‘¢ God be praised! He has escaped, and I am spared 
the commission of an act which would have filled 
me with remorse to the end of my days. My errand 
is accomplished, and, to avoid any unlucky mis- 
chance, I shall instantly return to where I left my 
little vessel.” Then, wrapping himself in his man- 
tle, and grasping his sword, he strode towards the 
hearth, where Blanche was busily preparing some 
food. ‘* Farewell, kind hostess! ” he hur- 
riedly began, as though he feared to be detained ; 
“ accept my warmest thanks for your hospitality. 
I must depart immediately. Farewell !’’ 

Blanche raised her eyes in astonishment, unable 
to account for this sudden resolution. ‘‘Are you 
obliged to go?” she inquired. ‘How? What is 
this? I know not what you mean. Is it possible 
that I have offended you?” 

“ On the contrary, you have gained my esteem 
and friendship,” replied Guy, in great agitation ; 
“ and for that very reason I must depart.” 

‘‘] do not comprehend you. My husband, Gil- 
bert, will be very much grieved when he finds you 
gone at his return.” 

‘*T wish to go before his return,” continued Guy. 
“I wish to spare both him and myself a painful 
meeting. Unfortunate woman, do not detain me! 
The happiness of your life is departed, should I 
remain.” Once more he pressed the hand of 
Blanche, and turned towards the door; but started 
back as though annihilated—for on the threshold he 
met Gilbert. 

“ How ? where are you going in such a hurry ?”’ 
exclaimed Gilbert, after silently scanning the youth 
fora moment. ‘* Return, I beg, my worthy guest. 
The weather is unpleasant. A cold wind blows 
from the sea, and the appearance of the sky is more 
like winter than summer.”’ 

“ The gentleman wishes to leave us,” interposed 
Blanche. ‘‘ In my ignorance I have given him of- 
tence ; or else our humble accommodation is not to 
his taste.” 

Gilbert gazed at the youth with acalm and steady 
glance, which penetrated to his soul. ‘‘ Dear, sir,” 
said he, at Jast, to Guy, who stood like a detected 
culprit before him, ‘* you wil] not surely affront me 
»efore my neighbors, by thus suddenly leaving my 
house, without even explaining the business which 
ied yon here. See! I have brought vou beautiful 
ish, which the steward of the estate has kindly per- 
‘nitted me to catch from the pond. Blanche shall 
-ook them, and you shall have as good a dinner as 
the Templars themselves could have had.” 

With these words, he emptied the net in which 
he carried the fish, into a large vessel filled with wa- 
ter, and busied himself in assisting his wife in her 
preparation. Meanwhile, a sudden resolve darted 
into the mind of the youth, and earnestly he grasped 
the hand of his host. 

“ A word with you!” said he, ina meaning tone. 
“Now instantly it must be spoken! I wish 
to be without witnesses.’’ 


“ As you please,” replied Gilbert, calmly ; and 


making signs to Blanche to remain behind, led his 


“ I will,” replied Guy, in constrained tones. “I 
dare not take a place at your table, eat your bread, 
and drink your wine, and afterwards do the deed 
which I am commanded to execute. Cast aside 
your disguise, brother Perrail ; runaway companion 
of the Templars! I myself will do it. Grasp, sign 
and pass-word, have already revealed me to thee as 
a brother; hear now my name. Iam called Guy 
de Montfort, and am the nephew of Aumont, the 
grand master of those who, escaped from the sword 
of the persecutor, have sworn once more to build up 
the Temple of Solomon, in defiance of the powers 
of darkness. I, who am yet but a neophyte, am 
sent here by our noble brotherhood to thee, thou 
perjured master of our order! Canst thou divine 
my errand?” 

« You areto kill me,” replied Perrail, with com- 

osure. *‘ l know the punishment of perjury.”’ 

* You know it,” exclaimed Guy, fiercely, ‘* and 
yet you were guilty of it !”’ 

“Young man,” replied Perrail, with dignity, 
‘ judge me with the heart which God has implanted 
in your breast.” 

“ But your oath!’’ interrupted Guy. 

“« Hear me,” said Perrail, ** before you unsheath 
your dagger, and avenge your injured brethren ; for 
a noble fire gleams from your eyes, and I should 
wish you to compassionate, not to despise me. 
Driven by the cruelty of tyrants from our homes, 
and saving nothing but our lives, Į sailed with Au- 
mont, the successor of our murdered superior, to a 
more hospitable shore. These events occurred be- 
fore I had taken the solemn vows of our order ; and 
my doing so was deferred unti} Providence should 
send us brighter days. Meanwhile, on St. John the 
Baptist’s Day, we swore to avenge ourselves upon 
our enemies. As the blood of the holy Baptist wa- 
tered the foundation of the glorious temple of Chris- 
tianity, so we hoped that ours should prove the 
cement of that new temple which should be built in 
place of Solomon's, in the land which had been the 
cradle of ourorder. Years, however, passed away, 
and all our enterprises failed. King. emperor, and 
pope, were all against us, and, with untiring sever- 
ity, enforced the edicts for our annihilation.’ Even 
the people refused to sympathize with us, for the 
misdeeds of some of our more unworthy brethren ; 
their pride and luxury had estranged the hearts of 
the poor, At this juncture I was despatched by 
our master to sound the popular voice, and gain in- 
formation respecting the sentiments of the French 
nation ete us. The result of this mission 
proved our expectations hopeless. Sad and dis- 
pirited, I was preparing to return, when I chanced 
to make the acquaintance of Blanche, and her fam- 
ily. Now that I saw the hopes of our order utterly 
annihilated, and that my weak arm and small ability 
were powerless to help and assist it, the thoughts 
of returning to exile, far from the dear land of my 
fathers, to waste existence on some iron-bound coast 
washed by the northern ocean, became daily more 
and more insupportable. I decided then to remain 
and to marry Blanche ; but I broke no oaths, for I 
had as yet taken none. An old priest. attached to 
the order of the Temple, being at this time about 
to visit our exiled brethren, I wrote a letter to the 
grand master, declaring my resolution, and return- 
ing my insignia, which I despatched by him. Al 
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these were received by Aumont, but he sent me no 
answer ‘This is the amount of my offending ; it is 
tor you to judge of it. Against the order I have 
never sinned ; for no living soul has learned from 
Me its existence, far less its statutes, signs, or pass- 
words. Even my wife is ignorant on these sub- 
jects ; for never bya single syllable have I betrayed 
my brethren. You now see, Sir Guy de Montfort, 
that my transgression has not been very great ; nev- 
ertheless, | am ready to suffer punishment. My 
wife, it is true, will become a widow, and my boy 
a fatherless orphan; but their sorrow will, after a 
time, pass away; and, meanwhile, I do not regret 
the five happy years I have spent with Blanche, 
even though I pay for them so dearly with my 
blood.’* 

‘* Yuu have deeply moved me,” replied Guy, af- 
ter a long silence; ‘‘ and, for all you have related, 
I cannot blame you. Iam sorry to say, however, 
that, in your defence, you have not alluded to the 
great crime with which you are charged, and on 
account of which I have been sent on this hateful 
mission. The priest faithfully conveyed to my uncle 
all that you had sent; but he added the intelligence, 
that you had been guilty of simony. At one time 
he had been chaplain to the hospital of the Tem- 
plars, whose ruins we are now contemplating. Dur- 
ing the cruel persecution, he and the bailiff of the 
establishment buried a costly treasure in one of the 
vaults. It consisted of pearls and precious stones, 
which a pious knight of the temple had brought 
from the east to adorn the statue of the blessed Vir- 
gin. The ruthless destroyers of our buildings never 
discovered the place of concealment, so well had the 
secret been kept. Several years passed away, and 
then the priest returned to the scene of his former 
trinistry, and found you in possession of the ruins, 
which you had just then bought. In the silence of 
night, he revisited the spot where he had left the 
treasure, and, to his surprise, found it gone. Who 
could have been the robber, if not you?” 

“ The treasure is in my possession,” calmly an- 
swered Perrail. 

‘* You confess it !’’ exclaimed Guy ; ‘‘ now, then, 
repent, and pray God for mercy ; for you must die! 
Strange it is, that you have not been annihilated by 
shame already! When you looked at these ruins, 
against whose noble possessurs you so scandalously 
sinned, were you not afraid that the earth would 
open and swallow you up? Perjured and faithless 
master! worse than the beast of prey, for you have 
wounded the mother that nurtured you! By your 
robbery, you have profaned the sanctuary, and placed 
vourself on a level with those wretches who slew 
our martyred brethren. Pray, then, to that holy 
trinity whose blessed sign we bear, and be obedient 
unto death!” 

“ I am so,” replied Perrail, in great agitation ; 
‘t follow me, however, before proceeding to the last 
act, otherwise it will be done in vain, for you will 
have lost the treasure. Do not hesitate; you may 
indeed trust me.” 

Guy, astonished at his demeanor, followed him in 
silence towards the ruins, and down a dilapidated 
stair-case. They entered a vault, in the corner of 
which was a heap of rubbish. Perrail began to re- 
move it, and Guy lent his assistance. A square 
black marble stone now became visible. With 
some difficulty Perrail lifted it away, and drew out 
of the cavity beneath a rich golden casket. 

“The priest was mistaken,” said he, solemnly, 
4 when he maintained that he had searched the very 
place where he and the bailiff deposited the trea- 
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sure. This is the spot, and the treasure never left 
its hiding-place. The bailiff died in my arms, and 
confided to me the secret, while I was still in exile, 
and before I revisited France. It was in order to 
preserve the riches of the order that I purchased 
these neglected ruins ; and, finding the treasure still 
in safety, I covered the spot with yonder heap of 
rubbish, which, doubtless, served to mislead the 
riest, when he made his unsuccessful search. 
hen the Lord of Craon, a valiant brother of our 
order, was about to sail and visit Aumont, on the 
rocky coast he had chosen for his abode, I gave him 
a letter to the grand master, announcing the exis- 
tence of the treasure, and requesting he would send 
some confidential person to get it removed. It was 
some time after his departure that the priest visited 
me, and I considered it useless to repeat the infor- 
mation to him, particularly as I knew not how far 
he was to be trusted, and had no idea on what er- 
rand he had come. Since that time I have received 
no intelligence from Aumont; and the treasure has 
consequently remained undisturbed.”’ 

“« You make me ashamed,” replied Guy, whose 
cheeks were dyed crimson ; “I must believe you, 
although my uncle never received your first letter ; 
for the Lord of Craon perished at sea in a violent 
sturm, and only one sailor escaped to convey the 
melancholy news.”’ 

“ Now Iam happy,” said Perrail, leaving the 

vault along with Guy ; ‘‘ for you are convinced of 
my innocence, and will clear my character to my 
brethren. Take, then, this casket into your pos- 
session; draw your sword, avenge the order, and 
fi 177 : 
a Man !” exclaimed Guy, deeply offended, ‘‘ do 
you suppose I have the blood-thirstiness of the tiger? 
Would I murder you when my heart clears you of 
the guilt of apostasy, and my reason of the cefme 
of simony? f could only execute my commission 
if I found you guilty. I was not sent to wreak 
vengeance on the innocent, and thus render myself 
unworthy of the mastership, which was to be the 
reward of justice.” 

“ Youth, worthy of a brighter destiny, come to 
my arms!’’ exclaimed Perrail, as he pressed the 
noble ycung Templar to his breast ; ‘‘ I thank thee 
for these tears, and for thy kind compassion; but 
the laws of the Templars must be executed, other- 
wise thou wilt fall a victim to the displeasure of thy 
brethren. Do, then, thy duty.” 

“« Art thou mad?” exclaimed Guy; “ friend, 
husband, father, thus to summon the destroying 
angel t’’ 

* Brother,” interrupted Perrail, ‘‘ my course up- 
on earth is about toend! A sure presentiment tells 
me so; since for these three successive nights I 
have been warned by a heavenly messenger. De- 
scending from the blue empyreal, a martyr’s crown 
has been suspended over my head; and, with child- 
like peacefulness, I was awaiting it even when you 
arrived. Now, with the equanimity of a man and 
a Christian, I am ready to suffer death; therefore, 
brother, messenger of vengeance! strike, and do not 
linger. Here, amid the ruins of the house of my 
order, let me die by the hands of a friend and of a 
Templar.” 

« Away!” cried Guy, almost beside himself; 
‘ wilt thou constrain me to slay a righteous man? 
Trouble not thyself about my fate, whatever it may 
turn out to be. Banish thy gloomy anticipations, 
and live for thy wife and thy child. Pray for us, 
and be happy!” 

Atthis moment they were interrupted by Blanche 
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hastening, pale and breathless, towards them, scarce- 
ly able to carry her little boy in her trembling arms. 
“ For God’s sake, Gilbert, save yourself!” she 
cried, in her anguish. ‘* The whole neighborhood 
is in an uproar; an armed multitude are approach- 
ing our dwelling. They say that a Templar is con- 
cealed here ; and the magistrates have sent officers 
of justice to apprehend him. Neighbor Remy 
hastened to the house by a short cut to give us 
warning.” 

“ Treachery !” thundered Guy ; whilst a horrible 
suspicion crossed his mind, and compelled him to 
draw his sword from the scabbard. ‘‘ Traitor, who 
with honeyed words of apparent honesty, allured me 
iito the snare! Now all is made clear. What 
was it delayed thee so long this morning? Didst 
thou not inform the government of my concealment? 
Tremble, wretch! My arm can strike ere thy plans 
succeed !” 

So saying, he aimed his sword at the head of 
Perrail ; but Blanche darted between, in time to 
avert the blow ; for the sight of her blooming love- 
liness, and the cries of the innocent babe, for the 
instant disarmed him. 

‘© Calm yourself, brother !’’ said Perrail, ‘ I am 
guiltless. The powers of hell have betrayed your 
secret, and not I. Think you I wish your destruc- 
tion? No! I desire tosave you. Follow Blanche 
through that door, which opens to the vaults of the 
temple-court. A narrow foot-path will thence lead 
you to the corn-fields at the end of my estate. May 
God’s blessing accompany you, and save you from 
your pursuers! In half-an-hour’s time you will 
reach the shore. Meanwhile I shall delay the mur- 
derous wretches. Fly then! and may you reach 
your bark in safety! Guard well the casket, and 
greet the brethren for me.” 

Guy, oppressed with shame and sorrow, cast 
himself on the bosom of the noble Perrail; and 
after embracing him, took the hand of the terrified 
Blanche, and accompanied her to the place of safety. 

‘6 What do you want, friends and neighbors?” 
said Perrail, advancing towards the excited multi- 
tude ; ‘‘ wherefore do you besiege my house?” 

“ Deliver up the blasphemer—the heretic—the 
Templar whom you have concealed !’’ shouted the 
enraged mob. 

‘c I have got no Templar here,” replied Perrail, 
fearlessly. ‘‘ You are mistaken.” 

« Do not believehim! He lies !” cried Renaud, 
an envious neighbor ; ‘‘ I mys:}f saw him walking 
with the miscreant whom the foreign fisherman 
talked about. They took their wap to yonder ru- 
ins. Concealed behind a hedge, I heard them speak- 
ing of a treasure which they were going to dig up.” 

“« A treasure!” shouted the multitude eagerly, 
whilst desire of plunder glared from their greedy 
eyes; ‘' where? where ?’ 

« Listen to me,” exclaimed Perrail, in vain 
striving to calm them. ‘‘ Control your unworthy 
passions, and remember that you are men and 
Christians !” 

« We don’t forget it,” cried the ringleader ; ‘‘ we 
know we are men ; but the Templars are the chil- 
dren of the devil, whom they do not scruple to call 
their father. We are Christians, while the Tem- 

lars are heretics, who despise Christ, and wear 
idolatrous images on their breast. They must be 
burned, for king and pope have sanctioned it; and 
it shall be done.’’ 

“I do not care a straw for the Templar,” growled 
forth Renaud, who understood the people he had to 
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deal with; ** but the treasure—it is the treasure 
that we ought to seek for.” 

« Yes! yes!” shouted the mob. ‘Go on, Gil- 
bert, and guide us, or it will cost thee thy life.” 

Against his will, Perrail, with a few friends, who 
gathered round him, was pressed forwards by the 
crowd towards the ruins of the hospital. At the 
very spot where Guy had taken leave of Perrail 
they halted, and the multitude once more furiously 
demanded the treasure. At his refusal to answer, 
the most eager divided themselves into parties, and 
explored the crazy ruins and dilapidated vaults. in 
the vain hope of discovering gold and silver. Re- 
naud alone kept his eyes fixed upon Perrail, deter- 
mined that his victim should not escape. “Flv!” 
whispered the brave man’s friends ; ‘‘ we will cover 
thy flight.” 

‘¢ T remain in the hands of God,” replied he, with 
equanimity ; and did not even change color when 
some of the ruffians returned with the intelligence 
that the place had been discovered where the treas- 
ure had been concealed. 

‘¢ Dost thou deny it still?’ thundered the voice 
of the malignant Renaud ; ‘‘ the empty nest is found, 
but where are the birds that were in it? where is 
the accomplice that carried them off?” 

Perrail maintained an indignant silence. ‘' The 
king’s seneschal has the right to demand that ques- 
tion, and not you,” replied the faithful Remy, in a 
tone of defiance. 

‘* To unmask a secret sinner, is the duty of every 
honest man,” replied Renaud, ‘‘ and Gilbert is such 
a person, for no man knows whence he comes; 
doubtless he has been a dependent of the accursed 
Templars, who misled our youth, wrung from us 
the fruit of the soil which we earned with the sweat 
of our brow, and spent the profits of our weary la- 
burs in luxury and debauchery. Is there one of 
you who has not just cause to avenge himself on 
the detestable knights? Thy garden, Nicholas, 
was forcibly taken from thee by their bailiff. Thy 
son, Matthieu, used to be forced to watch night after 
night, after a weary day’s labor, that the rest of a 
certain luxurious knight might not be disturbed. 
And thy grandchild, honest William, was whipped 
by their commands until he died, for the small of- 
fence of catching a hare and getting it roasted. 
These deeds of cruelty, and a hundred others, we 
have seen with our own eyes, and yet, here stands 
a man who gives shelter to one of the accursed brood 
whom the king has banished, and with him divides 
the treasures of their heretical society! Look at 
him, how like an honest man he stands! How he 
even dares to smile! Neighbors, will you put up 
with this contempt? Perhaps he himself is a con- 
cealed Templar! Perhaps the wretch even bears 
their secret mark on his breast.” 

So saying, Renaud seized Perrail to examine 
him, who indignantly pushed him back; but the 
insidious speech had already made a deep impres- 
sion, and witha wild ery the enraged multitude 
darted on their victim. 

Blinded by fury, a smith armed with a hammer 
struck a murderous blow on the head of Perrail. 
Bleeding, he sank to the earth, while the purple 
crown of martyrdom again hovered before his clos- 
ing eyes. ‘‘ Hiram!” he exclaimed, as his senses 
wandered. His lips moved perhaps once more to 
utter the hallowed name of Jesus; but in vain? 
Darkness obscured his vision—the dew of death 
glistened on hia brow, and the seneschal, whoa 
short time after arrived, found the multitude, 


THE MARTYRED TEMPLAR. 


v1 


ashamed of what they had done, standing in speech-| as the uproar subsided, ‘‘My Lord and Master, 


less consternation round the corpse; some of the 

mor? charitable striving to reanimate the unfortu- 

nate Blanche, who, returning at the fatal moment, 

had swooned away. 
a a e e 

‘¢ Now, brethren, I have concluded my recital,” 
said Sir Guy de Montford to the assembled Tem- 
plars gathered together, as heretofore, in the vault 
of the ruined chapel of St. John, on the bleak and 
rocky coast from which the young knight had sailed 
a short time previously. ‘I could not slay him, 
because I believed him guiltless : let him, therefore, 
who believes himself without sin among you, cast 
the first stone at me! I now fearlessly place my- 
self before you, my brethren and my judges do 
with me what seems best to you. I did not tremble 
when, with twenty swords at my breast you tried 
my courage in these vaults, ere | set out; and I do 
not tremble now before your poniards, for my con- 
science approves me, and I know that I have done 
right. Ifthe rank of Master is only to be obtained 
by bloodshed, then I abjure it forever, and separate 
myself from this association of cruelty, whose mem- 
bers, under the mask of benevolence and brotherly 
love, conceal fiendish hatred ; and who hide the 
assassin’s dagger under the insignia of a peaceful 
handicraft.” 

Guy was silent, and there was for some moments 
3 solemn pause, while the Grand Master sat in deep 
consideration, with his head leaning on his hand. 
At last, he raised his eyes towards the emblem of 
the Blessed Trinity represented on the canopy 
above his chair, and from the divine fountain of 
wisdom imbibed lenity and prudence. 

“ Brother Perrail undoubtedly left us,” at length 
he said; ‘‘ nevertheless we shall cherish no rancor 
awainst him on that account, for he did not break 
the oath to defend the rights of the order, but, on 
the contrary, lost his life in preserving Brother Guy 
from the destruction which threatened him. On 
another account also, we must still number Brother 
Perrail in our ranks; he has shown the perfection 
of human benevolence ; and is not perfection the 
aim of our association ?”’ 

‘* So let it be!’* exclaimed the brethren with one 
voice ; while Guy replied, in altered tones, as soon 
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Musicat Novetty.—The spread of music in 
the metropolitan thoroughfares has become so gen- 
eral, that a company is, we believe on the point of 
formation, with a view of affording a regular sup- 
ply of harmony to all the streets, squares and cres- 
cents, in London and the suburbs. 

The company is to start with a capital of one 
thousand organs; so that the organization will be 
at once tolerably complete ; and there will be a 
reserve fund of five hundred guitars, which will be 
available for special purposes. The shares may be 
paid for either in money or instrumente—not legal 
instruments, such as bills, which suggest only 
promissory notes—but instruments of a metallic cur- 
rency, such as trombones, French horns, trumpets, 
and cymbals, which are in fact symbolical of har- 
: mony. Any person may pay his deposit either in 
gold, silver, or brass, and the contributor of two 
cornets à piston will stand in the same position as a 
subscriber of one sovereign. 

_ The source from which the shareholders will de- 
Five their profit will be a rate levied on all hoyse- 
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your clemency has touched my heart, and filled it 
with gratitude. Let me now, however, conclude 
the story of the unfortunate Perrail, who fell a 
martyr to his fidelity to the order. Being detained 
by adverse winds, [ had time to learn the melan- 
choly news. In the night I returned to the house 
of mourning, and persuaded the bereaved widow to 
accompany me, along with the corpse of her hus- 
band, and her orphan boy. I promised that friends 
of Perrail should protect her and her child, and for 
that purpose I have brought them hither.’’ 

“« You did well, De Montfort !” replied the Grand 
Master; ‘‘ the noble death of Perrail merits all tho 
poor recompense we can offer ; let her therefore be 
conducted into our presence. And now, my breth- 
ren,” he continued, turning towards the knights, 
‘‘cover the emblem of the Blessed Trinity, and 
remove all our mystic symbols from the vaalt.’’ 

His orders were obeyed. Blanche was admitted. 
She seemed bowed down with care and sorrow, as, 
conducted by Guy, she approached the venerable 
Grand Master, and would have sunk at his feet, 
had not he, touched to the heart, raised her in bis 
arms ; then, gently laying his hands upon her head, 
he blessed her, and said: ‘* Like thee, poor stricken 
one! we call from the depths of our affliction to the 
Lord of hosts, and hope for a new Jerusalem, and 
a bright future of immortality. God is my witness, 
that, from this day henceforth, I shall look upon 
thee as my daughter, and upon thy orphan babe as 
my son, and, after my death, my nephew shall take 
my place in fulfilling this duty.” 

After saying these words, Aumont commanded 
the poor widow to be led away, and the dead hody 
of her husband to be brought. The knights, with 
one accord, lowered their swords as the corpse was 
carried in, and over the coffin of their martyred 
companion, was Guy de Montford, by grasp, step, 
sign, and brotherly kiss, received to the dignity of 
Master. 

Near the chapel of St. John, the body of Perrail 
was deposited in holy ground. A heap of stones 
was his only monument, but, during many long 
years, his humble resting-place was visited with 
veneration by the members of the order. 


holders, in the style of the paving, lighting, or 
police rate; and in consideration of this payment 
every inhabitant will have a supply of music regu- 
larly laid on, before his door, either once, twice, or 
thrice a week, according to the wealth and respec- 
tability of the neighborhood. A numerous staff of 
itinerant musicians will be employed, and will be 
taken on duty to their respective districts by a regu- 
lar superintendent, from a sort of central barrack 
in the neighborhood. Every square of consequence 
will be entitled to a troubadour, on alternate even- 
ings with the nearest crescent, and by an arrange: 
ment with the company, on payment of an increased. 
rate, two troubadours, or double service, may be laid 
on during the height of the season. , 

By private agreement a troubadour can be intro- 
duced on to the premises, for a limited period, once 
in each week; but, for this, the charge will, of 
course, be proportionate. Jn the more humble 
neighborhoods it is proposed that a lower class of 
professors shal] do the musical duty; and for this 
purpose the staff of itinerant organists must be ex- 
ceedingly large, as the demand is very extensive in 
the Jess wealthy localities, 
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Arrangements have already been made to adapt | Lo, the maggot life of London! And that hope- 


“ Marble Halls’ to one hundred instruments, so 


less, hapless horde, 


that the inmates of two, three, or even four-pair | In foulness bred, in foulness fed, is work for you, 


backs or fronts, may have an opportunity of at once 
dreaming that they ‘‘dwell in marble halls,’’ and 


my lord! 


are loved “all the same,” notwithstanding the | Another and another, and the sight 1s still the same ; 
dinginess of their apartments, and the diminutive- Suffering that knows no solace, and sin that knows 


ness of their incomes. Should the scheme suc- 


no shame. 


ceed, as far as we are justified in announcing it at Hunger by thousand tables ; savage life ’mid thou- 


present, a vocal concert will be added for laying on 


sand schools ; 


a continued series of popular songs throughout the|Here are human hearts to frame anew—Bethink 


entire metropolis. The poet of Cremorne will be 
paree at the head of the lyrical department, vice 
unn extinguished. 


RartueR Too Nice.—Oar old friend, the Herald, From 
articles the other j,, 


commenced one of its leadin 
morning with the words, ‘‘ We are not very fond 
of interfering with other people's affairs.’ Surely 
our respectable contemporary does not mean to say 
that its own affairs are the only subjects it delights 
to write upon. A journalist who is averse to inter- 
fering with other people’s affairs, had better retire 
from business at once, for he cannot expect that his 
prattle about himself would prove a source of inter- 
est to the community. 


OUR FLIGHT WITH RUSSELL. 


Up, up my Lord John Russell—’t is a fair night for 
a fly— 

Be thou a new Cleophas—a new Asmodeus I! 

Come, clutch my cloak—and thro’ the smoke to- 
gether let us mark 

The life of London, huddled ’neath the blanket of 
the dark. 


The moon-light falls on fair St. Paul’s, on the Ab- 
bey, grim and gray ; 

Lo! the lamps, like fiery serpents, go winding far 
away ; 

Or, like alse wotita: scattered, twinkle and wink 
up from below— 

But ’t is not to gaze on this fair sight that thro’ the 
night we go. 


Not a builded brick, or stone, or stick, on those 
wide acres thrown, 

But bears a tongue within it—hath a language of 
its own; 

In street, and square, and alley bare, with its growth 
of human seed, 

Is a great book spread beneath us—look down, my 
lord, and read ! 


In steeples upward springing read prayer, struck 
into stone ; 

In prisons barred and bastioned read crime, and 
curse, and groan ; 

In lighted west-end houses read mirth, and warmth, 


and show ; 

Ia foul St. Giles’ hovels read squalor, want and 
woe. 

There ’s a homily—hark to it! °T is the Voice of 
Saffron Hill: 


‘¢ I suffer, how I suffer from my freight of human ill 

All is filthiness without me ; all is ignorance within ; 

I ache with cramps—lI shake with damps—Oh, the 
warmth of glorious gin!”’ 


And now for proof—off goes a roof—Is that a 
house or hive? 

Each bed ’s a room, each room a town, so packed 
and yet alive! 


you of the tools. 


But hark! another Voice is up, and pompously it 

booms 

well-spread tables, easy beds, and trimly 

furnished rooms. 

I am Respectability : things must not go on 80; 

There ’s nowhere I can drive my gig, but some- 
thing calls out woe. 


“ Then your sanitary meddlers, all agog for drain 
and sewer— 

For my part, all I know is, I wish the drains were 
fewer ; 

Poor folks will throw things down ’em—as for un- 
wholesome air, 

I know our street ’s extremely sweet, and that’s 
all my affair.” 


W hereon chimes in big Bumbledom, ‘‘ You ’re right 
my worthy friend ; 

’T is time this stuff and nonsense were brought unto 
an end. 

There ’s the Union Workhouse for the poor—you 
should see how we have broke ’em 

Into enpi by short diet, into industry by 

um.” 


But hark ! that hoarse and hollow Voice—’t is from 
a Newgate cell— 

« Bo silent, heartless blind-worms !—a different tale 
I tell; 

I’ve wrestled crime for centuries, and feeble all l 
feel 

Tho’ my bones are bones of granite, and my sinews 
hammered steel. 


‘¢ Ye little wot how hard and hot the tide of crime 
flows ever ; 

How it laughs my Canute talk to scorn, and mocks 
my stern endeavor ; 

How Law aghast aside is cast before that fearful sea 

Which makes a plaything of the scourge, and a toy 
of the gallows-tree. 


‘* Call Mother Church to help me; let Saint School 
do all she can; 

Give them Child Crime to fight with, and leave me 
the full-grown man, 

Or soon the evil saps my walls, and down forth- 
with ye fall, 

Master Bumble, Sir Respectable, gig, mace, cocked- 
hat, and all !’’ 


ı | The stern sounds cease, the stars look peace on the 


streets so still and gray— 

And now to Downing street, my Jord, with what 
appetite you may ; 

And bethink you of the lesson of London, read 


aright, 
When, with Punch for guide, you listened to the 
Voices of the Night. 


LE PREMIER PAS. 


From Black wood’s Magazine. 
LE PREMIER PAS. 


THERE appears to be something’ pedantical in 
criticising a popular proverb—something vexatious 
in calling in question the sort of ancestral wisdom 
it is supposed to contain—in disputing a truth, 
which has been formalized and accepted by the gen- 
eral assent and perpetual iteration, at all hours of 
the day, by all sorts of talkers. Besides, who 
knows not that a proverb is not a logical statement? 
It is always a one-sided view of the-matter, so that 
the most opposite of proverbs may be equally true ; 
it gains its currency, and its very force and pun- 
gency, by a bold exclusion at once of all that qual- 
ification, and exception, and limitation, which your 
exact thinkers require. We will not, therefore, 
enter into any profane or captious dispute of one of 
the most current of the whole family of proverbs, 
that which assigns so great a value to the premier 

as, to the first step, in any enterprise or career of 
ife, so that this once accomplished, all the rest is 
easy, all the rest is done, ce n’est que le premier pas 
gui coute. We will not criticise, nor qualify, nor 
except; only this we will say, that many a first 
step has been made that led nowhere—to nothing ; 
that a multitude of professional and other aspirants 
would allow, if they reflected on it a moment, that 
they had, all their lives long, at certain intervals, 
been making first steps, and never made any other. 
More glory, doubtless, is due to them for having 
overcome so many successive difficulties. Whilst, 
on the other hand, many who have advanced to 
eminence in their chosen career, would find it hard 
to distinguish, in that gradual progress which toil 
and talent had together commanded, any one first 
step, or stride, which set them going on their pros- 
perous path, any step a jot more extraordinary than 
the rest, or that did more towards the completion 
of the journey than the first step one makes in 
walking from Edinburgh to Leith. They would 
have as much difficulty in describing the premier 
pas which started them on the road to fortune, as 
many a good Christian, well brought up from youth 
to manhood, would feel if called upon to answer a 
Whitfield or a Wesley, as to the precise day and 
hoar of his conversion. The truth is, we appre- 
hend, that in this popular proverb, two several 
matters are confused together under one name, thus 
giving to it a greater force than it should legiti- 
mately possess ; the premier pas not only signifies 
that first step one takes on any of the high roads 
which conduct to wealth or honors, but under the 
same title is also included, we suspect, those start- 
ling turns and tricks of fortune, on which no human 
wit can calculate, and which raise a man suddenly 
into some new and unexpected position in the 
world. All kinds of fortunate starting points are 
mingled together in one view, and under one title ; 
and thus, the first step becomes magnified into half 
oe journey, as indeed it is sometimes the whole 
Of It. 

For instance—a Meinherr Tettenborn was pass- 
ing the weary, half-employed hours at a merchant’s 
desk, kicking his heels, probably, on one of those 
tall, uneasy stools, which, with strangeamockery of 
disproportion, raise the lowest fanctionary to the 
highest footing, but which nevertheless contribute 
to preserve the due distinctions of society, by inflict- 
ing all possible discomfort on the elevated sitter. 
Perhaps there was some association of ideas between 
the military profession, and the equestrian position 
he occasionally found it convenient to assume ; 
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however that may be, Meinherr Tettenborn sud- 
denly bethought him that he would bestride a 
high-trotting horse instead of his tall black stool. 
He threw away the pen for the sword. At this 
time all Europe was up in arms against Napoleon ; 
so that, although he entered the service of the 
Emperor of Russia, he was still but enlisting in the 
common cause, in which his own Germany was 
more interested than any other country. He en- 
tered, as may be supposed, in the lowest rank of 
officers ; and, as cornet, or with some such title, 
you may picture him at the head of a small troop 
of horse, despatched for forage or some ordinary 
service of the like kind. As he was thus conduct- 
ing his little troop, he spied ‘‘something black” 
lying in a field by the side of the road. He can- 
tered up to it. The something black was nothing 
less than a small park of artillery, sixteen guns, 
which the enemy had left behind them, perhaps in 
some false alarm, or for want of horses to draw 
them, but apparently for the very purpose of being 
captured by Meinherr Tettenborn. He ordered up 
his little troop, harnessed their horses to the guns, 
and rode back triumphant to the camp. The 
emperor himself was present. News was speedily 
brought him of the capture of a park of artillery, 
and the illustrious victor was introduced. Many 
questions were not asked of the how, or the when, 
or the where; the guns happened to be particu- 
ay welcome; the emperor took from his own 
neck the order of the iron cross, and suspended it 
round the neck of the fortunate young soldier, greet- 
ing him, at the same time, with the title of General 
Tettenborn! The general was a brave man, was 
equal to his new position, captured other guns in 
another manner, and rose, we will not venture to 
say how high in the imperial service. 
ow this very anecdote we have heard cited as 
an example, illustrating the proverb, ce n’cst que le 
emier pas, &c. Yet this finding something black 
ying quietly in the green fields, which proved to 
be a park of artillery waiting to be captured, cannot 
certainly be set down amongst the early steps of a 
military career, is not known amongst the means or 
stages of promotion, but is manifestly one of those 
joyous caprices which Fortune occasionally indulges 
in, for the express purpose, we presume, that castle- 
building in the air may never go quite out of fashion. 
In avery amusing collection of anecdotes, entitled, 
Fêtes et Souvenirs du Congrès de Vienne, par le 
Comte A. de la Garde, there is a good story told of 
one of these capricious visitations of Fortune, which 
came—where Fortune does not often play her more 
amiable tricks—to a miserable poet, releasing him 
at once from poverty and his jaded muse. We 
regret to be obliged to tell the story from memory. 
We ought to have preserved the book, if only out 
of gratitude—for it was the most pleasant travelling 
companion, the best fellowship for a diligence or a 
steamboat, we remember to have encountered. But 
the market-price of the small paper-bound volume 
(such was the shape in which it came to us) was 
so little—it being one of those editions which the 
journalists on the continent often print to distribute 
gratis to the subscribers to their journal—that no 
pains were taken to preserve it. Very absurb! We 
print books so cheap, that the book loses half its 
value: it is bought and not read ; or read once, and 
thrown aside, or destroyed. | 
Poor Dubois was one of that unhappy class, 
which we are given to understand is dying out of 
Europe, (we hope for the sake of suffering human- 
ity that this is true;) of that class which we in 
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England used to call Grub-street poets. He flour- 
ished at the time of the empire, and had been flour- 
ishing during the whole of the eventful period that 
preceded the elevation of Napoleon. Poor Dubois 
had alternately applauded and satirized all parties, 
and written songs for all sentiments; but had ox- 
tracted very little either of praise or pocket-money 
from any of the reigning powers, whether republi- 
can or imperial. He was quite in despair. Still 
young in years, but with worn-out rhymes, he was 
amenting one day to his sister his melancholy and 
hopeless fate. ‘This damsel was in the service of 
Pauline, the sister of Napoleon. ‘s Write me a 
sonnet,” said she, ‘‘about Pauline, and about 
beauty, and let me try what I can do.” A beauti- 
ful sonnet, and a sonnet about beauty, are two very 
differont things. Dubois made nothing of his task, 
but did it out of hand: his sister took the sonnet 
with her. 

It was not long before she had an opportunity, in 
her capacity of femme de chambre, of speaking to 
Pauline about her brother the poet. She produced 
her sonnet about beauty. Pauline did not exactly 
read it; no one but the writer, and a few afflicted 
friends, and those hervic souls who do things to say 
they have done them, ever do read sonnets ; but she 
glanced her eye down the rhymes, and saw her own 
name in harmonious connection with some very 
sweet epithets. Therefore she asked what she 
could do for the poet—what it was he wanted? 
Alas! everything! was the prompt and candid 
reply—some little post, some modest appointment. 

ow it happened that Fouché at that time was 
doing his best to conciliate the fair Pauline, who, 
with or without reason, had shown a little humor 
against the minister of police. He had frequently 
entreated her to make use of his power in favor of 
any of her friends. ‘* Well,” said the good-natured 
Pauline, ‘this Fouché is always plaguing me to 
ask for something ; give me my desk.” 

A lady’s pen upon the smooth vellum—you know 
how fleetly it runs, and what pretty exaggeration 
of phrase must necessarily flow from it. The style, 
the very elegance of the note, demands it. Dubois 
was in an instant, and most charmingly, converted 
into a man of neglected genius and unmerited dis- 
tress. What was the happy turn of expression is 
lost to us forever; but as Fouché read the note, he 
understood that there was a man of talent to be 
assisted, and, what was still more to the purpose, 
an opportunity of showing his gallantry to Pauline 

The next day the minister rode forth in state 
accompanied by four mounted gens-d’armes. Fol- 
lowing the address which had been given him, he 
found himself in one of the least inviting parts of 
Paris, far better known to his own myrmidons of 
police than to himself. But, arrived before the 
enormous pile of building, which was said to enclose 
our poet amidst its swarm of tenants, he made vain 
inquiries for Monsieur Dubois. At last an old crone 
came to his assistance: she remembered him; she 
had washed for him, and had never been paid. If 
you do not wish to be forgotten by all the world, 
take care there is some one living to whom you are 
in debt. 

Meanwhile Dubois, from his aérial habitation, 
had heard his own name pronounced, and looking 
out at window caught sight of the gens-d’armes. 
For which of his satires or libels he was to under- 
go the honor of prosecution, he could not divine; 
but that his poetical effusions were at last to bring 
him into hapless notoriety, was the only conclusion 
he could arrive at. That he was still perfectly safe, 
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inasmuch as write what he would nobody read, was 
the last idea likely to suggest itself to the poet. He 
would have rushed down stairs, but steps were 
heard ascending. So much furniture as a cupboard 
may stand for, the bare walls of his solitary room 
did not display. There was nothing for it but to 
leap into what he called his bed, and hide beneath 
the blankets, always presuming they were long 
enough to cover both extremities at once. The 
minister, undeterred by the difficulties of the ascent, 
and animated by his gallantry towards Pauline, con- 
tinued to mount, and at length entered the poet’s 


retreat. Great are the eccentricities of genius, and 
lamentable the resources of pride and poverty, 
thought Fouché, as he gently drew the blankets 


down, and discovered the dismayed Dubois. Some 
conciliatory words soon relieved him of his terror. 
The awful visit of the minister of police had termi- 
nated—could it be credited'—in an invitation to 
breakfast with him next morning. 

Judge if he failed in his appointment ; judge if 
he was not surprised beyond all measure of aston- 
ishment, when the minister politely asked him 
whether he would accept so trifling a post as that 
of commissaire-général of police of the Isle of Elba, 
with we know not how many hundreds of francs 
per annum, with half a year’s salary in advance, 
and all travelling expenses paid. The little con- 
dition was added that he must quit Paris directly, 
for the post had been too long vacant, and there 
were reasons which demanded his immediate pres- 
ence at Elba. How he contrived to accept with 
any gravity, without a broad grin upon his face, ean 
never be known. Ie would certainly have bounded 
to the ceiling ; but by good fortune, or happy in- 
stinct, he had Conal clasped his chair with 
both hands, and so anchored himsclf to the ground. 

Off he started the very next day, happier than 
Sancho Panza, to the government of his island ; for 
his post virtually constituted him the governor of 
Elba. Nor was the stream of his good fortune half 
exhausted. For immediately on his arrival he was 
appealed to for a decision, between two rich and 
rival capitalists, both desirous of undertaking to 
work certain mines lately discovered in the island. 
One offered him a large share in the future profits ; 
the other a large sum of ready money. Our gov- 
ernor decided for the ready moncy. 

When a gallant man renders a service, he docs 
not run and proclaim it immediately. Fouché 
allowed a few days to transpire before he waited 
on Pauline. He then alluded to the appointment 
he had made; he hoped she was content with the 
manner in which he had provided for her client, 
Dubois. 

“ Dubois! Dubois!” said the lady, “ I know of 
no Dubois.” 

The whole affair had entirely escaped her mem- 
ory. Fouché assisted in recalling it. 

« Oh, true!” she said, ‘the brother of my 
chambermaid ; well, did you give him any little 
employment? What did you make of him?” 

Fouché saw his error, bit his lips, and let the 
subject pass. 

hat very evening a messenger was despatched 
to recall Dubois—and home he came; but * with 
money in both pockets’’—a little capital of solid 
francs. Poet as he was, the man had sense; he 
did not spend, but invested it, and the revenue ena- 
bled him to assume the Jife and bearing of a gentle- 
man. We leave him prospering, and to prosper. 

It is said that Fouché did all he could to keep 
this story secret. But Pauline discovered the truth, 
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and was malicious enough to disclose it to Napo- 
leon, who more than once jested his minister on his 
governor of Elba. 

There is a sort of premier pas known, we believe, 
amongst gamesters—at least trusted to very implic- 
itly, we remember, amongst schoolboy gamesters— 
that which commences a run of good luck. When 
the cards, or the dice, have been cruelly against us, 
if the tide once turn, it will flow steadily for some 
time in its new and happier direction. Inthe palace 
of a certain Russian prince, whose name of course 
it is impossible to remember, for it is one of those 
names you do not think of attempting to pronounce 
even to yourself—you look at it merely, and use it 
as the Chinese their more learned combinations of 
characters, where they pass at once from the visible 
sign to the idea, without any intermediate oral 
stage. In the palace of this prince, you are sur- 
prised to see in the most splendid of its splendid 
suite of apartments, suspended behind a glass case 
—a set of harness !—commoa harness for a couple 
of coach horses, such as you may see in any gen- 
tleman’s stable. Of course, it attracts more atten- 
tion than all the pictures, and statues, and marble 
tables with their porphyry vases and gold clocks. 


“ The thing you know is neither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil it got there !’’ 


You inquire, and are told the following story. 

The Prince of was one night led into 
deep and desperate play. He had staked estate after 
estate, and lost them; he had staked his plate, his 
pictures, his jewels, the furniture of his house, and 
lost them ; his mansion itself, and lost it. The luck 
would not turn. His carriage and horses had been 
long waiting for him at the door, he staked them 
and lost! He had nothing more; he threw up the 
window, and Jeant out of it in utter despair. There 
stood his carriage and horses, the subject of his last 
wager. He had now nothing left. Yes! There 
was the harness! Nothing had been said of the 
harness. The carriage and the horses were lost, but 
not the harness. His opponent agreed to this inter- 
pretation of the wager. They played for the har- 
ness. He won! They played for the carriage and 
horses—he won. They played for the palace, for 
the plate, the pictures, the furniture—he won. 
They played for estate after estate—he still won. 
He won all back again, and rose from that table the 
same rich man he had sat down to it. Had he not 
good reason to suspend that harness in his very best 
saloon ! 

There is such a thing as a first step most fortu- 
nately adverse, in whose failure there is salvation. 
There are some well-known instances where wealthy 
young noblemen have been rescued from the per- 
nicious habit of gaming by a first loss, which, 
though it partly crippled them, sent them back from 
what might otherwise have proved the road to utter 
ruin. When a man would tamper with any species 
of vice, a happy misadventure, thoroughly disgust- 
ing him with his experiment, is the most precious 
lesson he can receive. In the collection of anecdotes 
we have before alluded to, there was one of this kind 
which struck us very forcibly. It is an admirable 
lustance of the biter bit; but here the young man 
who wished to be nibbling at roguery (who in this 
instance happens also to be a Russian nobleman) 
got so excellent and so salutary a lesson, that we 
almost forgive the old and consummate rogue who 
gave it. 

The first Congress of Vienna had collected to- 
gether all manner of Jew and Gentile—all who 
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could in any way contribute to pleasure, which 
seemed the great object of the assembly ; for balls, 
êtes, concerts, parties of every description were 
following in endless succession, till one fine morning 
news came that the lion was loose again. Napoleon 
had broke from Elba—and every one scampered to 
his own home. Amongst the rest was a clever Jew 
and arich, who, being very magnificently apparelled, 
and having that to lend which many desired to bor- 
row, had found no difficulty in ig cag 
amongst the grandees of the society. This man 
wore upon his finger a superb diamond ring. The 
Count of —— was struck with admiration 
at it, and as a matter of pure curiosity, inquired 
what might be the value of so magnificent a stone. 
The Hebrew gentleman, with the most charm- 
ing candor in the world, confessed it was not a 
stone—it was merely an imitation. A real dia- 
mond of the same magnitude, he said, would indeed 
be of great value, but this, although a very clever 
imitation, and as such highly prized by himself, was 
nothing better than paste. The count requested to 
look at it closer, to take it in his hand and examine 
it; he flattered himself that he knew something of 
precious stones ; he protested that it was a real dia- 
mond. The Hebrew smiled a courteous denial. 
The count grew interested in the question, and 
asked permission to show it to a friend. This was 
granted without hesitation, and the count carried 
the ring to a jeweller, whose opinion upon such a 
matter he knew must be decisive. Was it a dia- 
mond, or not? It was a diamond, said the jeweller, 
and of the very purest water. Had he any doubt 
of itt None at all. Would he purchase it? Wh 
—humph—he could not pretend to give the full 
value for such a stone—it might lie on his hands 
for some time—he would give 80,000 rubles for it. 
You will give 80,000 rubles for this ring? I will, 
said the jeweller. At that moment, the spirit of 
covetousness and of trickery entered into the soul 
of the young nobleman. Back he went to his 
Hebrew acquaintance, whom he found seated at the 
whist table. Restoring him the ring, he said that 
he was more persuaded than ever that it was a 
real diamond, and that he would give him 50,000 
rubles for it on the spot. (A pretty profit, he 
thought, of 30,000 rubles.) The Jew, quietly re- 
placing the ring on his finger, protested he would 
by no means rob the gentleman, as he knew that it 
was not adiamond. The count urged the matter. 
At length, after much insistance on the one part, 
and reluctance on the other, the proprietor of the 
ring appealed to his partners in the game of whist. 
‘You see, gentlemen,” said he, ‘* how it is—the 
count is so confident in his connoisseurship that he 
insists upon giving me 50,000 rubles for my ring, 
which I declare to be paste.” ‘* And I declare it 
to be a diamond,” said the count, ‘‘ and, taking all 
risk upon myself, will give you 50,000 rubles for 
it.” The bargain was concluded, and the ring and 
the money changed hands. 

The count flew to the jeweller. ‘‘ Here is the 
ring—let me have the 80,000 rubles.” ‘‘ For this! 
Pooh! it is paste—not worth so many sous—worth 
nothing.” 

The Jew had two rings exactly alike, with the 
little difference, that in the une was a real stone, 
in the other an imitation. By dexterously changing 
the one for the other, he had contrived to give this 
beneficial lesson to the young nobleman, which, it 
is to be hoped, prevented him, forever after, from 
entering the list with sharpers, or trying by unwor- 
thy means to overreach his neighbors. 
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But to return to what is more generally alluded 
to as the premier pas—that first success which starts 
the aspirant on his road to fortune or to fame. It is 
the barrister and the physician who, amongst all 
professional men, have most frequently to record 
some happy chance or adventure that came to the 
aid of their skill, knowledge, and industry ; and of 
the first brief, or of the first patient, the history is 
not unfrequently told with singular delight. e 
story we have to tell, and to which the above re- 
marks and anecdotes may be considered by the 
reader, if he will, as a sort of preamble, regards 
the first patient of one who, commencing under 
great difficulties, rose ultimately to the head of his 
profession. It belongs to both those classes which, 
we observed in the commencement, are often min- 
gled indiscriminately together. It has in it some- 
thing of the marvellous: and yet afforded but a fair 
opening to genuine talent; it wasa first step which 
the fairies presided over, and yet it was a step on 
the firm earth, and the first of a series which only 
true genius and worth could have completed. We 
are fortunate here in having the words before us of 
the French author from whom we quote, and we 
have but to render the anecdote—biography, or 
romance, whichever it may be—in whatever of the 
lively style of M. Felix Tournachon our pen can 
catch, or, under the necessity we are to abridge, 
we can hope to transfer to our pages. 


THE FIRST PATIENT. 


* © © He was not then the great doctor that 
you know him now. At that time he was neither 
officer of the Legion of Honor, nor professor of the 
Faculty of Paris. Hardly was he known to some 
few companions of his studies. The horses that 
drew his carriage were not then born; the pole of 
his landau was flourishing green in the forest. 

He had obtained his title of physician, and lived 
in a poor garret—as one says—as if there were any 
oe that are rich ; and to accomplish this misera- 

le result, to have his painted bedstead, his table 
of sham mahogany, two chairs wretchedly stuffed, 
and his books—what efforts had it not cost hf ! 

He was so poor! 

Have you ever known any of these indefatigable 
young students, born in the humblest ranks, who 
spend upon their arid labor their ten, their twenty 
best years of life, without a thought or a care for 
the pleasures of their age or the passing day !— 
youthful stoics who march with firm step, and alone, 
towards an end which, alas! all do not attain. 

You have wept at that old drama, that old eter- 
nal scene which is recounted every day—yet not 
so old, it is renewed also every day :—the bare 
chamber, no better than a loft—the truckle-bed— 
the broken pitcher—the heap of straw—the senti- 
mental lithographist will not forget the guttering 
candle stuck into the neck of a bottle. Thus much 
for the accessories, then for the persons of the scene ; 
a workman, the father who expects to die in the 
hospital—his four children—always four—who have 
not broken their fast that day—and the mother is 
lying-in with her fifth—and it is winter, for these 
poor people choose winter always for their lying- 
In 


Oh! all this is very true and piteous—I weep 
with you at the cry of those suffering children—at 
the sobs of their mother. Yet there is another 
poverty which you know not, which it is never in- 
tended that you should know. A silent poverty 
that dressed in its black coat, polished, it is 
true, where polish should not come, and with a 
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sla nga prodused by the frequent application of 
arate its threadbare ir dig It isa oroas 
poverty which resists all aid—even from that ficti- 
tious fund, a debt—which dresseth itself as you 
would dress, if your coat were ten years old—which 
invites no sympathy—which may be seen in the 
sombre evening stopping a moment before the ba- 
ker’s shop, or the wired windows of the money- 
changer, but passing on again without a sigh heard. 
Oh, this poverty in a black coat! And then it en- 
ters into its cold and solitary chamber, without ever 
the sad consolation of weeping with another. No 
Lady Bountiful comes here. In the picture just 
now described, she would be seen in the back- 
ground, entering in at the door, her servant behind 
loaded with raiment and provisions. What should 
she here? What brings you here, madam? Who 
could have sent you here? Weare rich! If we 
were poor should we not sell these books !—all 
these books are ours; madam, we want nothing. 
Carry your amiable charity elsewhere. 

Our young doctor had installed himself in the 
fifth floor of that historic street, La Clottre-Saint- 
Mery—a quarter of the town, r, disinherited, 
sad as himself. Where else, indeed, could we 
have carried his mutilated furniture—which in other 
quarters would have only excited distrust? There 
was he waiting for fortune—not, be it understood, 
in his bed, but following science laboriously, unin- 
terruptedly. His life was so retired—so modest— 
so silent, that hardly was he known in the house. 
On the day of his arrival, he had said to the por- 
ter, or rather porteress, ‘‘ Madam, I am a doctor— 
if any one should want me.” This was all the 
‘Saag of the new doctor—his sole announcement, 

is only advertisement. As his fellow-lodgers 
could gather nothing of him to gratify or excite cu- 
riosity—as his unfrequented door was always strict- 
ly closed, they soon ceased to concern themselves 
about him. His name even was forgotten; they 
simply called him the doctor—and with this title our 
readers also must be contented, unless their own 
Ingenuity should enable them to discover another. 

One night our doctor heard unaccustomed noises 
in the house, doors slamming, people walking to 
and fro. Presently some one knocked at his door 
—verily at his door. What was itt Was the pa- 
tient come at last—that first patient, so anxiously 
expected? He was dressed in an instant. 

“The countess is ‘ving!’ some one cried 
through the door. ‘‘ Come directly !”’ 

He was at her bedside in a minute. 

The countess! Such was the title given in de- 
rision to precisely the poorest and most miserable 
old woman in the house. She had been at onc pe- 
riod of her life in the service of a noble family, as 
Semme-de-chambre ; and as a woman who had seen 
something of the great world, she held unqualified 
strangers at a certain distance, and, to use a com- 
mon phrase, kept herself to herself. This had pro- 
cured her the ill-will and ill-opinion of several other 
old crones inhabiting the same house, who made 
her the subject of their perpetual scandal. With- 
out doubt she had poisoned her last master, and 
could not look a Christian in the face; or at very 
least she had robbed him. Did you ask for proofs ? 
She had a treasure stitched into a mattress. But 
she was nearly dying with hunger? Yes—the 
niggard! She starved herself, she could not spend 
her treasure. 

Monstrous inventions! The poverty of the coun- 
tess, as they called her in mockery, was complete. 
Niggard she was, and had good reason to be so, in 
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order to subsist on the little annuity she had con- 
trived, in the days of her service, to scrape together. 
For the rest, as we have no wish to disguise the 
truth, the countess was by no means an amiable 
person—bitter and selfish, hostile to all the world, 
as venomous as her detractors, and without pity for 
others, as those so often are who have suffered 
much themselves. 

She was now stretched motionless on her bed. 
The old crones had come about her less from hu- 
manity than to discover the secrets of her den, the 
access to which she had hitherto strictly defended. 
She held in her left hand a small packet wrapped 
upin half a pocket-handkerchief, which she clutched 
convulsively. It was the treasure, they all ex- 
claimed. 

Her case was a grave one—a congestion of the 
brain. The doctor bled her, and then wrote his 
prescription—his first! The bleeding brought the 
countess to herself. When she heard him tell one 
of the bystanders to go to the chemist and get the 
potion— 

« Potion!” she exclaimed, laying hold of the 
paper. ‘* I want no potion—I am not ill. Do you 
think I have money to pay for your drugs? Go 
away !—all of you—go!”’ 

She crumpled the prescription in her hand, and 
was about to throw it on the floor, when something 
ia the paper apparently arrested her. She read the 
prescription, and, turning to the doctor with a man- 
nor quite changed and subdued, asked how much it 
would cost? She then opened the little packet she 
had held till then so jealously in her hand. All the 
old crones stretched forward. A few franc-pieces 
and some great sous were all the ¢reasure it con- 
tained. 

That first client, so long looked for, was come at 
last. Our doctor had his patient—that first patient 
whom one pets and caresses, to whom one is nurse 
as well as physician. No uncertain diagnostics 
there——no retarded visits, no hasty prescriptions. 
If this one die, it is verily his fault. He devoted 
- himself, body and soul, to the old woman. Cer- 
tainly the fees would not be very brilliant, nor 
would the cure spread his reputation very widely. 
He thought not of this—but save her he must! He 
absolutely loved this unamiable countess. He as- 
sembled the ban et arriére-ban of science, and armed 
himself cap-à-pie in knowledge for her defence. 

The object of all this solicitude received his at- 
tentions, however, with an increasing ill-humor, for 
each fresh medicine made a fresh demand upon her 
purse. ‘* How long will this last?” she said one 
day ; “I must go out—I have no more money—I 
must go out this very day.” 

‘*Do not disturb yourself,” began the doctor. 

‘* Not disturb myself !” she interrupted ; “ easy 
to say! Instead of giving me these drinks and 
draughts, give me something that will put a little 
strengtn into me—for I must go out.” 

‘*¢ Listen to me! remain tranquil a few days.” 
She turned round from him with impatience. 

“ To leave your chamber now would be to ex- 
pose your life. Give me but four days; and if you 
have no more money, I will charge myself with the 
medicines.” 

‘* You !” cried the countess, looking up with as- 
tonishment. 

* And why not me?” said the young doctor. 
K a shall return it to me some time—when you 
will.” 


‘* You! who have not often a dinner for your- 
self!” 


7 


“ Who says that?’ asked the doctor, blushing 
involuntarily. 

« All the house says it.” 

‘© Miserable stuff !’’ he replied ; ‘* will you accept 
what I offer? If I promise, you may be sure I can 
perform.” 

The old woman looked at him with surprise, and 
at length consented to accept his offer and take his 
remedies. 

The young doctor hastened to his chamber, shut 
fast the door, and looked round him, with his arms 
folded—‘‘ What is there here,” said he, ‘‘ that I 
can sell?” 

What he found to sell I do not know. Enough 
that he supplied the countess with a sum sufficient 
to procure her the necessary medicines, and to re- 
lieve her from care as to the wants of life for some 
short time. The case proceeded favorably. 

At night, as he was returning from one of those 
solitary walks in which he was accustomed to ex- 
hale his sadness, and also to gather fresh resolu- 
tion for the struggle he had undertaken with desti- 
ny, and was slowly mounting the long, dark, dilap- 
idated staircase that led up to that fifth floor on 
which he resided, he stumbled over some obstacle, 
and, on looking closer, found it was the body, of a 
woman lying outstretched upon the stairs. It was 
the countess. In spite of solicitations and her own 
promise, she had gone out; but her strength had 
a her. She had fallen, and now lay insensi- 
ble. 

Our young doctor, braving all malicious interpre- 
tations, carried her to his own room, which was the 
nearest place of refuge, and there, by the aid of 
some cordials he administered, restored her to her 
senses. She opened her eyes, looked around her, 
and understanding in whose room she was, she said, 
with a scrutinizing air, ‘ You are miserably lodged 
here.” It was the only observation his amiable 
patient made, and she repeated it several times— 
** You must be miserably off.” Even when she 
had returned to her own room, and he had left her 
for the night, she still said nothing but—‘* You are 
miserably lodged !”’ 

The next morning, when the doctor visited his 
patient—and you may be sure his visit was an early 
one—to his surprise, she was on foot, with sleeves 
tucked up, swecping, dusting, and putting to rights 
her little abode. He was astonished. The shock 
which she had received the day before, instead of 
injuring her, had apparently aided in her restora- 
tion. She was quite gay. 

« You are resolved to kill yourself, then?’’ said 
the doctor. 

‘¢ I was never better in my life,” she answered. 

‘* Do not be too confident,’ was his reply. ‘* You 
must keep your room two or three days; and this 
time,” he added, with a smile, ‘‘ I shall keep guard 
over you myself.” 

The countess consented with a most childlike do- 
cility. She would do what he pleased; only yes- 
terday she was obliged to go out—it was absolutely 
necessary. There was so much gentleness in her 
altered manner, that the doctor was disposed to re- 
gard this as an alarming symptom in her case. 

However, it was not so. Her health, day by 
day, improved, and the relation between the patient 
and her medical attendant became more amicable. 
She proposed, by way of some return, to assist him 
in his bachelor hoeken: It would give her 
no trouble. An hour in the morning, when he was 
at his lectures, some of which he still followed ; and 
then she could cook, and she could mend. These 
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offers the young doctor declined with a sort of alarm. 
Who but himself could readjust those habiliments, 
whose strong and whose weak points he so very 
well knew? What needle could, on this ground, be 
half so skilful as hisown?t And cooking! Cook- 
ing with him! Cook what? On what? In what! 
It was in vain that the countess insisted ; he would 
hear of no such thing. He kept his poverty veiled 
—it was his sacred territory. 

Some few days after the countess’ health might be 
said to be quite reestablished, our young doctor, on 
entering his room, was surprised to see a letter lying 
on his table. Correspondence, for the mere sake 
of letter-writing, he had quite foregone as a pure 
waste of time ; and he had no relatives who inter- 
ested themselves in his fate, or who could have 
anything to communicate. Nevertheless, there the 
letter was, addressed duly to himself. He looked at 
it with an uncomfortable foreboding, assured that it 
must bring him some new care, or report some 
strange disaster. 

He sat down and tore open the envelope. He 
bounded from his seat again with surprise—the let- 
ter enclosed fifteen notes of the Bank of France! 
It is no fairy tale, but simple history ; fifteen good 
notes of one thousand francs each. 

Inside the envelope was written :— 

“ This treasure belongs to you as your property. 
Use it without scruple. The hand that transmits 
it does but accomplish a legitimate restitution. May 
the gifts of Fortune conduct you to the Temple of 
Happiness! There was no signature. 

“« Why, it is a dream, a hallucination. Am I 
growing light-headed ?’’ said the doctor. But no— 
it was no dream ; there they were—before him—on 
the little tablc—those fifteen miraculous pieces of 
paper. He turned his head away from them; but 
when he looked again, there they were—in the 
same place—in the same order—motionless. I 
leave you to guess his agitation and his many min- 
gled emotions. From whom could this godsend 
have comet He read and re-read, and turned the 
letter in every direction. He racked his brain to no 
pipoa to discover his anonymous benefactor. He 

new, and was known to, scarcely any one. He 
strode about his chamber—as well as he could 
stride in it—inventing the wildest suppositions, 
which were rejected as soon as made. Suddenly 
he stopped—struck his forehead as a new thought 
occurred to him—*‘ Bah !” he cried; ‘absurd !— 
impossible !—and yet 
n a moment he was at the door of the countess. 
He paused a moment before he knocked. There 
was from the landing-place a window at right angles 
to that of the old woman’s apartment; and if her 
window-curtain happened to be drawn aside, which, 
however, was rarely the case, it was easy to see 
from it into her room. On the present occasion, 
not only was the curtain drawn aside, but her win- 
dow was open, and the doctor could see this fairy, 
accused of lavishing bank-notes of a thousand francs, 
kneeling before a wretched stove, striving with her 
feeble breath to rekindle a few bits of charcoal, on 
which there stood some indescribable culinary ves- 
sel, containing an odious sort of porridge, at once 
her dinner and her breakfast ! 

The doctor shook his head—it could not be the 
countess. Yet, completely to satisfy himself, he 
entered. She gave him her ordinary welcome, 
neither more nor !ess—talked, as usual, of her for- 
mer masters, of the dreadful price of bread, and the 
wicked scandal of her neighbors. But what most 
completely set all suspicion at rest was the manner 
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in which she spoke of the debt which she owed him. 
“ I cannot yet repay you what pn advanced for 
my medicines,’ she said, with all the natural em- 
barrassment of an honest debtor speaking to a 
creditor. ‘* You will be wanting it, perhaps. Now 
don’t be angry at what I say—one is always in want 
of one’s little money. In a few days I will try and 
give you at least something on account.” 

« No,” said the doctor, when he was alone: “I 
can make nothing of it. Away with all guesses !’’ 
He resolved to profit by the good fortune, be the 
giver whom it might. And he hoped so to manage 
matters, that if, at a future day, an opportunity for 
its restoration should occur, he should be able to 
avail himself of it. 

He was soon installed in a more eonvenient apart- 
ment, better furnished, and supplied, above all, with 
amore abundant library. The young doctor was 
radiant with hope. "Yet he did not quit his old 
quarter of the town. It need not be said that he 
took formal leave of his first patient the countess. 

From this time everything prospered with him. 
As it generally happens, the first difficulty conquer- 
ed, everything succeeded to his wish. It is the 
first turn of the wheel which costs so much ; once 
out of the rut, and the carriage rolls. By degrees 
a little circle of clients was formed, which augment- 
ed necessarily every day. His name began to 
spread. Even from his old residence, where he led 
so solitary a life, the reputation had followed him 
of a severe and laborious student, and the cure of 
the countess was a known proof of his skill. 

Like the generality of the profession, he now 
divided his day into two portions; the morning he 
devoted to his visits, the afternoon to the reception 
of his patients. Returning to his home one day a 
little before the accustomed hour, he perceived a 
crowd of persons collected in the street through 
which he was passing. Perhaps some accident had 
happened, and his presence might be useful. He 
made his way, therefore, through the crowd. Yet 
he nowhere discovered any object which could have 
collected it. He was merely surrounded on every 
side by groups engaged in earnest yet subdued con- 
versation. ‘The greater part were women, and both 
men and women were generally of a mature age, 
and of that sort of physiognomy which one can only 
describe as odd—faces ready made for the pencil of 
the caricaturist. The doctor, who had no idle 
time, was about to make his escape, when a gener- 
al movement took place in the crowd, and he tound 
himself borne along irresistibly with the rest through 
a large door, which, it seemed, had just opened, 
into a spacious hall or amphitheatre. At the upper 
end was a stage ; on the stage a large, strangely- 
fashioned wheel was placed ; and by the side of the 
whee] stood a little child, dressed in a sky-blue 
tunic, with a red girdle round its waist, its hair 
curled and lying upon its shoulders, and a bandage 
across its eyes. The wheel and the child formed 
together a sort of mythological representation of 
Fortune. They were drawing the lottery. 

After amusing himself for some time with the 
novelty of the spectacle, the doctor began to make 
serious efforts to extricate himself. As he was 
threading his way through the crowd, and looking 
this way and that to detect the easiest mode of 
egress, he saw, underneath a small gallery at the 
side of the amphitheatre, in a place which seemed 
to be reserved for the more favored or more constant 
worshippers in that temple of Fortune, a face, the 
last he should have expected to find there. It was 
no other than the countess. She was seated there 
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with all the gravity in the world, inclining with a 
courteous attention to an old man with gray hairs 
and smooth brown coat, who was very deferentially 
addressing her. 

Having disengaged himself from the throng, and 
returned to his own house, this appearance of the 
countess recurred very forcibly to his mind. ‘‘ After 
all,” thought he, ‘it was the countess !—it was 
none but she who sent those notes.” The enigma 
was snived. He had made his fortune in the lot- 
tery, and without knowing it. He determined to 
visit his old patient the next morning. 

That very evening, however, he was waited on 
by the same old gentleman in brown coat and gray 
hairs, who was seen speaking to her at the lottery. 
He came with a rueful face, requesting him to visit 
immediately Madame ——, giving the countess 
her right name, which it is now too late in our 
story to introduce. Whatever may have been the 
case at some previous time, the wheel of Fortune 
had that day bitterly disappointed her ho She 
had been carried home insensible. ‘The doctor 
hastened to her. It was too late. She had been 
again attacked by a congestion of the brain, which 
this time had proved fatal. 

There appeared no hopes of a complete solution 
of the enigma. 

“ Ah!’ said the same old gentleman, as he stood 
moralizing by his side, ‘‘ the same luck never comes 
tuice—she should have tried other numbers.” 

The doctor saw immediately that the old gentle- 
man had been in the confidence of the deceased. 
He questioned him. ‘There was a look of signifi- 
cance, which betrayed plainly that he knew all. 
He was in fact one of those who earn their subsist- 
ence by writing letters for those who are deficient 
in the skill of penmanship or epistolary composition. 
He had written the very letter itself; to his pen was 
owing that sort of copy-book phrase, ‘* May the gifts 
of Fortune conduct to the Temple of Happiness !”’ 
The doctor had in truth, as he often said when 
alluding to the subject, made his fortune in the 
lottery. 

We wish we could leave the story here, and let 
the reader suppose that gratitude alone had induced 
the old woman to act so generous a part. But the 
whole truth should be honestly told. There was 
a mixture of superstition in the case. It was his 
number that had won the prize, and she considered 
it, as expressed in the letter which accompanied 
the notes, in the light of his property. In all coun- 
tries where a lottery has been long established, the 
strangest superstitions grow up concerning what 
are called lucky numbers. In Italy, where this 
manner of increasing the public revenue is still 
resorted to, not only is any number which has pre- 
sented itself under peculiar circumstances sure to be 

ropitious, but there is a well-known book, of ac- 

nowledged authority we believe, containing a list 
of words, with a special number attached to each 
word, by the aid of which you can convert into a 
lucky number any extraordinary event which has 
occurred to you. Let anything happen of public 
or private interest—let anything have been dreamt, 
or even talked of that was at all surprising, you 
have only to look in this dictionary for the word 
which may be supposed to contain the essence of 
the matter—as, for instance, fire, death, birth—and 
the number that is opposite that word will assured- 
Ton your fortune. When the countess first saw 

e prescription of the young doctor, she was going 
to throw it angrily on the floor; but her eye was 
suddenly riveted by the numbers in it—the numbers 
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of the grains and ozs. in the cabalistic writing—and 
she felt assured that in these lucky numbers her 
fortune was made. The first stake she played she 

layed for Aim; and, singularly enough, she won! 
Bat, as the old gentleman in the brown coat ob- 
served, the virtue of the prescription was exhausted. 
She should have sought for numbers from some 
other quarter ; the second trial she made ended ina 
severe Joss, and was the immediate occasion of her 
death. 


From Fraser’s Magazine. 
THE ORATOR OF THE SHOP. 
AT HOME. 


“ For the committee to-night, Cameron ?’’ said 

Taylor to his bench-mate. : 

he town bells were ringing the day of toil to its 
close as he spoke ; and the other men were already 
locking up their tools. 

‘*'You will have to excuse me this night also,” 
answered Cameron. ‘‘ My little Ned was worse at 
dinner-time.”’ 

“ Soh! And shall we not see you in the pro- 
cession to-morrow ?” 

‘ If my boy be well, you may.” 

« Always so, Jack. You are never without a 
Neddy to back you out of duty.” 

Cameron turned round to the wall, took down his 
jacket from the nail on which it hung, and drew it 
on before he spoke. Evidently he was angry. 

« Taylor, you and I have disagreed on this point 
before. I still think you take too great a lift in 
committee work. Do not turn up your lip so; 
committees can get on without us when our sick 
people cannot.’ So saying, he brushed past the 
cluster of shopmates who had drawn near to listen 
A y conversation, and hurried away to his sick 
child. 

The men broke into a tittering laugh when he 
was out of hearing; and one of them looking over 
his shoulder, cried to Taylor,— 

‘¢ Swirls in that stick, my chuck !”’ 

“ A cross-grained fellow!”’ replied Taylor, peev- 
ishly, tearing a shaving between his fingers. For 
he felt himself humbled before his comrades, to 
whom he had boasted that he would get Cameron 
along with them that night. ‘If the world were 
all of his mind,” he continued, ‘“‘ how, I wonder, 
would the heavy work ever be done? Neddy! 
What has Neddy to do with public duty? A few 
more Neddy-nurses and our masters may have their 
own way sweetly! Look ye, men, Jack Cameron 
is an obliging fellow in his way, and has done my- 
self a good turn or two, as you know ; but for all 
that he must be trusted no longer in the trade. If 
only a pin scratches his boy’s little finger, he 
shirks our meetings and rides off on his duty to 
his family. At a time like this, too!—when our 
Oppressors are preparing their cramps! I say, a 
true patriot would not be hindered by his family. 
I say, perish my family when my country is at 
stake! But we must off to the meeting, we have 
matters to arrange for the morrow.” 

Taylor was a tall, well-made man, with open, 
intelligent features, with black hair and dark shining 
eyes—al] the more shiny, that he was still on the 
young side of life’s water shed. He was well read 
in a few directions, had a ready wit and fluent 
tongue, was given to no gross vices, was good- 
tempered and persevering. He was just the man, 
therefore, to become the orator of a shop. No one 
amongst his shopmates had so wide a knowledge of 
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public affairs: no one had lived so much in the 
public eye. Besides which, he had all the credit 
of being a superior workman. He would finish 
three windows whilst another joiner was at two. 
Indeed, with hardly a half of his ability, some of 
his fellows had risen to be masters and Jeading men 
in the trade. And not a few of the simpler neigh- 
bors would now and again wonder how Taylor, 
with all his handiness and public spirit, should still 
be a journeyman, and live in a poor apartment in the 
old quarter of the town. 

The explanation lay upon the surface of his life, 
—in this one mistake, that duty had very little 
reference to any sphere but that of politics and 
public life. In his estimation, a man was doing his 
highest work when he was bending all his energies 
to the furtherance of the public weal. Whoever 
did less was a domestic drudge and mere worm. 
Society was on a great pilgrimage towards perfec- 
tion, and it behoved its members to bestir them- 
selves for the removal of those hindrances which 
blocked up the way. Especially did it become the 
people—the working classes—as the vanguard, in 
the onward movement, to devote themselves to this 
vast endeavor : to leave their homes, and if need be 
their shops, for this public work. 

This was Taylor’s deliberate conviction. It was 
not put on. It led to evil; but it was not put on 
to cloak that evil. In perfect sincerity of heart and 
purpose he cherished it, and sought to impress it 
upon others. 

If his wife and only daughter, therefore, had 
many a weary and anxious waiting for him, in late, 
dark hours, when he was detained by public busi- 
ness, nobody will be surprised. Often after all the 
evening bells had rung out, and the streets had emp- 
tied and become dumb, and the house-clocks began 
to tick like pulses in the arm of night, might these 
two be found sitting in the chimney-corner, listening 
eagerly, waiting wearily, for the sound of his steps, 
and dreading—for they could not get used to it— 
that some evil thing had befallen him. Oftener 
still, when she was able to coax Jane to bed, the 
mother sat up alone; in this case, always at the 
open window, leaning over that she might see the 
whole street, as if she would question the darkness 
and the silent stones about her husband. 

As one might expect, in such domestic waitings, 
and watchings, deprived of her natural rest and 
forced to breathe the damp night air, her health 
gave way. Qn the night the conversation reported 
above took place, she was lying pillowed up in bed, 
panting for breath, with no one to help her but lit- 
tle Jane. Poor Jane was almost wholly without 
education. She had received only such shreds of 
knowledge as her mother could give her in leisure 
hours. A simple child, but very affectionate, very 
full of the light of love! Her mother had asked 
her again and again to come to bed. Still she 
hoped her father would soon arrive. He had been 
late for several nights and surely he would be home 
early to-night. To-morrow was at hand, too, and 
his procession scarf was to sort. She replied to 
her mother with a new reason every time, which 
she clothed in words so sweet and soothing, that 
the sick mind was ever led by them into pleasing 
trains of thought ; and another and another portion 
of the night was softly whiled away. 

After midnight, however, the mother became 
worse. The fever mounted to her brain : her mind 
began to wander, and she uttered words which filled 
her child with fear. 

“ Look, Jane!” she cried at one time, fancying 
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herself at the open window, ‘‘is not that your 
father? I know his white jacket passing under 
the lamp.” 

‘ Dear mother, he will soon be here; he was 
home last night before this time.” 

‘* Hist! those are his steps on the street—go— 

0.” 
a Jane went to the window and pressed her ear to 
the glass. The measured fvot-fall of a watchman 
pacing his rounds sounded up. The watchman 
was alone. 

‘©The watchman, is it?” continued her mother. 
“Ay, I hear his voice, calling the hour out—there 
—hush—‘ past two.’ Who has heard him calling 
that hour so many times as I? Dear Jane, thou 
wilt wait for thy father when Iam gone. But go 
not to the open window. Dear life, shut down the 
window ; death comes in at open windows—death 
and cold! Jt is very cold: see to the fire, love! 
ah—g—r—u—u, how cold it is!” 

Jane put the last coal into the grate, and returned 
to the bedside. In a little while the sick woman 
quieted into slumber, and Jane began to listen for 
her father’s footsteps again. But as she listened 
the coal kindled, and a red flame flickered up in the 
grate, and the light fell forward into the Jarge, ill- 
furnished room, and reminded her of the disorder 
in which all things stood. So she stepped silently 
away from the bed, and arranged the few chairs 
around the walls, and swept the floor and the 
hearth, and was about to put the kettle to the fire 
when she remembered that there was neither bread 
nor coffee in the house, nor anything that her father 
could take. 

She leaned her brow against the cold jamb and 
gave way to tears. Except a bite of bread in the 
morning, she had tasted no food all day. She 
could not help her grief. An expenence older than 
her years had been forced upon her. Thoughts, 
which should have been strangers to a child, swept 
through her mind. Her mother’s condition, her 
father’s conduct, the state of their home, gave rise to 
many forebodings. The procession especially filled 
her with alarm. All might go well yet, she fan- 
cied, if it were once over, or put off, or not to be. 
She laid all the blame of her father’s absence on it. 
She did not blame’ her father. In some way, she 
had grown to think that he could not help being 
away. But how delightful it would be if the pro- 
cession were only over, and father had time to 
wait beside her sick mother! or—her face lighted 
up at the thought—if he could stay at home and 
not go. 

At that moment the subject of her thoughts came 
in. He stooped over the bed to look at his wife: 
when he found she was sleeping he came forward 
to the fire. Jane forgot all her sorrow, her hunger, 
her foreboding, everything but the last thought 
which passed through her mind, and this she re- 
solved to tel] her father. 

t Do you know what I ’ve been thinking, father? 
I’ve been thinking—but stoop to me; come closer 
stil], or we shall waken mother—I ’ve been think- 
ing if you could stay from the procession how hap- 
py we would be.”’ 

‘* It is impossible, Jane.” 

Jane did not know the meaning of ‘* impossible,” 
and so went on,— 

“ Mother would be happy, and I would be happy, 
and you would be happy; and it would make 
mother well again. If you had seen her an hour 
ago—she was very ill.” 

Taylor turned round towards the bed to see, for 
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he had not noticed the change for the worse when 
he entered. Jane continued— 

« Very, very ill! Speaking about death and you. 
Dear father, try and stay. I am afraid to be alone 
now by her side. Do you say ‘ Yes? You will 
stay? How happy R 

‘« You are too young to understand, Jane. I 
must go. I cannot stay. Duty forces me to go.” 

* Duty, father! Who is Duty’ She had 
never noted the word before. ‘* Do I know him?” 
She sprang up and clasped her father’s neck. ‘* Fa- 
ther, tell me where Duty lives! I will go to him 
this moment. I will not care how far it is. ] will 
tell him you cannot go. I will tell him how ill my 
mother is, how much she loves you; and he will 
not seek to force you away.” 

The orator was struck dumb. He silenced his 
daughter by gestures, and ordered her to bed. 

When she awoke the sun was shining into the 
room; her father was already gone; her mother 
had barely strength to point to some coppers upon 
the table, which he had left to procure food and fire. 


ABROAD. 


From an early hour music sounded through the 
streets. The trades were uyeisen and flocking to 
the appointed square. Parties from the country in- 
tending to join the procession began to arrive by the 
diferent gates. Flags waved and drums rattled at 
every corner. Fixciteinent was visible on every face. 

A universal holiday had been forced upon the 
town. The workshops were to still their noise; 
the factories to be silent; the markets to be sus- 
pended ; even the ploughs on the surrounding farms 
were to lie idle in the furrows. 

This day the public interest shall engage all men. 
The great measure on which the country’s hopes 
‘had been fixed tor years—for which they had strug- 
gled, and agitated, and petitioned, and subscribed, 
was ina perilousstate. The ministry were shrink- 
ing! The opposition had acquired new strength ! 
Unexpected resources, not free from suspicions of 
treachery aud backing-out, had come to the opposi- 
tion side. ‘The country was bound to rise; to tread 
the streets until the legislature were awakened to 
the strength of the popular will; to utter {ts united 
voice in speech and resolution, and to roll its mil- 
lion-signed petition over the floor of the house of 
commons, to the bar of the house of lords, to the 
very footstool of majesty itself. 

By ten o'clock all the parties expected have come 
forward; they only wait to appoint a marshal, and 
then proceed through the town to the open field, 
where the speeches are to be delivered and the peti- 
tion signed. 

The faces of the dense crowd are turned towards 
the inn. ‘The flags drooping over the balcony are 
Been to rustle. The window behind flies open, and 
there, beautifully grouped together, their official 
scarfs depending gracefully from their shoulders, 
their riband favors blushing politics on their breasts, 
stand, bowing and attitndinizing, the committee. 

A cheer loud as artillery bursts from the crowd— 
bursts louder and longer, ayain and again, for many 
minutes ; sinks for a moment, swells upwards from 
some more enthusiastic corner, infects the entire 
mass anew, and so continues until a member of 
committee steps out upon the balcony and beckons 
them to silence. 

The leader of the day is to be chosen. A steed 
finely caparisoned, led by a groom, is waiting at the 
inn door for the favored rider. 
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women from the windows around the square are 
searching among the committee for the likeliest one. 
Who shall describe the rapturous acclamation which 
rang out from the whole throng, when Carpenter 
Taylor was proposed? The music crashed, the 
flags waved responsively. ‘Taylor was an universal 
favorite. 

“A man,” said the mover, *‘ tried, able, and dis- 
interested! The devoted friend and counsellor of 
his fellow-workmen! No man here—I question if 
any other man in the whole country—has a better 
right to this honor. On this momentous day it be- 
comes us to have one at our head who has never 
flinched, and was never absent, when the interests 
of the country were at stake ; above all, who is one 
of ourselves !” : 

Taylor came forward. His dark eye kindled at 
the mass of human beings before him. His voice 
stilled them into attention. Never had day dawned 
upon his country of more importance than the pres- 
ent. He felt that all their past exertions were in 
peril. A Judas had entered the camp at head- 
quarters, and was gloating over the thirty pieces of 
silver. ‘The great measure on which the prosper- 
ity of this vast country depended, on which their 
freedom as a people, their stability as a nation, hung, 
was about to be rejected, sacrificed, outvoted ! 

“ We are this day to demonstrate our strength.. 
From this town we shall roll up a petition which 
shall strike awe into the opposition’s heart. We, 
the working-men, the misnamed ‘ lower classes,’ 
shall do it! We! Yes, the cheer which rings in 
this square shall spread and reverberate over all the 
land; shall pierce the ear of St. Stephen's; shall 
echo and reé€cho throughout the world, uttering this 
command—‘ Vote with the people!’ and the very 
echo of its echo dying away in the distant genera- 
tions shall be heard to say— Vote with the peo- 
ple 1? 93 

But these preliminary proceedings came to a close. 
Taylor mounted his horse, and with baton in hand 
began to marshal the trades into the order of pro- 
cession. First, by indefeasible right of primogeni- 
ture, marched the ancient order of Gardeners, with 
Eden flower-mottoes and flower-politics. Behind 
them, the descendants of Tubal Cain, carrying on 
an uplifted stage a huge sledge-hammer, which 
some hidden machinery wielded against an image 
of oppression. Thereafter, in honor of the marshal 
the union of Joiners, carrying an open coffin for op- 
pression when it shall be fairly killed, and waving 
white fir wands to indicate the peace which shall 
follow. Other trades succeeded in their balloted 
order, with devices, flags, and music, until the line 
was complete, and then ‘Taylor rode forward to his 
place amid the cheers of the whole procession. 

Had the reader and myself known nothing of 
Taylor’s private life, had we not chanced to listen 
to the moanings of his neglected wife, and seen the 
disappointed look of his waking child this morning 
when she found that he was gone, we too might 
have cheered him for his gallant look. 

The marshal’s dignity sat well upon him. He 
rode with an almost princely grace. The city 
crowds admired him as he went past; the open 
windows shot forth applauding looks. He could 
not fail to be affected. To him this was no show ; 
but a real, abiding work. The circumstances, also, 
had their appropriate influence on hismind. Rolling 
up behind him came, now blended into one sound, 
now separate and distinct, the tread of the immense 
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of many flags, and carried his mind above itself into 
a world wholly ideal. 

‘‘ Might I step forward into the province of the 
historian,” he thought, ‘how gloriously this day 
would be depicted on my page! Behold here, I 
would write, a sight which surpasses the pomp of 
royalty and the array of war. Phe majesty of the 
people has manifested itself this day; their hidden 
strength has revealed its brawny arms. The great 
dumb people have found a voice; it speaks in the 
tread of ten thousand feet, in the mottogs on their 
banners, in the varied devices of ye yades, in the 
selected music and the hearty cheebs.”” 

In the midst of these historic fancies the proces- 
sion had begun w defile through the old quarter of 
the town. The fimiliar aspect of the street in 
which he lived recalled him to actual life. A vague 
desire that his poor wife might see him in his pride, 
and, perchance, be cheered by his honor, as she 
used to be; this, and also, partly, the true instincts 
of home, which were not utterly trampled out of 
him, guided his eye up to the single window of his 
dwelling-place. And there, her small white face 
shaded with intense anxiety, stood Jane, waving her 
arms and pressing her lips, and making violent ges- 
tures to her father, which he could not understand. 

There was that in her look, however, which went 
direct to his heart. It said as plainly as words 
could have done, *‘ Mother is worse!’’ For the 
first time, the real danger of his wife’s condition 
flashed upon him. While he was here, striving 
to meet a peril of the state, his wife might be dying 
in her desolate home. The music began to grate 
upon his ear. He was now under the very win- 
dow where his wife lay, and he could not go to her 
nor comfort her. 

At this moment Jane rushed out to him from the 
‘close. How now shall the well-dressed marshal act? 
This child is his daughter, and poverty is written 
-upon her thin coverings! The windows and pave- 
‘ments are filled with neighbors who know him, and 
all the circumstances of his home. Nocheer salutes 
him here ; low murmurs of displeasure roll towards 
him from the assembled women. 

‘* Better he were beside his dying wife 
-one. 

‘ Better he had given a frock to his daughter 
than bought that scarf °’ cried another. 

Meantime the procession flowed on behind, and 
he could not stop. 

‘© Home, Jane, home! I soon will be,” he half 
whispered to her aside, ashamed that a child so 
poorly dressed should be known as his. ‘* Home! 
away from the horse’s feet !—do not speak here !”’ 

“ Not this way, father!’’ cried out the child ; 
“another way. You will kill mother! the noise 
of the trumpets and the cheering will kill her! 
Dear, ‘dear father, another way ! "The doctor said 
she must be quiet. Not this way—not ——” 

Her father was out of hearing. The procession 
came on and urged him forward, coiling like a hiss- 
ing snake, through the street in which the dying 
woman lay, and separated father and child. 

But the glory was departed from his view. He 
felt himself thrust back into the painful circum- 
stances of his own home ; he heard the upbraidings 
of his dying wife; he recalled the neglect which had 
been the rule of his married life; the magic dress 
fell from the procession; he saw nothing in it but 
idleness and show ; the voice that was to echo down 
through generations died away in a taproom brawl ; 
his dignity grew irksome; he would have abandoned 
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Moreover, he had toiled for it, had longed for it, had 
exulted when it was put upon him. e rode on in 
agony. ‘The air seemed to change the streams of 
music into dying groans; the open windows were 
filled with pale faces beckoning him to dismount and 
go home; beds of sickness and death floated before 
his eyes ; pale faces, like that of his little Jane, 
pressed out upon him from the crowd, and seemed to 
touch his lips. His heart sickened at his position. 
For two hours his agony continued. His honorable 
duties changed into dry details. His mind was awa 
from them—away from the entire proceedings. e 
sat carelessly upon his horse, took no interest in what 
was said or done, saw nothing but the image of his 
wife in her cold and comfortless abode. 

At length the grand feat of tho day was accom- 
plished. ‘The speeches had been spoken, and the 
one signed. After the signing of the last name, 

aylor was to give the signal of return, and all the 
bands were to resume their playing. He was still 
unconscious of his position. He did not notice that 
the reins had fallen from his hand, and lay loosely 
on the horse’s neck. The sudden crash of the 
simultaneous music startled the animal. It reared 
back for a moment, and then sprang forward, like 
an arrow, towards the town. ‘Taylor made one 
grasp for the reins, but was thrown in the attempt, 
and his right foot entangled in the stirrup. ‘The 
horse rushed furiously on, dragging its rider over 
the stones. Long before it could be stopped his life 
was ebbing. He was found lying on the street in 
a pool of blood. 


IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 


Taylor was still sensible when the members of 
commitee came up to him with a surgeon. One of 
the large blood-vessels had burst. He signified his 
wish to be taken home. 

Very solemn was the contrast between the going 
forth of the marshal and the return of the man. 
Borne along ina chair, supported by men decked 
out in the gay scarfs of the procession, the arm 
which had held the baton hanging powerless by his 
side, the face which answered the universal greet- 
ings all disfigured, the head leaning heavily forward 
on the breast, the dark hair matted with dust and 
blood—he did not seem to be the same. 

The pavements were crowded to behold him as 
he passed, but with cheering crowds no longer. 
The news of the accident went before, and hushed 
the people into silence. Everywhere silence! The 
street in which he dwelt was as still as the grave. 
Only the poor women who had brawled against him 
in the morning broke the stillness with their tears. 

“« A sad sight!” said one of these. 

“ And going to a sad home !”’ continued another. 

“ Dear, dear,” whispered a third, t how this life 
works! Life and death, pride and pain, follow 
each other,yhard! A sorry woman she would have 
been to see him so, though he did forget her. For 
you know she was very proud of him—very proud 
of him, poor soul. God has been merciful to her!” 

There was the greatest difficulty in carrying him 
up to his house. The stair was long, and steep, 
and narrow. At each landing-place, too, the 
neighbors crowded forward and shut out the light, 
and made the place hot and stifling, but still there 
was the same dead silence. Of all those who had 
given him ‘‘ Good morning’? for many years, no 
one came forward to sympathize with him or speak 
a kind word to him now. They rather sought to 
avoid his eye, lest he should auestion them about 


it if he could, but there was no man to relieve him. | his home. 
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Taylor himself felt that there was more in their 
silence than sympathy for him. The silence was 
too dead to be the expression of sympathy. There 
was awe and terror init. A dreadful assurance of 
his wife’s death brooded over his soul. A horror 
took hold upon him that he would be too late for 
her forgiveness. His mind stumbled over dark 
mountains of fear, as one would stumble at night 
over a place of graves. H[{[e yearned to reach his 
own door, and yet shook to his centre at every 
nearer step. hen, at length, the weary height 
was reached, and the door pressed open, and the 
forevoding of death passed into certainty—when 
his eye rested on the still body of his neglected 
wife, and brought back the knowledge that the 
divider had come up into his home, the little 
strength which remained gathered itself into one 
terrific energy; he burst away from the men who 
supported him on his chair, flung himself passion- 
ately on the yet warm remains, and sobbed there 
like a little child until the energy had spent its 
force, and then he fell forward exhausted on the 
floor. 

There was but one bed in the house. The men 
laid the body of the wife upon a table, and lifted 
the husband into her place. 

The surgeon could do little. What was within 
his power to soothe the pain of his patient he did, 
added a few simple directions to the committee, and 
wok his leave. 

A half-hour elapsed before Taylor showed signs 
of revival. At length he began to recognize the 
faces around him, and his own condition., For 
awhile his mind came to him in mere gushes and 
starts, between the pauses of which he either raved 
or sank into stupor. The sight of the dead body 
on the table overcame him. He sobbed anew, and 
groaned bitterly. When they offered to remove it 
to another place, he besoucht them to refrain. 

‘© While light remains, let me look upon her! It 
will not be long. Good soul, rest! There ¿s rest 
for the like of thee !”’ 

Then, addressing himself— 

«' Thou wretched man, for an hour of a vain 
show to leave her here to die alone !”’ 

The men strove to quiet him. 

‘* Men, men,” he answered, ‘‘ be not neglectful 
of your homes! Death will creep in when ye are 
out. Return to yourown houses. Leave me here, 
I am better. Do leave me! Perhaps your wives 
are dying! Go home to your wives! There now, 
J can be Ieft—go! J have something to say to my 
wife yet, and I would be alone. But, what!” 
remembering his daughter, ‘ I miss Jane! Is not 
Jane there? Look for Jane! Ah, thou fatherless 
and motherless little one, thou art there !”’ 

Jano had been stupefied by the events of the af- 
ternoon. When the strange men carried in her 
father, all covered with blood, she shrank terrified 
into a corner, and now came forward trembling from 
head to foot. She could not speak, but she lifted 
up her eyes upon her father, and there went forth 
from them such kind meanings, that he smiled, 
returning her look as if he had drunk in the quiet- 
ness of her spirit and made it his own. New 
strength came to him, and his eyes closed slowly 
into sleep. 

But it was disturbed. A change came up into 
his countenance. It was as if some fearful dream 
were darkening through it. His whole frame 
quivered as if in agony. One of the men touched 
him to break ihe, deca: and he awoke and rolled 
his eyes wildly round upon them all. 

as iis t” he cried, ‘‘ itis a fearful darkness which 
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lies before me. It came up against me like a wall 
and shut me in—into itself—and out from the light 
of earth and the look of lyve. Back, back!” 
addressing the darkness, which he continued to 
see; ‘not yet so near! Take these gloomy eyes 
away! These !—these are your eyes, friends! It 
is a fearful thing to die °’ 

A foolish member of committee ventured to 
reply— 

‘¢Come, come, Taylor! you did not always give 
way to fear. You are brave when you like, and 
have defied death before now !”’ 

Taylor fixed his eyes upon him and said, slowly 
at first 

“ When death is still far away, it is easy to defy 
it; easy, I think, in any case, if the heart were 
right. It is the heart that makes brave. If I had 
the heart of this little child, I would still defy it. 
But look ye, man,” and he started from his pillow 
and me the man by the arm, and pointed to the 
table and spoke more rapidly, ‘‘ when the heart is - 
full of darkness, and dark billows are rolling in 
upon me from that dead body, crested with upbraid- 
ing eyes, and all eternity lies before me without 
one star, I have good need to fear!” 

{t was a dull, ignorant soul he addressed, one 
who had not prudence enough to be silent; and 
who, therefore, plunged again into his ignorance 
and brought out this reply : 

“ Do not take things so darkly as all that; has 
not your life been a useful and glorious one ?”’ 

Taylor let go his hold of the speaker’s arm, and 
lay back on the pillow and closed his eyes for a lit- 
tle. When he had gathered his thoughts into some 
shape he said : 

‘¢ Comrades, it is an untrue word which has been 
spoken. My life has not been glorious, A glori- 
ous life is a good one, and mine has not been that. 
I have been living in a vain show!” He paused a 
moment while a spasin of pain shot through him. 
«I have not long to be with you: I have often 
spoken to you, I have often said foolish things to 
you, about our duty to the country. Hear me once 
more before I leave you. A time like this alters 
one’s view of many things, and of nothing more 
than our past opinions.’ Another pause. ‘* It is 
not glorious to abandon duties which lie around us 
from our infancy. It is not glorious to rush out 
into public life and leave the fireside desolate. No, 
not even for the rights of our trade! To scoop out 
a wider runlet for our earnings is a poor work, 
when to do it we must stop up the channels of the 
heart.” His mouth filled with blood, and they 
besought him to lie silent. ‘I may improve the 
minutes which remain. IJ would fain undo any evil 
I have done. ForI have abused to worthless ends 
my speaking talent. Honor no man henceforth as 
you honored me. Honor is due to him only who 
deserves it at home; for it is a shameful thing to 
appear great in the public eye, and be all the while 
useless at home.” A pause. ‘‘ And now, com- 
rades, farewell. Be great at home. Duty lies ia 
that direction. If you see Cameron, ask him to 
forgive and forget my many fvolish words. Good 
night, good night!’ 

He fell once more into a sleep. The men left 
on some committee business connected with the 
procession, and Jane had to sit alone with the dying 
and dead. Her father’s sleep was heavy and unre- 
freshing. The same dark cloud which appeared 
before, came ever, at brief intervals, over his brow. 
Ilis mind was toiling, though his eyes were closed. 

Tt might have been an hour ere he awoke. He 
was much weaker. His voice now could not rise 
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above a whisper. His first inquiry was if the men 
were gone. Then he called his daughter nearer, 
and asked how it had been with her mother before 
she dicd. 

“ Very joyful,” answered the child. 

“ Was there no fear?” 

‘© No fear, father.” 

“« Any anger, then? 
father’s conduct T?’ 

« No, no, no, dearest father! Her last words 
were words of kindness about you. She prayed 
for you that you might still be happy, and blessed 
you many times ” 

‘Dear soul! Come nearer, Jane. Tell me all 
she said, and quick; I have not long to hear!” 

“ She bade me tell you that she died praying for 
you, that God might turn you to himself.” 

« Too late, now—too late! What more?” 

‘© She bade me cleave to God, and told me how 
he is the good Shepherd who carrieth the lambs in 
his bosom. She said he would never forsake 
me pe 2 

“ As I did.” 

“ She did not say that, but she asked me to re- 
peat the psalm I learned, and her eyes closed as I 
hummed over this verse— 


“ < Such pity as a father hath 


Any upcasting of thy poor 
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(Hush, my light-bringer! the sweetest light is 
painful to an eye diseased. ) 

The dying man moaned out— 

« No more of that!’’ and closed his eves and 
withdrew his mind from his daughter's narrative. 

She took his hand into hers, and sat down beside 
him. The window was straight before her. Over 
the roofs of the opposite houses the view stretched 
down into the west. ‘The sun was sinking behind 
the piles of building. The smoke twilight was 
stretching upits dusky arms to receive him. Night, 
star-sandalled, was treading up behind. Already 
the evening stur gleamed over a ridge of roofs 
on which it seemed to rest. The sun-light faded 
utterly from the sky; the large room darkened in 
every corner. The face of the dying man blended 
with the darkness, His hand grew cold and colder 
to the touch. Then it fell from the child’s grasp, 
and she was alone with God, and Night, and Death. 


ELEGIAC. 


The reader and myself shall see the monument 
before we part. The cutting is rude enough, the 
meaning of the design is ill to guess. Such as it 
is, that square, rough block is Taylor's moony 
here. I have heard that the rough squareness of 
the pillar was intended to express ‘the character of 
his oratory. That fragment of drapery on the top 
was meant to be a workman's jacket. The inscrip- 
tion, had it been true, is the best of it— 


A PATRIOT'S GRAVE.” 


How strange that lies and weeds abound so much 
in the soil of death! He who rests here, as you 
well know, was no patriot. He was a mere speak- 
er about patriotism. 

We are only beginning to gather up the true 
features of this virtue. ‘The time was when we 
fancied it to be a bluster about war. There came 
another time, in which it seemed to be a struggle 
against narrow laws. At present, it is public-spir- 
itedness—a term which hides beneath its vague- 
ness a world of lies! Had we looked deeply into 
the lives of those great men, who have done true 
service for their country, we might have erred less 
and learned more. We should have learned, for 
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one thing, that the beginnings of all patriotism are 
in the heart and home, and that the pubhe-spirited- 
ness Which is not rooted there is spurious and 
rotten to the core. For in the inner life of our 
greatest men there was ever first a struggle for 
truth and freedom to their own souls, before they 
ventured into public service. These men under- 
stood, that the sacrament of admission into the 
church of the patriots is the baptisin of the spirit ia 
self-denial. And, therefore, you always find that 
they were great in the inner courts of their being., 
having subdued their own wills to God, and estab- 
lished his law in their homes. 

We have much talk about social freedom in our 
day; and we are not without earnest, well-directcd 
almings towards it. But we Jack one thing much. 
We could do with less talk: but we must have 
more personal preparation. Our publie men do not 
wrestle enough in private for inward freedem. 
There is too little of the secret battle against heart- 
tyranny in their midst. They are too easily contend 
with seeking freedom and reform for the far-away 
and the external: they want the wisdom and the 
self-denial to begin at home. 

Men hke Taylor mect us in every province and 
grade of society. They often rush into the sphere 
of public life to escape the demands of their own 
hearts at home. And they end in deluding them- 
selves by the lic, that they are bearing the yoke of 
public service, and furthering the cause of human 
happiness, when they are ‘babbling about these 
things. Woe for them, when society shall discover 
that every sphere of duty is sacred in the eye ct 
Heaven, and open only for those who have prepared 
themselves aright! 

It is high time we were making this roe 
“ Of the sounding brass and tinkling cymbal” 
have had more than enough: of the men who pr 
forth into the ministry of public duty, without a 
call trom above, we could want a part; vet we stil 
tolerate on our platforms, and vex the heavens hy 
applauding, many who exercise a tyranny at heme 
which might make us weep, and yield to a bondzge 
within which should make us blush. ‘The simple 
patriotism which kindles her torch in the heart, and 
sheds her first lirht over the family cirele, and so 
outwards, is hardly known in our land ; and in 
heaven no other kind is known. 

The currents of some young heart, whose eye 
is falling on these words, are setting life-wards. 
The voung heart has fond dreams about social free- 
dom—fond hopes for its own fair future. Do not 
cease to cherish these. While the windows of 
‘heaven are open, adinit the Jight. But one counsel 
in your ear, young friend. “Tt you would realise 
the dream of your youth—if you would still tread 
onward, beneath aunzure skies, over a flowery, fruit- 
ful earth—if you would be really great and useful 
to your fellow-men, take this counsel into your 
heart of hearts, and let your tree spirit brood over 
it; it comes to you from the solemn past; itis the 
key to your golden future; it is high as heaven, 
it is deep as hell:—THe Work you woup vo 
FOR OTHERS, DO FIRST FOR YOUR OWN HEART AND 
HOME! 

Let us retire by these steps! I see Taylor’s old 
hench-mate coming up the walk to look at the stone. 
He is a rare fellow, that! Green and pleasant are 
the borders of his home—a living well in the desert! 
He has a mother’s heart and care for those two 
children stepping on behind him. How beautiful 
Jane looks in her dark, mourning dress! With 
what sisterly tenderness does she help along lide 
Ned, out for the first time! 


SCENES AND THOUGHTS IN EUROPE. 


From the Spectator. 
AN AMERICAN’S SCENES AND THOUGHTS IN 
EUROPE. * 


Turis volume is akin to various other books that 
havo lately appeared from American pens; where 
a traveller, without special qualification or novelty 
of ground, keeps a journal of his thoughts and ob- 
Servations, or writes home an account of his jour- 
neyings in letters to his friends, which in due time 
are revised and given to the vorld. Whether the 
** cacoethes scribendi,” a fashion of cheap books, or 
the rarity of good travels in America—for only the 
very best of this kind of English literature, and that 
of modern date, seems to be reprinted—be the cause 
of this Transatlantic fecundity, we know not. The 
result is a numerous class of books, which, if not 
intrinsically worse than ths inferior tours produced 
by the Britishers, are more empty and more wordy 
—less adapted to an old people, with whose general 
public the age of mere sentiment and outpourings 
of individual opinion have passed away. 

The author of Scenes and Thoughts in Europe, 
though belonging to the common grade of Ameri- 
can tourists, is rather better qualified than most of 
them. He has not, indeed, any special training 
which would enable him to travel advantageously in 
Europe; but he has better qualifications than the 
run of his countrymen. In his youth he sojourned 
in Germany, if he did not study there ; and in addi- 
tion to the larger ideas which this advantage has 
given him, he seems to have contracted more scruples 
as to the sanctitics of social life and personal feeling. 
Kither in Europe or America, he has given some 
study to history and art, and considered the complex 
system of Iwuropean society as it has grown up 
during so many ages, with an American bias, it is 


true, but without the self-sufficient vulgarity which | 
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priate. Venice is very briefly dismissed; Milan 
shortly, but not so short. The longest topic at 
Florence is a panegyric on the American sculptor 
Power, done with a critical tone, but with the un- 
flinching purpose of a hackney puffmonger: the 
Yankee is placed ona level with the artist who 
produced the Medician Venus. Art is a leading 
subject at Rome also, but relieved by sights in 
which life predominates. 

The form of the book is that of extracts from let- 
ters; the style is closer and more forcible than is 
usually exhibited by American writers, with a 
greater air of scholarly training ; but the sustained 
interest is not equal to the ability of the writer, 
pernaps from the incongruity of the matter in refer- 
ence to the form. We expect a book of travels, 
with its narratives, its incidents, and its pictures : 
we get a series of disquisitions, without notice, 
title, or arrangement, and are consequently disap- 
pointed. 

The author commences with England ; but there 
is not much space devoted to this country, ahd what 
there is chiefly relates to Wordsworth and the 
Lakes. It might be the contrast of London and 
seven years ago, but the sketches both of Havre 
and Rouen seem to bear hard upon those striking 
and rather pleasant towns of Normandy. 

“At three o’clock, we left London by railroad for 
Southampton, which we reached at six ; and, cross- 
ing the channel by steamboat in the night, entered 
the port of Havre at ten the next morning. The 
town looked dirty at a distance, and is dirtier than 
it looked. The small craft we passed in the harbor 
were unclean and unwieldy. The streets ran filth 
to a degree that offended both eves and nose. Knots 
of idle, shabby men were standing at corners gos- 
siping, and looking at parrots and monkeys exposed 
for sale. The inn we got into, commended as one 


charactenzes many of his compatriots. Neither did! of the best, was so dirty that we could not bear to 


he scamper over Murope at railroad speed. His 
fetters embrace a period of nearly three years; and 
thouzh he often left places slightly inspected, and 
lingered in others of no greater importance, time 
was allowed for the formation of opinion. 

And it is opinion, conjoined with the writer’s 
literary ability, that gives its character to Scenes 
and Thoughts in Europe. ‘Though by no means an 
imitator of Emerson, or even a disciple, he resem- 
bles that writer in his manner of investigating 
things, so as to impart attraction to rather worn 
subjects by the vigor and novelty of his views. In 
fact, a great part of the book is less travels than 
essays upon subjects turned up in travelling. Taci- 
dents are few; the descriptions are not numerous, 
and are less of the things themselves than what they 
suggest to the writer: criticisin or disquisition is the 
hasis of all the more elaborately handled topics. 
The number of persons of leisure in Europe com- 
pared with America, leads to a view of the Enro- 
pean aristocracy ; in which a good deal of largeness 
and shrewdness are mixed up with some prejudice 
and soine overstrained positions. The writer so- 
journed for six weeke at a cold-water-cure station ; 
and he gives one a? the best because the most logi- 
cal expositions in its favor that we have met with. 
Paris suggests an estimate of the French people, 
and a criticism on French literature and its princi- 
pal classics; which might perhaps have been done 
at home, but it is so obviously suggested by the ge- 
nius loci, and draws so much illustration from the 
surrounding scenes, that it looks natural and appro- 
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face the prospect of a night in it. We hired a car- 
riage, and started at four with post-horses for Rouen, 
which we reached at midnight. Here we spent 
Sunday. Rouen is finely placed, on the Seine, 
with lofty hills about ìt. In the diligence in which 
we started early on Monday to overtake fifteen miles 
up the river the steamboat to St. Germain, I heard 
a Frenchman say to a Frenchwoman, ‘ Rouen est 
le pot-de-chambre de la Normandie.’ You know 
of the cathedral at Rouen, and of the Maid of Or- 
leans’ execution ; but this is probably in all respects 
new to you. To me it was also new and satisfac- 
tory ; being an indication that some of the dwellers 
in this region have a consciousness of the presence 
of stenches.”’ 


FRENCHMEN AND PARIS. 


“A Frenchman more than other men is dependent 
upon things without himself. Nature and his own 
mind, with domestic interests and recreations, are 
not enough to complete his daily circle. For his 
best enjoyment he must have a succession of facti- 
tious excitements. Out of this want Paris has 
grown to be the capital of the world for superficial 
amusements. Here are the appliances, multiplied 
and diversified with the keenest refinement of sen- 
sual ingenuity, for keeping the mind busy without 
labor and fascinated without sensibility. The senses 
are beset with piquant baits. Whoever has money 
in his purse, and can satisfy through gold his chief 
wants, need have little thought of the day or the 
year. He finds a life all prepared for him, and se- 
lects it as he does his dinner from the voluminous 
carte of the restaurant. To live is for him as easy 
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as to make music on a hand-organ; with but slight 
physical effort from hinself, he is borne along trom 
week to week and froin season to season on an un- 
resting current of diversions. Here the sensual can 
pass years without satiety, and the slothful without 
ennui. Paris is the Elysium of the idler, and for 
barren minds a paradise.”’ 


FRENCH TRAGEDY. 


“ The French appear not to have had depth enough 
to produce an original tragic drama. The tragic 
material, whereof sentiment is as essential an ele- 
ment as passion, is meagre in them compared with 
the Germans or English; hence the possibility and 
even necessity of a simpler plot and a measured 
regularity. Corneille or Racine could not have 
wrought a tragedy out of a tradition or a modern 
fable ; they require a familiarized historical subject. 
The nature of French tragedy compared with 
Ienglish is happily illustrated by the Hamlet of 
Ducis, which ee seen played at the Théatre 
Francais. The title of the piece is, ‘ Hamlet, 
‘Tragédie en 5 acts, imitée de l'Anglais par Ducis.’ 
A fitter title were, ‘ Hamlet, with the part of Ham- 
let left out by particular desire of French taste.’ 
It is as much an imitation of Shakspeare as straight 
walks and parallel! lines of trees are an imitation of 
nature. Teale is resolved into a tender-hearted, 
affectionate son. He has not been put aside, but is 
king. Ophelia does anything but go mad. The 
mother is overwhelined with remorse for the mur- 
der, which she confesses to a confidant. The heart 
of. Hamlet’s mystery is plucked oat. The poetry 
is flattened into phrases. The billowy sea of Shak- 
speare is belittled to a smooth pond, in every part 
whereof you can touch bottom. It is not deep 
enough to dive in.” 

CLIMATE OF FLORENCE. 

“Tt is much like ours of the Middle States, except 
that our winter is colder and drier. An American 
is surprised at this similarity on arriving in Italy ; 
having got his notions from English writers, who, 
coming from their cloudy northern island, are en- 
chanted with the sunny temperance of an Italian 
winter, and oppressed by the heats of summer. 
The heat is not greater than it is in Maryland: and 
our winter is finer certainly than that of Florence, 
being drier, and though colder at the same time 
sunnier. As with us, the autumn, so gloomy in 
England, is cheerful, clear, and calm, holding on 
till Christmas. They have hardly more than two 
cold months. Already in March the spring is 
awake, and soon drives back winter, first into the 
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forgetful of mere differences, they were met for a 
common object :— 

“ We make no compromise by meeting for this 
purpose. I would not meet here to-day ai thought 
[ was making a compromise of my religious opin- 
ions. I avow that I am most decidedly in favor of 
the Established Chureh—I am in favor of that form 
of Christianity established in this country; I give 
a decided preference to its forms, to its doctrines, 
and its episcopal order; and I make no sacrifice of 
my prineiples by cordially uniting with others who 
differ with me upon these points, but concur with 
me in that high principle that the Bible contains 
the word of God. That principle has been so pow- 
erfully described by one of the ablest men, that I 
cannot do better than repeat his own words. ‘By 
the religion of Protestants,’ says Chillingworth, ‘ I 
do not understand the doctrine of Luther, or Cal- 
vin, or Melancthon, nor the Confession of Augs- 
burg or Geneva, nor the Catechism of Heidelberg, 
nor the Articles of the Church of England; no, nor 
the harmony of Protestant confessions; but that 
wherein they all agree, and to which they all sub- 
scribe with a greater harmony, as a perfect rule of 
their faith and actions—that is, the Bible; the Bible, 
I say, the Bible alone, is the religion of Protestants.’ 
Retaining, then, (said Sir Robert,) my opinion in 
favor of the Established Church of this country, 
but fully concurring in the principles laid down by 
that writer, I have great pleasure in cedperating 
with those who differ with me in points of church 
government, but I have still greater pleasure in 
cooperating with them in spreading the knowledge 
of that word from which we all draw our common 
| faith.” 


ADVERTISING IN GERMANY —A mercantile house 
at Berlin has proposed to all the railway companies 
‘of Germany to supply all their carnages with silk 
i blinds fornothing. They simply propose to reserve 
to themselves the right of changing the blinds as 
often as they may please; and they require the com- 
panies to engage themselves not to accept, during 
fifty years, either for money or gratuitously, any 
blinds but theirs. Their object is to cover the blinds 
| With advertisements.— Galignam s Messenger. 


WE announce with great regret the death of Dr. 
Andrew Combe; which occurred at Gorgie Mill, 
near Edinburgh, on the night of Monday last. Dr. 
Combe was only forty-nine years of age; and, 
although he had long been afflicted by discase of 
the lungs, no expectations ware entertained of his 

! dissolution until within a week of that event. His 


highest Apennines, where he clings for a brief | immediate illness was a sudden attack of bowe} 
space, and thence retreats up to the topmost Alps, | complaint, under the weakening influence of which 


not to reappear for nine or ten months. Nor is that | he sank without pain. Dr. Combe was one of the 
beautiful child of the light and air the Italian sunset | physicians in ordinary to the queen, and correspond- 


more beautiful than the American.’’ 


Sır R. Pee, anp THE BiBLE.—Sir Robert Peel 
presided over the annual meeting of the Tamworth 
Bible Society, held 18 August, in the town-hall. 
Sir Robert’s speech was the great feature of the 
proceedings, otherwise of a somewhat formal nature. 
Sir Robert enlarged on the reasons for the neces- 
sity of greater exertion to disseminate the Bible ; 
among the chief of which were the increase of pop- 
ulation, the increased congregation of working peo- 
ple in manufactories and railway works, and the 
extension of colonial establishments. He insisted 
upon the importance of Christian and especiully of 
Protestant unity ; and asserted its moral influence, 
as shown in the effect of missions to China. He 
therefore rejoiced at the present meeting, in which, 


ling member of the Imperial and royal society of 
physicians of Vienna; and his works—the chief of 
which were, The Principles of Physiology applied 
to the Preservation of Mcalth, A Treatise on the 
Physiological and Moral Management of Infancy, 
and The Physiology of Dizrstion—had passed 
through a number of editions, and attained a celeb- 
rity rarely equalled, both in Europe and America. 
Just before his last attack of illness he was actively 
engaged in the preparation of a ecommunicaticn 
intended for insertion in the Times, on a subject of 
the greatest moment within his peeuhar branches 
of philanthropic inquiry, namely, the nature and 
causes of the ship tever which has swept off within 
the last few months so many hundreds of the unfor- 
tunate Irish in their emigration to the United Staten. 
— Times. 
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From the Edinburgh Review. 


1. A Lytell Geste of Robin Hode, with other Ancient 
and Modern Ballads and Songs relating to this 
celebrated Yeoman. Edited by Jous MATHEW 
Gutcu, F. S. A. 2vols. 8vo. London: 1847. 

2. Robin Hood; a Fragment by the late RorerT 
SouTHEY, and CAROLINE SouTHEY. 8vo. 
Edinburgh and London : 1847. 


On dismissing, in November, 1644, the commis- 
sioners whom the parliament had sent to him at 
Oxford to treat for peace, Charles Í. most needlessly 
affronted them. He refused them the usual cour- 
tesy of communicating to them the contents of his 
unswer to the proposals of which they had been the 
bearers. The commissioners ventured to remark 
upon the incivility, on which his majesty packed 
them off with the following rebuke—‘‘ What is that 
to you, who are but to carry what I send? And 
if i wil send the song of Robin Hood and Little 
John, you must carry it.” Obsequious cavaliers 
very probably repeated this impertinence as a nota- 
ble exhibition of royal spirit; but graver men would 
ponder on it, as a truer revelation of the character 
and temper of their infatuated king, than what Clar- 
endon had studied to impress upon his State Papers, 
in language so solemn and imposing, that it is al- 
most lnpossible even now to distrust their majestic 
tone. 

Our present purpose, however, is not to comment 
upon the ill-humor of Charles I., but upon his illus- 
tration. The song of Robin Hood and Little John, 
was the most popular instanee of a familiar and 
household story that occurred to him. It was in 
the mouth of every one, from the palace to the cot- 
tage; and it is so still. It has floated down the 
stream of time for many centuries, and although it 
may have lost, in its descent, somewhat of its ancient 
fascination, there is even now an attractiveness about 
it, sufficient to allure many eyes and stir many 
hearts—quite enough to justify the publication of 
two as handsome volumes as those put forth by Mr. 
Gutch ; and to enliven by its animating title a more 
appropriate fraginent than the posthumous Robin 
Hood of Southey, which is not likely, we fear, to 
add another leaf from the holly-tree or the laurel, 
to either name. 

The existing evidences of Robin Hood’s wide- 
spread popularity are singularly numerous. There 
is scarcely a country in England, or any class of 
ancient remains, which, in some place or other, 
does not claima kind of relationship to this cele- 
brated hero. Cairns on Blackdown in Somerset- 
shire, and barrows near to Whitby in Yorkshire and 
Ludlow in Shropshire, are termed Robin Hood’s 
pricks or butts ; lofty natural eminences in Glouces- 
tershire and Derbyshire, are Robin Hood’s hills ; 
a huge rock near Matlock is Robin Hood's Tor ; 
ancient boundary stones, as in Lincolnshire, are 
Robin Hood's crosses ; a presumed loggan or rock- 
ing-stone in Yorkshire, is- Robin Hood’s penny- 
stone; a fountain near Nottingham, another between 
Doncaster and Wakefield, and one in Lancashire, 
are Robin Hood’s wells ; acave in Nottinghamshire 
is his stable ; a rude natural rock in Hope Dale is 
his chair; a chasm at Chatsworth is his leap; 
Blackstone Edge in Lancashire is his bed: ancient 
oaks, in various parts of the country, are his trees ; 
Plumpton park in Cumberland, the forest of Feck- 
enham in Worcestershire, the deep glades of Sher- 
wood and Barnsdale, and the innermost recesses of 
Needwood and Inglewood, still resound with his 
exploits; while Loxley, the presumed place of his 
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birth, which is set down by the old writers as in 
Yorkshire or Nottinghamshire, is now claimed by 
Warwickshire and Staffordshire; and will in due 
time be contested by the true Homeric number of 
candidates. A singular saying, ‘* Robin Whood in 
Barnwood stood,” had at one time made good its 
way into Westminster Hall, as a proverb for a 
quibble. It appears, by the reports, that reverend 
judges have done it the honor of introducing it on 
more than one occasion. If they could have fore- 
seen the trouble they were bringing upon Ritson 
by this now obscure allusion, it may be hoped that 
they would have refrained—the outlaw would have 
been scarcely more perplexed at finding himself 
before them in his own proper form in open court. 
Robin Hood's companions have a kind of copar- 
cenary in their master’s popularity. Wakefield 
still remembers her celebrated pinder George à 
Green; and he isa sign-post hero, not only there, 
but in places far distant from the scene of his first 
encounter with his chief. The names of Maid 
Marian and Friar Tuck, of Scarlet Much, and, 
above all. of Little John, are linked indissolubly to 
that of their leader; and the last of them eclipses, 
in the circumstances of his death and burial, even 
the exploits of his chief. If we are to believe his 
chroniclers, Little John lies interred, not only in 
three places, but in three kingdoms. England 
shows the house in which he died, and the spot 
where he was buried, at Hathersage in Derbyshire ; 
and tradition—that safe guide, as we are told, in 
matters of faith, but not over trustworthy in mat- 
ters of history—asserts that his grave having been 
sacrilegiously opened, some years ago, ‘* by order 
of Captain James Shuttleworth,” a thighbone was 
found in it of gigantic dimensions. ‘The bone was 
as malicious as it was long. The curious captain 
and his coadjutor, a wicked sexton, were instantly 
visited by ** many unlucky accidents.” The thigh- 
bone threw the captain off his horse, and tripped up 
the sexton in his church-yard. Neither of them 
could obtain peace of mind or safety of body, until 
the pilfered os femoris was restored to its allotted 
resting-place, when ‘‘all these troubles ceased.” 
One would have thought that these facts constituted 
a strong case for England. But Scotland overturns 
them all, by proving that she gave Little John a 
grave, not by any mere tradition, but by the ocular 
testimony of that most veracious canon of Aberdeen, 
the historian Hector Boece. We read in Bellen- 
den’s translation, that, ‘Sin Murray land is the kirk 
of Pette, quhare the banis of Littill Johne remanis, 
in gret admiratioun of pepill;’? and he very judi- 
ciously adds, in reasonable explanation of the pop- 
ular admiration, ‘* He hes bene tourtene fut of hicht, 
with square membris effering thairto. Six yeris 
afore the cuming of this werk to licht, we saw his 
hanche bane, als mekill as the haill bane of ane 
man; for we schot our arme in the mouth thairof ; 
be quhilk apperis,’’ he concludes, and it is the 
moral of his story, ‘‘ how strang and square pepill 
grew, in our regioun, afore they were etfeminat 
with lust and intemperance of mouth.’”’—(Bellen- 
den’s Boece, i. xxxiv.) But Scotland is not allowed 
to repose in trinmph, notwithstanding the possession 
of this enormous *‘ hanch-bane,’’ and the energetic 
testimony of Hector Boece. Ireland puts forth a 
claim which has an antecedent probability, arising 
from its singular conformity with the national char- 
acter. Little John, we are told, took refuge from 
English oppression in the neighborhood of Dublin. 
A hillock, perhaps a barrow, which once stood on 
Ostmantowne green, and was termed Little John’s 
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shot, was a lasting evidence of his presence and of 
his skill in archery. But no Toxophilite dexterity 
could appease the severe majesty of Irish justice ; 
and “t jt appears,” we are told, ‘‘ from some records 
in the Southwell family, that he was publicly exe- 
cuted for robbery on Arbor Hill, Dublin.” Hard- 
pressed by this Irish evidence, Ritson could only 
suggest, that there should be a profert in curiam of 
the remains. 

The existence of ballads of which Robin Hood 
is the hero can be traced back to the reign of Ed- 
ward Il. ‘lhe author of Piers Plonghman, who 
wrote about A. D. 1362, introduces Sloth confess- 
ing himself unable to say his paler noster, and igno- 
rant of all the hymns respecting the Saviour and 
Our Lady, but well versed in the ‘rhymes of Robin 
Hood.”—(Wricht’s Edition, i. 101.) Of these 
“ rhymes”? probably several still exist, in altered | 
forms, but there is no one which has come down to 
us in any unquestionable manuscript of the time of 
Piers Ploughman. The earliest that is at present 
known, occurs in a manuscript which formerly 
belonged to Withers the poet, and is now in the 
public library of the University of Cambridge. Mr. 
Wright has contended that this manuscript, although | 
npon paper, is of the age of Edward ir, but the 
more general opinion seems to be, that it belongs 
to the fullowing century. Whatever the age of the 
manuscript, the poem itself may be of the date Mr. 
Wright has assigned to it; although we cannot say 
that the internal evidence has led us to that conclu- 
sion.* It is, however, a singular poem, and intro- 
duces Robin Hood to us in a light which broadly | 
distinguishes him from vulgar freebooters. He was | 
not only the buldest, and the most courteous, he | 
was also the most religious of robbers ; and here, 
at Whitsuntide, when the woods had put on their 
first brilliant hivery, and the birds were singing mer- | 
rily, and the deer were seeking shelter under the 
freen-wood tree, Rubin is lamenting that it was a 
fortnight and more since he had seen his Saviour, or, 
in other words, since he had heard mass. Under! 
the influence of this prick of conscience he deter- 
mines, that, ‘* with the might of mild Mary,” he, 
would go that day to Nottingham, in order to join 
in the solemn services of Pentecost. He does so, 
and is recognized and betrayed by ‘‘a great headed 
monk,’? whom he had once relieved of a hundred 
pounds. The gates of the town are closed, and, 
after an inetfectual defence, Robin is thrown into 
prison; and the false monk is despatched to the 
king with udings of the capture of the celebrated | 
outlaw. Little John and Much waylay the monk 
on his journey to London, slay him and his little 
attendant page, and themselves proceed to London 
with his letters. The king directs that Robin Hood 
shall be brought into his presence, and sends an 
order by the hands of Little John and his companion 
to that effect, to the Sheriif of Nottingham. On 
their arrival at Nottingham, they are entertained 
with the honor due to royal messengers ; but— 


“ When the sheriff was on sleep, 
Drunken of wine and ale,” 


Little John and Much betake themselves to the jail, 
kill the jailer, and release their leader. They all 
fly to the green-wood, and the ballad ends by the 


* Suum cuique. Wt is said, in the last edition of Rit- 
son’s Robin Head, that this poem, which is known by 
the title of “ Rohin Hood and the Monk,” was first pub- 
lished by Hartshorne in his Metrical Tules, London, Svo, 
1829. Hartshorne was preceded hy Jamieson, in whose 
collection of Popular Ballads, (Edinburgh, 8vo, 1806,) it 
will be found, vol. ii., p. 54. 
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pardon of Little John for having beguiled both king 
and sheriff, on the ground of his clannish fidelity to 
Robin. Hood. Not a word is said in condemnation 
of the murders. 

A second ‘rhyme of Robin Hood,” which is 
derived from another manuscript, also in the public 
library at Cambridge, is probably of about the same 
age as the last. Ritson assigned it to the reign of 
Henry VII. Mr. Wright would transfer it to 
Henry VI., on the strength of a memorandum on 
one page, setting forth the expenses of the feast on 
the marriage of the king with Margaret— Thys 
ys exspences of flesche at the mariage of my ladey 
Margaret, that sche had owt of Englonde ;’’ but 
surely this memorandum is more likely to apply to 
‘my Lady Margaret,” daughter of Henry VIIL., 
who was married ‘‘out of England,” that is, in 
Scotland, to James IV., than to the Margaret who 
was married ‘tin England”? to Henry VI. The 
poem details the adventures of ‘* Robin Hood and 
the Potter.” After the usual trials of skill, with 
quarterstaff and sword, in which Robin is worsted, 
he changes clothes with the potter, buys his stock 
in trade, and, thus disguised, adventures into Not- 
tingham. By offering his pots at an underprice, he 
soon Clears his board of all but five, which he pre- 
sents to the sheriffs wife. This act of hberality is 
rewarded by an invitation to dinner. At the sheriff's 
table Robin learns that a great trial of skill in 
archery is about to take place that afternoon. He 
attends, and surpasses all competitors. By way 
of accounting for his skill, he professes to have 
practised with Robin Hood, ‘t under his tortyll,’’ 
that is, his twisted “‘ tree.” The sheriff expresses 
a wish to see the famous outlaw. The potter offers 
to be his guide; leads him into the depth of the 
forest, and, at one blast of his horn, surruunds the 
astonished functionary by the well-known band. 
The sheriff is compelled to leave behind him his 
horse, ‘and all his other gear,” and is glad to 
make a safe retreat upon any terms; while Robin, 
with his accustomed courtesy to the fair sex, sends © 
home, as a present to the wife of the insulted sher- 
HF, a white palfrey, ‘ which ambles like the wind.”’ 

** Robyn and Gandelyn,”? which is another of the 
old manuscript ‘‘rhymes”’ included in Mr. Gutch's 
collection, does not seem to refer to Robin Hood. 
The names mentioned in it, and also the story it 
tells, are inconsistent with all the other ballads of 
this series. With the exception of a fragment of 
“ Robin Hood and the Old Man,” published by 
Jamieson, (Popular Ballads, ii. 49.) ‘* Robin Hood 
and Guy of Gisborne,” first published by Percy 
from his folio MS., is the only additional manuscript 
“rhyme of Robin Hood’? which has any pretension 
to antiquity. This clever, and in some parts even 
elegant poem, details a fierce contest between Robin 
Hood and a person named Guy of Gisborne, who 
had sworn to apprehend the outlaw, and was roam- 
ing the forest in search of him, habited in “ a capull 
hyde,’’ which is said to mean a hors.'s hide, 


“« Top and tail and mane.”’ 


Robin is successful in the encounter. Guy is slain ; 
his body is barbarously mangled *“ with an Irish 
knife; and Robin clothes himself in the ‘capull 
hyde,” and takes possession of his enemy’s horn. 
Thus accoutred he proceeds towards Barnsdale, 
where inthe mean time his men had had an en- 
counter with the sheriff; several of them had been 
killed, and Little John was bound fast to a tree. 
Robin Hood, in ignorance of what had taken place, 
blew a loud blast on Guy’s horn, which was recog- 
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nized by the sheriff, and, when he saw the wearer 
of ‘* the capull hyde” stalk down the glen, he con- 
cluded that Guy had slain Robin Hood. It was 
not until Little John had been set at liberty, that 
the sheriff discovered his mistake, and ‘ fled full 
fast away.” 

These are all the ‘‘rhymes of Robin Hood” 
which have any right (so far as respects external 
evidence) to be looked upon as of any considerable 
antiquity ; and it is possible that they are some of 
the very rhymes alluded to in Piers Ploughman. 
The invention of printing soon put the story on a 
more permanent footing. Wynkyn de Worde sent 
forth from his new shop in Fleet street, perhaps in 
the year 1500, ‘‘ A Lytell Geste of Robyn Hode 
and his meyné, and of the proude Sheryfe of No- 
tyngham.”* This is a ballad romance in eight 
fyttes, or books, and, in point of poetical merit, may 
fairly rank with the best compositions of its class. 
Robin is here again introduced in his character of 
a religious freebooter. We are told that he heard 
three masses every day before dinner; the third, 
which was his especial delight, being in honor of 
our ‘* dear Lady.’ Such, indeed, was his love for 
the Virgin, that he never harmed any company in 
which there chanced to be a woman. Equally care- 
ful was he that no damage should be done to any 
husbandman ‘ that tylleth with his plough,” nor to 
any good yeoman, nor to any knight or squire ‘‘ that 
wolde be a good felowe.’? But, in spite of his 
attachment to religious observances, there existed 
in his mind a wide distinction between the services 
of the church, and its ministers. His vengeance 
was guided by a kind of puritanical aversion to all 
clerical dignitaries. A fat abbot, or the steward of 
a monastery, was nuts to him, as the wood-land 
saying is; and the higher the dignitaries, the worse 
they fared with him. These bishops and ‘ these 
archbishops’’—such is Robin's charge to his follow- 
ers— 


‘¢ Ye shall them beat and bind.”’ 


The “ Lytell Geste” informs us, that in the exe- 
cution of their accustomed roving commission, Little 
John and two of his companions waylay a knight 
who is passing through the forest—a melancholy, 
miserable ian, a very representative of Him of the 
Sorrowful Countenance. He willingly agrees to 
accompany the rovers to their master. Robin en- 
tertains him at dinner sumptuously ; swans, pheas- 
ants, and other delicacies, smoke upon the outlaw’s 
board. The feast being concluded, the knight pre- 

ares to depart. ‘‘ Pay ere you wend!” says 
Robin ; “ it was never the custom for a yeoman to 
pay for a knight.” The knight confesses, with 
humiliation, that he has but ten shillings in his cof- 
fers. ‘*Go look,” says Robin to Little John, and 
then addressing the knight, *‘if you have no more, 
I will not have a penny.” The search confirms the 
knight's veracity ; and leads to friendly inquiries on 
the part of Robin Hood as to the cause of the 
knight's poverty. ‘* For a hundred winters,” the 
unhappy man explains, ‘‘ his ancestors had been 
. knights,” and, within the last two or three years, 
he himself had possessed an income of four hun- 
dred pounds a year, as his neighbors well ‘* kende.” 


* A copy of this hook, believed to be unique, exists in 
that library which we have already several times had 
occasion to mention, and which is preéminently rich in 
matters relating to Robin Hood—the public library of 
the University of Cambridge. It has heen reprinted 
twice ; by Ritson in his Robin Hood collection, and now 
again by Mr. Guich, who gives also a modern version by 
the Rev. Jobn Eagles. 
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But his son had the misfortune to kill a Lancashire 
knight, and also a squire, in a joust; and the fa- 
ther’s goods had been “ sette and solde,” and his 
lands pledged to the abbot of St. Mary's for four 
hundred pounds, to pay the penalty of his son’s 
mishap. The day for repayment of the loan was 
close at hand, and the kuight, being unprovided 
with the money, already sees his estate pass from 
him. Robin inquires, who would be the knight’s 
surety if he were to advance thesum. The knight 
acknowledges that he is as much at a loss for friends 
asmoney. He can offer no surety save Our Lady, 
who had never failed him betore. ‘Too much can- 
not be done for a friend of Our Lady’s! Robin 
protests, that, if all England were sought through, 
a better surety could not be found ; and the knight 
is immediately provided not only with money, but 
with garments, a horse, and a trusty squire in the 
person of Little John. The whole band enter heart 
and soul into their master’s feelings. They weep 
over the knight's misfortunes, and supply his wants 
with more than their master’s liberality. Thus 
drops the curtain at the end of fytte the first. 

The second fytte transports us to St. Mary's ab- 
bey ; where the abbot is chuckling over the absence 
of the knight, and the anticipated forfeiture of his 
lands. The prior entreats his superior to show a 
litte pity, but his merciful promptings are scornfully 
rejected by the abbot, and bya fat-headed monk, no 
less a person than the high cellarer. The fatal day 
arrives; and a court is held for the condemnation 
of the land with proper legal formality. In the 
midst of the proceedings the knight knocks at the 
gate. He enters clad in simple weeds, and humbly 
entreats the monks to grant hima longerday. The 
abbot insists upon his bond; he will have his money 
or the land. ‘The high justice interferes as medi- 
ator— 

‘© What wyll ve gyve more ?”’ said the justice, 

‘© And the knight shall make a release ; 


And elles dare I safly swere 
Ye never hold your lande in pecs.” 


‘¢ An hundred pounde,’’ sayd the abbot, 
The justice said, *¢ Give him two.” 

« Nay, be God !” sayd the knight, 
« Yet gete ye it not sco: 
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Though ye wolde gyve a thousande more, 
Yet were ye never the nere; 

Shall there never be myn eyre 
Abbot, justyse, ne frere.”’ 


He sterte hym to a borde anone, 
Tyli a table rounde, 

And there he shoke, out of a bagge, 
Even four hundred pounde. 


His debt thus paid, the knight takes leave of the 
chagrined abbot—‘* he went hym forthe full mery 
synevnge, as men have told the tale,” and living to 
himself at home, contrives in time to get together 
the sum which his benefactor had advanced. He 
equips himself also with a splendid present of bows 
and arrows, and on the appointed day, rides out, 
with “a light song” and a merry heart, on his way 
to Barnsdale. 

The third fytte relates the adventures of Little 
John, who, straying into Nottingham, attracts the 
attention of the sheriff by his skill in archery, and, 
with the knight's consent, enters into the sheriff's 
service for one year, under the name of Reynold 
Greenleaf. Aftera time, ‘ it befel upon a Wednes- 
day,” that, in the absence of the sheriff, Little John 
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raises a disturbance in the house, and, after a cer- 
tain amount of quarrels and broken heads, the 
sheriff ’s cook and Little John runaway, and betake 
themselves to the green-wood, carrying off with 
them their master’s plate and ready money, ‘‘ three 
hundred pound and three. ‘They have scarcely 
joined Robin Hood, when Little John bethinks him 
of a “wile.” ‘The sheritf-is encountered on his re- 
turn home, beguiled into the forest, and delivered 
over to the enemy's party. He is served at supper 
off his own plate, stripped to his breech and shirt, 
kept all night in most uncomfortable plight, and is 
dismissed on the morrow upon taking an oath never 
to lie in wait for Robin Hood ‘by water ne by 
londe,” and, if any of the troop fall into his custody, 
**to help them that he may.” 

In the fourth fytte the fat-headed high-cellarer 
of St. Mary's, while travelling with a large sum 
of money in his mail, is unlucky enough to fall into 
the power of these outlaws. who lose no time in 
exercising, at his expense, the ancient equitable ju- 
risdiction by which they were wont to give relief 
against the hardships of the law and the abuses of 
property. The cellarer protests that he has but 
twenty marks. Little John searches and finds eight 
hundred pounds on him. Robin Hood declares that 
the money is sent by Our Lady; who, with her ac- 
customed goodness, has doubled the sum which he 
had lent the knight. The monk is dismissed in 
high dudgeon, refusing a stirrup-cup at his de- 
parture, and vowing that he might have dined *‘ bet- 
ter cheap” at Blyth or Doncaster. The fytte con- 
cludes with the arrival of the knight. Robin accepts 
his presents ; but tells him that Our Lady had al- 
ready paid back the amount of the loan by her cel- 
larer, together with another four hundred pounds, 
of which he begs the knight's acceptance in return. 

With the fitth fytte there commences a new 
story. The sheriff of Nottingham proclaims a 
shooting-match : Robin attends, and bears off the 

rize. As he leaves the town, the cry of ‘* Robin 
Hood ! is raised ; ‘great horns gan they to blow ;” 
the townsm2n assemble, a sharp encounter ensues, 
and Little John is wounded in the knee, so that he 
can neither go nor ride. He entreats his master to 
smite off his head with his “ brown sword,” and 
make his escape. ‘The proposal is indignantly re- 
jected. Little Much takes his wounded companion 
upon his back, lays him down from time to time, 
“ to shoot another while,” and, in the end, they all 
escape to the castle of their friend the knight. 

The sixth fytte opens with a complaint by the 
sheriff to the king, against the knight, for harboring 
outlaws. His majesty determines to visit Notting- 
ham, and himself suppress these outrages. Without 
waiting for the arrival of his sovereign, the sheriff 
waylays the knight. His lady appeals to Robin 
Hood, who instantly summons his men, proceeds to | 
Nottingham, slays the “ proud sheriff,” and carries | 
off the knight into the green-wood. 

The seventh fytte presents us with the arrival of 
Edward, “ our comely king,” at Nottingham. For 
half a year all his endeavors to take Robin, or the 
knight, are vain. At length, a forester offers, that 
if the king will put on the costume of an abbot, he 
will lead him to Robin's retreat,‘ a mile under the 
lynde ;” in the very depths, that is, of a wood of 
limes. The offer is accepted. Robin received the 
pretended abbot with courtesy, and of forty pounds 
voluntarily offered by the king, took but one half, 
which he doled out among his men, and *‘ bad them 
merry be.” ‘The king then produces a summons 
under the royal seal, inviting Robin to Nottingham, 
‘both to meat and meal.” Robin bends upon his 
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knee before the royal missive, and entertains the 
messenger in his noblest fashion; feasts him off his 
own fat venison— 


« With good white bread, and good red wine, 
And therto fine ale brown.” 


After dinner he entertains him with the accus- 
tomed forest sport, a shooting-match ; the condition 
being, that whoever misses a rose garland suspended 
between two poles, should forfeit his archer’s ‘‘ tac- 
kle,” and submit to receive a buffet on his head. 
Robin misses by ‘‘ three fyngers and mare.” The 
king is to enforce the penalty. He hesitates. 
“ Smite boldly,” said Robin, “I give thee large 
leave.” Thus encouraged, the king folds up Ina 
sleeve, and with one blow of a stalwart arm, makes 
the outlaw reel almost to the earth. Such an ex- 
hibition of “ pith in the arm,” opens the eyes of 
Robin and his friend the knight. The bras de fer 
was an acknowledged attribute of sovercignty. 
Down kneel the outlaw band before the recognized 
majesty of England; and peace and pardon follow. 

The eighth fytte hurriedly concludes the history. 
Robin and his men follow the king to the court. 
But within a year the inextinguishable love of the 
forest had lured away all his companions save two, 
and Robin himself was pining after his “ tortyll 
tree.” Ona certain day he chanced to behold an 
assembly of young archers practising. ‘This brought 
his home-sickness to a height. 


« Alas, and well-a-woo! 
Yf I dwell longer with the king 
Sorowe wyll me sloo.”’ 


He hied back to the green-wood, and dwelt there 
for ‘* twenty yere and two;’’ but, in the end, was 
betrayed by his kinswoman, the prioress of Kirkes- 
ley. Going to the priory ‘ to be leten blode,” the 
prioress and Sir Roger of Doncaster, ‘* that was her 
own special,” procured his death “through theyr 
false plave.”’ 

The poem concludes with the charitable aspira- 
tion— 


‘¢ Cryst have mercy on his soule, 
That dyed on the rode, 
For he was a good outlawe 
And dyde pore men much god.”’ 


The Lytell Geste is the most skilful and com- 
plete of all the Robin Hood poems. It has, indeed, 
a kind of epic regularity of construction, which has 
no parallel in any of the nearly fifty subsequent bal- 
lads which Ritson and the present editor have 
brought together. These are all founded upon the 
incidents of the Lytell Geste, or upon those of the 
earlier ‘‘rhymes,’’ or upon incidents common in 
ballad literature; and the majority are rude com- 
positions, of little merit or value, execpt as proofs 
of the way in which a story, once admitted into the 
popular mind, will gradually enlarge and spread on 
every side. In the instance of Robin lood, there 
were two peculiar sources whence the facts, which 
were ultimately engrafted upon the original story, 
were derived. The first, was the adoption of Robin 
Hood as an actor in the popular festival in honor of 
May Day. In this old observance, which was a 
relie of the ancient festival of Flora, a lady or queen 
of the May was a necessary character, as the rep- 
resentative of the Goddess of Flowers. From an 
early period the lady of the May was termed in 
England, and perhaps also in F’rance,* Maid Marion. 


* See Donce's T/lustrations of Shakspeare, p. 588, edit. 
1839. Roquefort, de l'etat de la Poésie Fraugoise, p. 261, 
Warton’s Ling. Poetry, i. 80, edit. 1324, 
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At a more recent date, when the original meaning 
of the festival was altogether disregarded, a lord or 
king of the May either superseded the queen, or 
was added to the customary actors; and, finally, 
the lord or king came, in many places, to be termed 
Robin Hood, and was brought upon the scene in 
archer’s habiliments, and with some of Robin Hood's 
usual attendants. In this way the names and stories 
of Robin Hood and Maid Marion came to be 
blended ; and Robin acquired an additional hold upon 
the hearts of the people. The second source to 
which we have alluded, is intimately connected with 
the first. May Day games tell out of fashion; 
archery was remembered only in the famous feats of 
English bowmen; old faiths and superstitions began 
to wax dim; Maid Marion, who used to be person- 
ated by a boisterous ‘‘ lubberly boy,” was turned over | evidence does any contemporary author afford con- 
to some woman less attractive still, and becaine an | cerning him? None at all. What proof is there, 


hem all together into two octavo volumes. Mr 
object of contempt even with Falstaff; Robin Hood's | in short, that he ever existed, or did any one of the 


Gutch has republished almost the whole of Ritson, 
with additions; but without Ritson’s care. He 
holds Ritson, we can sce, in some contempt. Yet 
it would not please him if any one were to institute 
a strict comparison between the antiquarian acquire- 
ments of Ritson and those of Ritsun’s successor. 
And now, throwing aside the poetical earldom, 
and the popular aison with Maid Marion, and the 
ballads clearly subsequent to the Lytell Geste, we 
arrive at the question—Who and what, after all, 
was Robin Hood! Where and when did he really 
live? This is a question which it will take a bolder 
man than we can make up amongst us, to answer 
distinctly. What do contemporary English chron- 
iclers say respecting him? Not a word. What 


quiver hung useless at his back; Friar Tuck could | feats attributed to him? The testimony only of 
no longer raise a laugh by pattering an Ave, or re- | ballads and popular tradition. Nothing else. For. 
peating scraps of the old Latin service ; the joke | although he is mentioned in two Scottish chronicles, 
and the merriment were now dependent, not upon | written several hundred years after the most recent 
a Little John of six feet two or three, but upon} of the periods at which he is supposed to have 
some low-life Jack-pudding, or upon the coarse vul- | lived, it is plain that the authors of the chronicles 
garities of some make-believe Moor or Ethiopian— |in question knew nothing of him bevond the bal- 
for there is nothing new under the sun. lads; and merely assigned a speculative date to 
Such was the state of things with the story of | the life and adventures of the person whom the 
Robin Hood, when, some two hundred and fifty | ballads celebrated. The first of these chronicles is 
years ago, Anthony Munday and Henry Chettle| the Scotichronicon, partly written by Fordun, a 
contrived to unite it with a semi-historical narrative | canon of Aberdeen, between the years 1377 and 
of an interesting character, and to bring it upon the | 1384, and partly by Bower, Abbot of St. Columba, 
ordinary stage in the drama of ‘t The Downfall of | about the year 1450. Bower’s labors, in connec- 
the Earl of Huntingdon,’? Robin Hood being the | tion with the Scotichronicon, are said to have been 
outlawed earl, and Maid Marion ‘the chaste Ma-| of three kinds. Fordun completed five books; 
tilda, the Lord Fitzwalter’s daughter.” ‘he play | these Bower interpolated with new matter. For- 
was extremely popular, and not undeservedly so. | dun also left various collections for a continuation 
The plot is well developed; the dramatis persona | of his work, from 1153 to 1385: these Bower ar- 
comprise many names of traditional interest; the; ranged, eking them out with materials collected by 
familiar incidents of the ballads are skilfully adapted | himself, and he digested the whole into books, 
to a quasi-historical end; and, finally, that portion | extending from Book V. to Book XIII. cap. 33; 
of the play of which the scene is laid in the green-| while the latter part of Book XIII., and the con- 
wood, possesses a sylvan freshness and sunny light, | tinuation down to the end of Book XVI., are 
which no man that has a living soul in him, or the | attributed to him entirely. Although there was 
least feeling for country life, can possibly withstand. | this distinction between the books betore and after 
Munday and Chettle’s play gave new life to the! Book XIII., Bower himself claimed the whole 
decaying legend. But it was not a true life. To | chronicle subsequent to Book V. as equally his own. 
sa the old popular favorites into lords and | In some concluding valedictory lines, he says— 
ies in disguise, was to communicate a galvanic i ; 
semblance to them rather than a real ie. ““ Quingue libros Fordun, undenos auctor arabat.” 
They, however, became fashionable ; and the sup- 
posititious nobility of Robin and Marion passed 
from the play into new ballads, and was accepted 
as an integral portion of the original history. 


Now it is in Book X. that the passages relating to 
Robin Hood occur; but it is a mistake to say that 
they occur only ‘* in one of the late Chee al 
of the Scotichronicon. They are to be found in al 
« But time is like a fashionable host, the manuscripts that we have had opportunities of 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand.” | consulting; in the Edinburgh MS., from which 


New favorites arose. “ The old Robin Hood of | Goed#ll printed; in the famous Black Book of 
England,” as Shakspcare terms him, now no longer Paisley, which is now in the king's library in the 
a popular hero, was soon overlooked in the artificial | British Museum ; in the Harleian manuscript 712, 
world of polite letters. He gradually faded away which is a copy made in 1483 for an archbishop of 
into a memory and a tradition, a thing for arid St. Andrews; and in the Harleian mmanuseripi 
ries and refuse-mongers ; and they strove to make | 4784, which is also a manuscript of the fifteenth 
something of him after their own fashion. One | C°?tUry- In all these manuscripts the passages 
geutleinan invented a pedigree of the poetic earl, 
which is an outrage upon all history; and another 
an inseription upon his tombstone, which is a bur-| of all places in the world, in a petition to parliament, 
Jesque upon all language. Finally, Ritson, with! presented in the year 1439, against one Piers Venables 
most astonishing carefulness, gathered up all the of Aston in Derbyshire, who “ having no liflode, ne suffi- 
crumbs of information respecting him, the allusions, | C¢8"e of goodes, gadered and assembled unto him many 

F À gas misdoers, beynye of his clothynge, and, in manere of in- 
the scattered disjointed references which lie strewn 


à i surrection, wente into the wodes in that countrie, like as 
over the surface of our literature,* and brought} it hadde be Robyn Hode and his meynė.”—(Rot. Parl. 


* ; ps ; ! ; v. 16.) 
Ritson’s diligence in this respect was singular. 
Some few allusive passages have been turned up since! t Wright’s Essays, ii. 84. 


| his time, but the number is very small. We can add but 
one which we believe has not been noticed. It occurs, 
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exist as printed by Hearne or Goodall; but it is 
clear that there cannot be any certainty that they 
were written by Fordun. ‘Their disjointed charac- 
ter, as compared with the passages which precede 
and follow them, gives them very much the appear- 
ance of having been interpolated, but, whether inter- 
polated or not, the facts that are stated in them are 
evidently derived from the ballads, which are dis- 
tinctly referred to, and are said to be more attrac- 
tive ‘‘to the silly people” than any others of their 
kind. 

The other Scottish writer who mentions Robin 
Hood is Major or Mair (Joannes, as Buchanan des- 
ignates hiin, solo cognomine Major :) in his Histo- 
ria Majoris Britannia, which was first published in 
1512, and appears to have been written a very little 
while before. Under the reign of Richard I., that 
is, between 1189 and 1199, he observes—‘‘ About 
this time, as / conjecture, the famous thieves, 
Robert, Hude of England and Little John, lurked in 
woods,” &c.; and then he relates various particu- 
lars, evidently taken from the ballads, which, he 
says, were sung throughout England and Scotland. 

It is quite unnecessary to offer any comment upon 
the contradictory statements of two writers, neither 
of whom had any means of ascertaining the truth. 
Tt is clear that they wrote from the ballads and from 
common tradition; and that what they say adds 
nothing whatever to the information derived from 
those sources. ‘They relied upon those sources 
alone, and so must we. And what can we learn 
from them? Whatis the testimony of tradition? 
It confounds, as we have seen, the monuments of 
different periods and different races—monuments 
between the erection of which many ages and many 
revolutions must have intervened; it huddles to- 

ether things natural and things artificial; remains 
British, Roman, Saxon—relics in all parts of the 
kingdom; and assigns them all to Robin Hood. 
Sometimes, as Mr. Wright has well remarked, he 
is identified with the dwarts, and sometimes with 
the giants, of the popular creed.—(Wright’s $s- 
says, ii. 209, 210.) Wherever an old memory or 
an old tradition was lost, Robin Hood was appointed 
to fill the vacant plice: a clear proof that the 
popular mind was full of the exploits attributed to 
him, but none whatever that he performed them. 
And what of the ballads? Far be it from us to 
depreciate these interesting and valuable remains. 
Our ancient ballads constitute a kind of literary 
heaven, into which we must peer with anxious 
eyes when we are looking for the morning star 
which ushered in our poctry and romance. But 
billads are founded upon fiction as well as upon 
facts. With all respect for Mr. Sharon Turner, we 
should as soon think of building upon the historical 
authority of The Lays of Ancient Rome, or of Scott’s 
Lady of the Lake, as upon that even of the Welsh 
triads: and before we can admit the ballads of the 
fourteenth century in historical attestation or expla- 
nation of the achievernents of a hero whose name is 
traditionally pliced two or three centuries earlier, 
and is associated with monuments many ages ante- 
rior even to the period assigned to his existence, 
surely we ought to have the testimony of some one 
who avers in plain prose, that at one time or 
another he really was a living and not an ideal per- 
son. So long as all contemporary history continues 
to be an absolute blank respecting him, we may 
accept the ballids and the traditions as evidence of 
the widely diffused popularity of the story; but for 
anything we can sce to the contrary, they rather 
show that it ought to be pluced among our national 
fictions than among our national facts. 
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We are aware that two French writers have 
recently endeavored to fix the wandering Robin 
within certain definite limits both of time and space. 
Thierry in his ** History of the Norman Conquest,’’ 
and the author of a Thése de Littérature sur les 
Vicissitudes rt les Transformations du cycle populaire 
de Robin Hood, (Paris, 1832.) would throw him 


back to the reign of the first Norman kings. They 
discover under his disguise one of the Saxon patri- 
ots who so long resisted the Norman rule.* These 


writers differ a little with each other, but their 
theory is in principle the same; and it is no more 
than a theory, a picturesque imayination, very 
taking and romantic, but totally at variance with 
the spirit of the Robin Hood ballads. which is one 
of loyalty to the sovereign, not of opposition to his 
sway. Besides, the silence of contemporary histo- 
rians is, what lawyers cull in their grotesque lan- 
guage, a negative pregnant. ‘These historians 
name the most distinguished Saxon outlaws; but 
they are all ominously silent regarding Robin Hood. 
It is easy to dovetail the existence and adventures 
of the hero of the green-wood upon any passage 
which indicates the existence of a band of outlaws. 


* Ancient ballads and modern theories would, by this 
Itime, have brought into question (had it been possi- 
ible) another celebrated outlaw of another kind. We 

mean Thomas à Becket. But however questionable may 
be the condition in which his historical character has 
come down to us, his historical existence is beyond dis- 
pute. And there was sutħcient in it evidently, of what 
| wus extraordinary, to provoke fiction to give a little more 
color to the story, and add aninch or so to the stature of 
its hero. Not only did ballad writers, anticipating Mr. 
D'Isracli, provide becker with a Syrian mother, whom 
Thierry and Sharon Turner have accepted asa truth ; but 
the ground and popularity of his opposition to his sov- 
ereign are accounted for in the romantic school of Angle- 
lerre Poétique, by representing it as a personification of 
‘Saxon and Norman jJealousies, as well as of the more 
lasting rivalry between church and state. We do not 
t venture aurselves to determine whether Becket was or 
' was nota Saxon. We wait tll criticism has the means 
either of reconcilement or of preference, on a comparison 
i ofthe apparently opposite statements of Becket himself, 
and of his almost other self, Fitzstephen., 

Becket’s words are few and general, and were uttered 
in scornful answer to his enemies. The Clerus Angle 
had reproached him with ingratitude to the king, who 
had promoted him in gloriam ab erili; but nothing is 
said on either side about race, or of the wonderful circum- 
stance of a Saxon primate. Becket replies: “ Non sum 
rever&, alaris cditus regibus. Malo tamen is esse. in quo 
faciat sihi genus animi nobilitas, quam in quo nobilitas 
generis degeneret. Forte natus sum de paupere tugurio !” 


ablest and most prominent of his opponents, he enters 
more into particulars. “ Quod si ad generis mei radicem, 
et progenitores meos, intenderis, cives quidem fuerunt 
Londonienses, in medio concivinm suoruin habitantes, 
sine querela nec omnino infimi.” Supposing this to be 
jerai true, how far back must the words (radir and 
progenitores) necessarily carry us? And were all cit- 
izens of London, necessarily of Saxon origin ? 

On the other hand, Fitzstephen’s statement is precise, 
designating the very birthplace, in Normandy, of Becket's 
father. The circumstance, toe, is mentioned by him 
incidentally, with no further object than that of account- 
ing, by reason of the ancient neighborkood of the families, 
for the early favor shown to Becket by Archbishop Theo- 
hald.  “ Praefatus Gilbertus (pater Thoma Becket) cum 
domino archipriesule di propinquitate et genere loqueba- 
tur; ut ille, ortu Normannus, et circà Tiercit villam, de 
equestri ordine, natu vicinus.” 

The account of Fitzstephen is, to a certain extent, con- 
firmed by the circumstance that a family of the name af 
Becket appears on the earliest of our Norman Records, 
Thus A. D. 1130, a hoard of coins, which were sold for 
£49, wnoney of Angiers, was found in the earth in the 
house (in terra in domo) of Mauger de Becket, under the 
White Clif, (Rot. Scace. Norman, i. cxvii. and 793) 
and in the 4th John, a grant was made of the lands which 
formerly belonged to William Becket at Welleboe."—- 
(Rot. Norman. i. 57) 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


This is what the Scolichronicon has done in the 
reign of Hfenry HT., and Mair in that of Richard 
I., and Thicrry and Barry at other periods: but 
until some real authority can be produced for Robin 
Hood's existence, at some one period or other, he 
must remain historically a dream; or, if scholars 
please, a myth—‘‘ the hunter and the deer a shade :”’ 
but, in the mean time, he may be just as useful and 
renowned. ‘lhe old giant-killer of Greece, com- 
monly called Hercules, will astonish schoolboys b 
his labors to the end of time ; and Robin Hood will 
have home and shelter in the very heart of English 
song and fancy, as long as there is pleasure in 
freshness, freedom, and adventure, in birds and 
ballads, m green woods, and the air that blows 
over the early morning of a nation’s being. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


WITH very great satisfaction we announce to our 
subscribers and the public, that we have succeeded 
in making an engagement with an American gen- 
tleman living in Paris—holding a high office under 
the United States; enjoying the best political and 
literary society of the continent; of long experience 
and high reputation as a writer upon books and 
public affairs—to prepare for each number of the 
Living Age a full account of the Politics of Europe, 
and the Literature and Science of France. We 
expect to begin the series in November. 

The heavy cround-swell which seems to announce 
vast changes in Europe, makes such an arrange- 
ment a matter of especial importance at this time ; 
and we have unbounded pleasure in the prospect of 
carrying out, in so admirable a manner, an important 
part of our plan. We do not yet feel at liberty to 
give the name of our correspondent. When we do 
so, the well-informed reader will agree with us in 
the opinion that no other man has shown himself 
able to do the work so well. 

icp Papers which exchange with us, will oblige 
us by copying the above. 


Dr. Spracve on Dr. Coautmers.—The Edin- 


burgh Witness says 

s Among the numerous funeral sermons of which 
the death of Chalmers has proved the occasion, we 
know not a finer, abler, or better-toned, than one 
of the transatlantic discourses, which has, we are 
happy to find, been just reprinted in this country by 
our friend Mr. Johnstone. It is from the pen of Dr. 
Sprague, Albany, United States, so well known in 
this country by lis work on revivals. Dr. Sprague’s 
estimate of the intellectual character of Chaliners 
seems eminently just, and, formed at the distance 
of more than three thousand miles from the more 
immediate scene of Chalmers’ personal labors—for 
distance in space has greatly the effect in such mat- 
ters of distance in time—it may be regarded as fore- 
shadowing the judgment of posterity.” 


We make our first importation of poetry from 
the Pacific coast. It is gratifying to see that the 
Anglo-Saxon race expresses itself so nearly in the 
same way as it does in amore eastern country. 
Major Sullivan may perhaps become the ‘* Moore” 
of that distant region. 
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From the Oregon Spectator 
TO THE EMIGRATION OF 1345. 


BY MAJ. SULLIVAN. 
Tone—"The girl [left behind me.” 


As slow our wagons rolled the track, 
Their teams the rough earth cleaving, 
And drivers all still looking back 
To that dear land they ‘re leaving— 
So loth to part from all we love, 
From all the links that bind us, 
To turn our hearts, where’er we rove, 
To those we ’ve left behind us! 


When round the bowl of vanished years, 
We talk of joyous seeming, 

And smiles that might as well be tears, 
So faint and sad their beaming, 

While mem’ry brings us back again 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh, sweet the cup that circles then 
To those we ’ve left behind us! 


And when, in other climes, we meet 
Some isle or vale enchanting, 

Where all Jooks wild, flowery and sweet, 
And naught but love is wanting, 

We think how great had been our bliss, 
If Heaven had but assigned us 

To live and die ’mid scenes like this, - 
With some we ‘ve left behind us ! 


Yet we have made a home once more, 
In the Willamette valley, 

And all the boys, both rich and poor, 
May go and court Miss Sally ; 

As to myself, I count me blest, 
If you will all excuse me ; ; 

To ease the pain that’s in my breast, 
I'll go and court Miss Susy. 


From the Albany Citizen we copy a notice of 
Capt. Hale, and his very excellent letter: 


Capt. Natuan I[ate.—The name of this brave 
but unfortunate officer, who was hung by the Brit- 
ish as a spy in the early part of the revolution, has 
loomed up in latter years intoa star of the first 
magnitude in our American history. At the time 
when he resolved on entering the army, he was en- 
gaged in teaching a school in New London, and we 
have the pleasure of giving below the identical let- 
ter, which accidentally came to hght not long since, 
in which he first intimated to the proprietors of the 
school his intention to relinquish his place as 
teacher, and join the army. We have seen the 
original MS., which is in an uncommonly fair and 
beautiful hand. It is in the possession of one of our 
citizens, and is a valued relic. 

“To the Proprictors of Union School. 

tt GENTLEMEN :—Having received information that 
a place is allotted me in the army, and being in- 
clined, as I hope, for good reasons, to accept it, I 
ain constrained to ask as a favor that which scarce 
anything else would have induced me to, which is, 
to be excused from keeping your school any longer. 
For the purpose of conversing upon this, and of 
procuring another master, some of your number 
think it best there should be a general meeting of 
the proprietors. The time talked of for holding it 
is 6 o’clock this afternoon, at the schoo!-house. 
The year for which I engaged will expire within a 
fortnight, so that my quitting a few days sooner, J 
hope, will subject you to no great inconvenience. 
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‘‘School-keeping is a business of which I was 
always fond; but since my residence in this town, 
everything has conspired to render it more agreea- 
ble. I have thought much of never quitting it but 
with life, but at present there seems an opportunity 
for more extensive public service. 

“ The kindness expressed to me by the people of 
the place, but especially the proprietors of the 
oi will always be very gratefully remembered 

y, 
“ Gentlemen, with respect, 
« Your humble servant, 
‘* NaTHAN Hate. 

“Friday, July Tth, 1775. 

To John Winthrop, Esq., Rich’d Law, Esq., &c., 

&c., &c.”’ 


We should like to travel cum privilegio, the fol- 
lowing story notwithstanding. It is told by the 
editor of the Dayton Transcript, as part of his own 
experience. 


We have travelled some 1500 miles within the 
last few days, by land and by water. The tavern- 
keepers, steam captains, &c., &c., have uniformly 
chalked our hat and indignantly refused to permit 
us to pay our way. In short, upon the raging ca- 
nawl, upon the expansive lake, in the packets, ho- 
tels and floating palaces of Lake Erie, we have had 
a great ‘‘ free blow,’’ and have uniformly been re- 
garded among the ‘‘dead heads.” This you will 
regard as a very pleasant, and certainly very agree- 
able and advantageous way of travelling. But there 
was one ‘‘free blow'’ we received, which came 
near knocking us into the middle of next week. 
The incident is so comica] that we will relate it if 
the joke is at our expense. 

hile on board one of the splendid steamers 
which ply between Buffalo and Chicago, the fuz on 
our chin grew rather longer than was agreeable, 
and we repaired to the barber-shop on board to have 
it taken off. The fellow did it up in first-rate style. 
After he had combed and oiled our head, brushed 
our clothes, and slicked us up fine, we felt gratified 
—pulled out a dime and proffered it to him asa 
reward for his services. He drew himself up with 
considerable pomposity— 

ee understands,” said he, ‘‘ dat you is an edi- 
tor?” 

“ Well! what of it?” said we. 

“« We never charge editors nofin,” said he. 

“ But, my woolly friend,” said we, ‘‘ there are a 
good many editors travelling now-a-days, and such 
liberality on your part will prove a ruinous business.” 

“c Oh, nebber mind,” said he, ‘‘ we makes it all 
up off de gemmen.” 

We incontinently sloped. ’ 


WE are indebted to the Merchants’ Magazine for 
the following illustration and suggestion. <A few 
years of extended commercial intercourse may bring 
about greater wonders than are asked for : 


TRAVELLING Varur or Twenty Francs.—The 
following paragraph is translated from the ‘* Cour- 
rier des Biat Unis.” It strikingly illustrates the 
evils of a want of unity in the currencies of the 
commercial world. We agree with the editor of the 
New Orleans Bulletin, that there would be some 
sense and great advantage, if, instead of holding a 
European congress to settle or preserve “the bal- 
ance of power,” or some other political humbug, 
they would convene one for establishing a uniform 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


system of weights, measures, and money, through- 
out the world. To such a congress, the United 
States would make no objection to send representa- 
tives, or to enter into a system ‘‘ of offensive and 
defensive alliance” with the old monarchies of Eu- 
rope, on the subject : 

‘Ifa man gains by travelling, it is not so with a 
piece of gold. Mr. Alfred de Vigny, who is gifted 
with a good financial organization, the other day 
determined to arrive at an exact account of the loss 
produced by a constant necessity for exchange. He 
set forth on that trip beyond the Rhine, which all 
politicians and thinkers, now-a-days, are wont to 
make. In leaving France, he went first to Frank- 
fort. There he applied to a rich merchant, to whom 
he had been recommended, with the request that he 
would change for him a twenty franc piece ( $ 3.84) 
into the appropriate coin of the country. e poet 
took this coin and placed it in a purse by itself. 
When he arrived at Munich, he changed the Frank- 
fort money into an equal sum in the Bavarian cur- 
rency. At Berlin, again, he changed the silver 
he had obtained at Munich into so much Prussian. 
At Vienna, he went through the same process ; 
then, again, at Milan; once more, at Naples ; and 
finally, arriving at Rome, he did the same thing 
there. 

“ After having gone over the whole of Italy, he 
passed into Switzerland, descended the Rhine, and 
travelled through Holland and Belgium, always 
changing the money of the country he left, for that 
into which he came—never failing to go to people 
on whom he could implicitly rely, who would nei- 
ther deceive him nor take any discount. Still, as 
he travelled on, the twenty franc purse seemed 
always to be losing weight. From country to 
country the pieces were becoming lighter and less 
numerous. At last, at the end of his journey, (say 
on the 16th of last March,) the author of ello 
changed the value of his gold Napoleon back again 
into French currency, and what do you think re- 
mained of that gold piece, of which nothing at all 
had been spent? He had just sixty centimes left! 
Whereupon the said Alfred took occasion to write 
upon his tablet the following aphorism: ‘ For a 
travelling artist, a Napoleon is worth only twelve 
sous.’ ’’—Merchants’ Magazine. 


SwitzerLanp.—The Morning Chronicle, Lord 
Palmerston’s paper, says: 

‘Switzerland is, in fact,a European Yankecism, 
a miniature United Statcs, not severed from Europe 
by the friendly breadth of the Atlantic, but entrenched 


on a fortress of impregnable rock, amid the frontier 
and debatable ground of European liberty and des- 


potism. 


‘In that position, in spite of all her perpetual 
internal divisions, she has maintained her unity and 
independence for five centuries. All Europe, and 
no country more than England, is deeply indebted 
to her for many a precious precept and example. 
The overthrow of feudalism, and the assertion of 
man’s right to self-government, as a thinking and 
responsible agent, were first commenced by Swit- 
zerland. There could be no better title to the 
Maton of mankind, or claim for support when 

witzerland is right, and for forbearance when she 
is wrong. Europe has not forgotten it. England, 
above all, will not forget it. 

‘* The question how far the federal constitution of 
Switzerland requires or admits of amendment, is 
one of which foreign statesmen cannot correctly 
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judge, and in which they have no right to interfere. 
The degree to which the constitutions of the can- 
toms have been altered since 1831, may necessitate 
a reconstruction of the federal system, to an extent 
of which none but natives can know the urgency. 
We would gladly see the formation of the new 
constitution committed to parties of more modcrate 
opinions, and more likely to conciliate the support 
of all the cantons than the present dictatorial can- 
ton. But, we repeat, it is not our wish, nor the 
wishes of any foreign state, but the will of the 
Swiss people, which, after it has unmistakably 
declared itself, will have to be carried into effect. 
The position of Switzerland is unique in Europe; 
the internal remedies she requires may be so like- 
wise; but come what will, the independence of Swit- 
zerland must be preserved inviolate.” 


Iraty.—The Journal des Debats, M. Guizot’s 
paper, expresses its opinion of the occupation of 
Ferrara by the Austrian troops in the following 
terms: 


« We cannot yet properly appreciate the mean- 
ing and the bearing of the facts which have taken 
place at Ferrara, but we have every reason to 
believe that they will have a satisfactory solution. 
Pius IX., as we observed some days since, possess- 
es all the means necessary to cause his rights to 
be respected. It is not only according to the extent 
of his dominions that the power of a sovereign is 
at present to be measured, and the chief of the 
Christian world, the prince who by sagacious re- 
forns has rendered himself the idol of his subjects, 
possesses a moral force which is equivalent to bat- 
talions. If necessary, all Europe would lend its 
assistance to Pius IX., if his independence should 
be seriously menaced. We do not believe that 
such a case will arrive; but if it were otherwise— 
if, as the opposition papers state, and as many per- 
sons believe—th:t the occupation of Ferrara is but 
a provocation intended to excite passions and to 
foment disturbances in the pontifical states, the best 
mode as appears to us to reply to such a provoca- 
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maintain. The Journal des Debats, conscious of 
those difficulties, which are entirely personal, in- 
sinuates that it will suffice to oppose the virtues of 
Pius IX. to the Austrian bayonets, to compel them 
to recede. But, should the virtues of the holy 
pontiff not produce that effect on Field Marshal 
Radetsky, what will youdo? Such is the question 
everybody addresses to you to-day, and which it 
will not be possible for you to elude.” 


THe Warenovsinc Systrm.—We find in the 
London Times the following notice of the mission 
of two agents of our government employed to in- 
quire into the working of the bonding system in 
England. We have not scen any notice of the ap- 
pointment of commissiuners for this object. —Daily 
Ado. 


Tue Uniten States.—We have very great 
pleasure in mentioning a matter of considerable 
commercial importance, and which evinces in a re- 
markable manner our friendly relations with the 
government of the United States, and at the same 
time that we have reason to feel proud of being so 
far complimented by our transatlantic brethren 
as to be looked up to as a model in commercial 
matters. Two gentlemen have arrived in the Brit- 
ish metropolis from the government of the United 
States of Amcrica, and, as we understand, mis- 
sioned by the American powers, for the purpose of 
making themselves officially acquainted with the 
machinery and conduct of our bonding system, with 
the view of introducing it into the United States, 
as a branch of commercial policy. By the term 
“ bonding system” is signified the scheme, adopted 
by Mr. William Pitt in the reign of George IIL, 
but since brought gradually much more completely 
and fully into practice and to perfection, as a sys- 
tem of permitting goods and merchandise, the prod- 
uce of forcign countries, to be placed, on importation 
from foreign and distant places beyond the seas, in 
warehouses under bond, and instead of compelling 
importers and merchants to pay the duties at once 
on importation and take the same into their private 
stock, allows them to leave thcir goods in the said 


tion would be to remain dignified and calm, and to į bonded warehouses until a sale or other adventitious 


show that the snare has been discovered.” 


| 


and sufficient reason render it politic for them to 


La Presse observes in reply, that Casimir Pe- | discharge the duties due to the crown and take them 


rier had availed himself of a less serious act, to | home. 


order, in 1832, the expedition to Ancona. ‘We 
shall see,” adds the Presse, ‘what M. Guizot 
will do under existing circumstances. He dis- 
credited the intervention of Austria on the 4th 
instant, and flattered himself that it would not take 
place, when a thousand symptoms made it obvious 
in the eyes of the least clear-sighted. His usual 
optimism prevented him from taking serious steps 
to prevent it, which would have been a course 
far preferable to the obligation of repressing it. 
Now, for having wanted activity or authority, he 
is compelled to execute an act of vigor which is 
contrary to his habits, and for the accomplishment 
of which he hes moreover placed himself in a false 
a by his participation in the intervention in 

ortugal. Will he abstain? There would be dan- 
er in doing so. The conservative party cannot 
or its honor allow it to be said, that it is incapable 
to achieve in 1847 what it effected in 1832 under 
circumstances far less imperious. Will he act 
efficiently? What might be possible for others is 
no more so for M. Guizot, who, voluntarily and 
for the most frivolous satisfaction, trampled under 
foot principles which France is bound openly to 


This is the outline of the meaning of the 
term ‘‘ bonding system,” and commercial men, to 
whom we address this article, will be too well ac- 
quainted with the whole intricacies of the system 
and the great boon conferred on the trade by the 
vast extension of privileges which have been from 
time to time conceded by the executive government 
for the time .being in the matter with respect to 
every description of merchandise introduced from 
all parts of the world, to rcquire any further com- 
ment on the subject. These American gentlemen, 
who have credentials, we believe, as before re- 
marked, from the United States, have been intro- 
duced by his excellency the American ambassador 
to our board of customs, and, althouch we have no 
positive information on the subject, we believe we 
may venture to state that the principal members of 
the board have reccived an intimation from the for- 
eign secretary or the prime minister to pay the gen- 
tlemen every respect and attention, and to render 
them every practicable assistance in their commer- 
cial researches. The gentlemen were a few da 

since accompanied by the Right Hon. G. R. Daw- 
son, the deputy chairman of the board of customs, 
to some of the great dock establishments, and intro- 
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duced to the superintendents and managers of those 
vast marts of commerce, at the same time being 
conducted by Mr. Dawson through the docks and 
warehouses; and receiving such ‘explanatory infor- 
mation on the various matters and movements of 
the prectical working of those huge establishments 
as he is, from long practice and a perfect knowledge 
of details, eminently competent to give; and we 
believe that they have been accompanied on sev- 
eral subsequent occasions by one of the principal 
practical officers of the department, to whose care 
and attention they have been assigned by Mr. Daw- 
gon, and from whom they will also receive every 
requisite information on the subject. 


Tue Irisu Immicrants’ Fever.—This picture, 
copied from a letter from Dr. D. Drake, dated Gros 
Isle, thirty-three miles below Quebec, is extracted 
from the Boston Medical and Surgical Journal. It 
gives a more forcible impression than a long statis- 
tical account of the physical, mental, and moral 
destruction caused by hunger and sickness. Like 
the sketches of Elihu Burritt, it will never he for- 
gotten. 


“« Men, women and children, in all stages of the 
disease up to dissolution, are huddled together, and 
lying in the same foul and -infectious clothes with 
which they started from Ireland; and which, no 
doubt, they had worn without change, for weeks or 
months before. ‘The quarantine officers must not 
be blamed for this, since the means of classification 
and attending to personal cleanliness of the sufferers 
are not within their reach. As to nursing, it is ev- 
idently in the lowest degree. Nearly all the nurses 
from Quebee have sickened, and the immigrants 
furnish but few from their own body. Their sym- 
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pathies for each other are manifestly small—either 
never had an existence, or have perished under the 
combined influence of famine and filth. Examples 
of the well members of a family refusing to wait on 
the sick, are familiar to all the medical gentlemen ; 
and a total indifference to the death of nearest rel- 
alives is witnessed every day. Following their 
remains to the grave, or in any manner assisting 
in their interment, is not thought of. But one idea 
scems to be present with them, that of getting up 
the river. 

“« A man who had recovered, on being asked by 
some one, whether he was going to Montreal in the 
next steamboat, replied that he wished to do so, but 
was afraid his wife would not die in time. The 
family of a young woman who was ill, sent to know 
how she was before they started. On being expos 
tulated with, they said it was not worth while te 
stay any longer, as she would no doubt die. Mr 
Barter, the apothecary to the hospital, who is now 
by my side, going to Quebec on official business 
confirms all that has been told me by others, ane 
adds, as the results of his own observation through- 
out the summer, that the living seem more pleased 
than grieved by the death of their friends. My own 
limited opportunities suggest the same unwelcome 
conclusion ; for I saw no aspect of sorrow; but a 
stolid indifference, or inquisitive gazing, at what 
might be passing around, both in the crowds of con- 
valescents, and in patients not very ill, who Jay in 
the midst of the dying. It is painful to record this 
testimony against human nature ; but we ought to 
know to what depths of degradation large masses 
of people may be sunk bv superstition, ignorance, 
bad legislation, famine and fever. The interests 
of political economy, religion and medicine, are 
equally involved i in the contemplation of such re- 
volting facts.” 
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POWERS, THE SCULPTOR. 


[THe renewed interest in Powers and his works 
excited by the arrival of his ‘¢ Greek slave’ in this 
country, induces us to copy the following account 
of him and them, written some time since for a Mag- 
azine by Mr. Edward Everett.—Dai/y Advertiser .] 


Having spoken of Mr. Greenough and his pro- 
ductions in a former nuinber, we propose to devote 
the present to some remarks on the works of Mr. 
Powers, another distinguished American sculptor, 
residing in Italy. Although it is but a few years 
since Mr. Powers can be said to have commenced 
the pursuit of his art, he is already to be regarded 
less as a sculptor of the highest promise, than as 
one of the highest reputation. Itis but about three 
years since he went to Florence. Before that 
period, he had scarcely executed anything in mar- 
ble; and since his arrival in Italy, he has given 
much of his attention to the busts which he had 
modelled in America, and yet he has already 
attained the name and standing of a master. We 
do not know any way in which we can do justice 
to Mr. Powers, and convey to our readers a just 
idea of his merit, and of the estimation in which he 
is held by good judges abroad, so effectually, as by 
translating an article from the Giornale Arcadico, 
for the month of October, 1840. This is a highly 
respectable scientific and literary journal, published 
at Rome. ‘The article which we propose to lay 
bofore our readers, is written by Professor Migliur- 
ini, of the Grand Ducal Gallery at Florence, one 
of the most learned archeologists of the day. The 
biographical facts were probably furnished to him 
by some well informed American, and are in the 
main correct. We translate the article for the 
most part literally, but have occasionally added a 
few words, for the sake of rendering the sense more 
apparent. It is entitled 


‘6 Tire Younc AMERICAN Scuuptor, Mr. Hiram 
Powers.—The history of the fine arts, expatiating 
in a region most delightful to the human mind, has 
constantly awakened more and more of the atten- 
tion of observers, presenting them a succession of 
pleasing results, almost entirely free from the 
sources of paintul reflection so freqnently encoun- 
tered in other narrations. The portion which re- 
gards the preliminary training, designed to put the 
pupil on the road, which will conduct him to the 
desired goal, was early attended to for the direction 
of studious youth; and among the various sugges- 
tions to this end, we find expressions of the admi- 
ration excited by some rare geniuses, who have 
attained celebrity without the guidance of a skilful 
master. I propose at present to treat this Jast 
topic, in reference to sculpture exclusively. 

“ Pliny,” upon the authority of Duris, relates of 
Lysippus, that he became a great master without 
having been the disciple of any one, although he 
informs us that Cicero differed on this point. If 
the passage of Cicero which Pliny had in his mind, 
is that with which we are all familiar, we must 
suppose Pliny to have misapprehended its purport. 

* Lysippum Sicyoninm, Duris negat, Tullius fuisse dis- 
cipulum attirmat. Plin. H. N. xxxiv. 19, 6. 
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Cicero says that Lysippus recognized the lance 
bearer of Polycletuas as his master.* He could 
not, however, have intended that a single statue of 
a young man had served him as a guide in the 
great variety of characters required tor his very 
numerous productions. Neither is there reason to 
suppose that in any of his lost works, Cicero ex- 
pressed a different opinion on the subject of Lysip- 
pus from what he has done in this passage, which, 
as far as it bears on the question whether Lysippus 
had a master, in the ordinary sense of the word, 
would rather lead to an inference directly opposite 
to that which Pliny drew from it. 

«It may be advantageous, meantime, to retrace 
the few traditions which remain to us of Lysippus.f 
In the first place, we know that in his youth he 
was employed in the establishment of a bronze 


founder; here we may suppose that he was led by 


inclination to make a commencement in sculpture. 
Doubtful, however, as to the choice of a preceptor, 
he determined to take counsel of a competent and 
unprejudiced adviser. For this purpose he applied 
to Eupompus, an aged painter, the master of Pam- 
philus, who was at that time the teacher of the 
young Apelles. Eupompus was probably ac- 
quainted with the disposition of Lysippus, and when 
asked by the latter whom he should follow of pre- 


ceding masters, Mupompus replied by pointing to a. 


group of men who stood near; wishing to teach 
him that nature herself was to be imitated in her 
immense variety, and not artists in their peculiar 
manner. ‘He who follows another,’ says the 
great Michael Angelo, ‘will never get before 
him.’ Jt may be considered, therefore, as a prin- 
ciple, that the imitation of any former master, how- 
ever excellent, is to be avoided, in order that the 
arust may not become the grand-child, rather than 
the child, of nature. This rue, however, is not to 
prevent the young artist from learning of masters 
how to imitate nature in the best and shortest way, 
taking advantage of their long experience. 

‘¢ This principle, at the present day, requires a lit- 
tle further explanation to guard it against the mis- 
conceptions of those who recommend an imitation 
of nature as it is, without choice or judgment, not 
to mention that there are sume who even extol 
nature in her defects. But weare not to lose sight 
of what has been so often mentioned as to the great 
diversity between the Greeks and ourselves—be- 
tween their manners and ours; and how much 
more easy it was with them to procure models than 
with us; and consequently how much less difficulty 
attended the imitation of nature’s choicest forms. 
But let us look a little further, and see the sort of 
imitation of nature which Lysippus practised. He 
reached such celebrity, as to be included in the trio 
that had the exclusive privilege of making the like- 
ness of Alexander the Great.{ He himself was 

* Polycleti Doryphorum sibi Lysippus aiebat magistrum 
fuisse. Cicero in Brut. 86. 

t Sed primo wrarium fabrum audendi rationem cæpisse 
pictoris Hanan responso. Eum enim ihterrogautem 
quem sequeretur antece dentium, dixisse demonstrata 
hominum multitudine, Naturam ipsam, imitandam esse 
non artificem. Plin. loc. cit. 


t Apelles in painting, Lysippus in bronze statues, and 
Pirgoteles in intaglios. 
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accustomed to say, ‘that his predecessors had 
represented men as they are, but he had represented 
them as they ought to be’*—a description of his 
style which has passed without contradiction. We 
are not to infer from this description of his own 
manner that Lysippus was not a diligent student of 
nature ; but that, in his study of nature, he sought 
the zdeal—that perfect form of which nature is too 
avaricious to bestow it, in all its parts, on any one 
individual. The reader will pardon this digression 
while I return to my theme. 

« It is also narrated of Silanion, that he acquired 
fame without the guide of a master.t To this 
proposition Falconet subjoins the following judi- 
cious observation. ‘ In order to make this circum- 
stance astonishing, it would be necessary to suppose 
that Silanion was born and lived in a corner of the 
garth where he had never seen statues or pictures ; 
but in the centre of Greece, and among the chef 
d'œuvres of art, in the age of Alexander, when he 
was surrounded by the most famous artists, there 
is nothing to be surprised at in such a fact.’ 

“ But the example which I am now going to 
relate, includes the conditions required by Falconet, 
and may be considered as without a parallel, and 
therefore worthy of all attention. 

s In a remote, and as far as the fine arts are con- 
cerned, uncultivated part of America, inhabited by 
husbandmen and shepherds, in the village of Wood- 
stock, in Vermont, Mr. Hiram Powers was born, 
about the year 1805. It happened to him in his 
youth to be removed to the neighborhood of Cin- 
cinnati in Ohio, then a village, but now a consider- 
able city. By this change of place, he gained little 
or nothing, in reference to the development of his 
latent capacity. On the contrary, he soon had the 
misfortune to be deprived of his father, and left 
without means of support. Constrained by- this 
disaster to embrace whatever mode of livelihood 
first offered itself, he engaged in the construction 
and superintendence of the mechanism of a public 
exhibition at Cincinnati. 

“ An inward feeling, however, convinced him, 
that this was not his destiny ; he formed a conception 
in his mind of something like sculpture, while yet 
ignorant of the very existence of that art. So 
strong was this passion, that if he had not after- 
wards found the art in use, he would himself have 
invented it. The flexible materials on which he 
made his first experiments, particularly wax, did 
not give him full satisfaction. He reached the age 

- of seventeen years, in this state of restless desire ; 
when he saw a single bust in plaster, the head of 


Washington, an ordinary work, which, however,- 


attracted his profound attention. 

‘‘-After a considerable interval and many strug- 
gies, he met, at Cincinnati, with an individual who 
possessed some knowledge of the art of sculpture, 
and. modelled in clay the likenesses of one or two pub- 
lic.characters. He learned from him the general 
method, the material adapted to it, and the mode 
of. taking a cast from a model. This .was for Pow- 
ers a most happy discovery, and one that seemed to 
realize his vision. 

“ Eagerly to endeavor to imitate the works of this 
individual ; then to make an attempt from life, first 
with a view to equal and then to surpass what he 
had seen; finally to succeed in making beautiful 
liknesses, such certainly as he had witnessed no 


* Vulgoque dicebat, ab illis factos quales essent hom- 
ines ; a se quales viderentur esse. Plin. loc. cit. 

t Silanion. In hoc mirabile, quod nullo doctore nobilis 
fuit ipse. Pliu. xxxiv. 5,19. 
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example of before ; all this was so rapidly accom- 
plished, that it is not easy to relate the steps of the 
progress, so swift was his flight, borne on the pin- 
ions of a happy genius. 

« If this artist, urged by native inclination, had 
succeeded in imitating nature servilely, though with 
exactness, it would not have been matter of great 
astonishment. But at the very first glance, Mr. 
Powers rose to the just conception of a kind of rep- 
resentation which should contain, in union with al! 
the characteristic parts, the natural and expressive 
spirit of each individual. He has dedicated him- 
self to the preservation of the whole character, 
while at the same time he imitates the porosities 
and habitual wrinkles of the skin; so that he might 


ibe called the Denner of sculpture. He spares no 


pains to make every head preserve, in every the 
smallest part, that harmonious type—composed at 
once of unity and variety, which belongs to itself ; 
a special quality of nature which escapes the eye 
of many. Such a union of rare capacities becomes 
marvellous in one who could have no previous 
knowledge of the labors of the Greeks, nor of the 
works of Donatello, of Mino di Fiesole, and Gam- 
barelli. 

‘¢ Employing himself with ever new delight in 
modelling in clay, he passed through several con- 
siderable cities of his native country, and reached 
Washington at a fortunate moment. Congress 
was then in session, composed of some of the most 
respectable persons in the United States. Among 
its members and the men of distinction collected at 
Washington at the same time, Mr. Powers had 
ample opportunity to exercise his talent in making 
busts. Among those whose acquaintance be made 
at the seat of government, were persons who had 
visited Europe and possessed some notions of the 
fine arts. “lhis is equivalent to saying, that he met 
here with those who were competent judges of the 
merit of his labors. 

“ Perceiving that he was not likely to want em- 
ployment, he wisely determined to repair to Italy, 
for the purpose of executing his works in marble, 
and perfecting himself in his art. Arrived at Flor- 
ence, he applied himself to the management of the 
marble with the same zeal which had animated him 
in the previous steps of his progress. When the 
accustomed instruments employed by sculptors 
seemed to him not as perfect as they might be, he 
contrived others. He proceeded rapidly in execut- 
ing the busts which he had brought with him, in a 
style which commanded the admiration of the con- 
noisseurs who beheld them. 

“« The reputation of the portraits of Apelles is 
well known.* They were considered so like their 
originals, in all respects, that the physiognomists 
of that day were able to form their prognostics upon 
them as accurately as on the examination of the 
living individual. In like manner the busts of Mr. 
Powers challenge a similar scrutiny, on the part 
of those, who, under other names, and with other 
objects, employ themselves in similar judgments 
of character, at the present day; and who will find 
great reason to maintain that his heads may be 
studied like the portraits of Apelles, though desti- 
tute of those indications of character which depend 
on changes of color. 

« In fact, on a certain occasion, when I was care- 


* Imagines adeo similitudinis indiscrete pinxit, ut 
(incredibile dictu.) Apion grammaticus scriptam reli- 
querit, quendam ex facie hominum divinantem (quos me- 
toposcopos vocant) ex iis dixisse aut future mortis annos 
aut præteritæ. Plin. xxxv. 36, 14. 
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fully examining the busts of Mr. Powers, there was 
an individual present who had perhaps some tinc- 
ture of this science,* and who said te me with en- 
thusiasm, ‘Do you see that head! What pene- 
tration! How expressive those features! That 
must be a new Demosthenes! This has the un- 
doubted likeness of an incorruptible guardian of the 
laws. ‘That face, full of calm, though mixed with 
energy, has the qualities of a dictator,’ &c. As I 
was occupied solely with the art, I listened with 
little attention to these remarks, and took but little 
interest in them, as I was unacquainted even with 
the names of the individuals whose busts I was con- 
templating. If the conjectures of character made 
by this person in my hearing, and by others who 
have examined in the like manner the heads of Mr. 
Powers, approach the truth, the fact would furnish 
a new illustration of Pliny’s remark, that it is the 
admirable prerogative of the art of sculpture, that 
it gives greater celebrity to famous men.t 

‘¢ There are few examples of works like these at 
the present day, because many artists have thought 
it best to execute busts in the heroic style, (as did 
many of the ancients,) without seeking extreme indi- 
vidual likeness. Though rare, however, there are 
some distinguished modern instances. And in this 
connection, I cannot pass in silence the magnificent 
and I may say colossal likeness of Pope Rezzonico, 
in St. Peters, by Canova. With the permission of 
the detractors of that celebrated artist, it cannot be 
denied that he has surpassed himself in this venera- 
ble image, where devotion is ideatified with the 
character of the head on whose vast superficies the 
artist had ample room to express the most fugitive 
movements of the skin, preserving, however, the 
grandiose character of the whole, in a manner that 
makes it rather seem the work of the pencil of Titian, 
than that of a sculptor’s chisel. 

“I will endeavor, in conclusion, to anticipate the 
timid judgment of those sophistical critics, who, ad- 
mitting—what many connoisseurs have cordially 
granted—the superiority of Mr. Powers as a skilful 
maker of busts, may yet be slow to allow him the 
name of a perfect sculptor, in consequence of his 
not having produced works in the more important 
branches of the art. To such objectors I would 
reply, that they must consider that his progress has 
been so rapid and impetuous, in the field in which 
he commenced, as to have left him no leisure as yet 
for other labors. Meantime he no longer inhabits a 
distant region, where the arts are in their infancy ; 
nor does he any longer want the aid of examples of 
excellence, and the necessary information. He who 
has been able to make such progress without a mas- 
ter, will easily achieve whatever is yet wanting, 
now that he is placed in a situation more favorable 
to his progress. It may be also added that he has 
already commenced the model of a nude statue, 
which we may well flatter ourselves will be carried 
on to its perfection, equally with any other work 
which Mr. Powers may undertake. 

“ Wherever there is the gift of a happy genius, 
joined with assiduity and a passion for the chosen 
art, together with the modesty necessary for a con- 
stant search after improvement, there it is safe to 
predict a complete and easy success.”’ 


A. M. MIGLIARINI. 


The foregoing estimate of the talent of our dis- 
tinguished countryman becomes still more satisfac- 


* Phrenology. 
+ Mirumque in hac arte est, quod nobilis viros nobiliores 
facit. Plin xxxiv. 19, 14. 
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tory, when we reflect that it is a characteristic of 
the Iulians, remarked upon two centuries ago, by 
Milton,” not to be forward to bestow written enco- 
miums on men of this side the Alps. We have not 
the least wish to receive ungraciously the praise of 
Mr. Migliarini, which, we are sure, is bestowed in 
good faith and with good will; but it is not only 
not the language of a panegyrist, but evidently 
framed with some care to avoid shocking national 
partialities and the sensibility of eminent contempo- 
raries, among his own countrymen. He weighs 
every word in the golden scales of a learned criti- 
cism; and yet not only institutes an elaborate com- 
paron between Mr. Powers’ case and that of 

ysippus, but justly states that the case of our 
countryman, ìn attaining so high a degree of excel- 
lence not only without a master properly so called, 
but without the advantage of a general contempla- 
tion of the works of other sculptors, is widhout a 
parallel. 

A few statements in Mr. Migliarini’s article invite 
one or two words by way of explanation. 

The mechanical exhibition at Cincinnati in the 
construction and superintendence of which Mr. Pow- 
ers passed some years of his youth, though seem- 
ingly an humble field, required a high degree of 
talent. Nothing could be more successful in its 
way, no great proof, it is true, of merit. Mr. Pow- 
ers lavished on the wax-work figures and groups, 
the first energies of that plastic skill, which will live 
forever in his marble. Suite of his moving figures 
were brought to perfection by months of assiduous 
labor, and the application of the most ingenious 
mechanical contrivances. There is no doubt that 
his noviciate in this humble sphere was an excel- 
lent school for the development of the mechanical 
skill, which he possesses in aneminent degree. He 
was at a later period employed by Maclzel to repair 
some of his automata. Mr. Migliarini alludes to 
the readiness with which Mr. Powers contrived new 
instruments of sculpture, when those in common use 
failed to give him the effect which he desired to pro- 
duce. He has invented and manufactured several 
such instruments both for the clay and marble, to 
the use of which may be ascribed a portion of the 
wonderful softness which he gives to his flesh. 

It is stated by Mr. Migliarini, that Mr. Powers 
represents in his marble the porosities and habitual 
wrinkles of the skin. Without explanation, a state- 
ment like this would convey an erroneous idea of 
his manner. Should Mr. Powers becomc—as he 
already is to some extent—the acknowledged head 
of a school of art, his injudicious disciples might run 
into such an imitation; as the characteristic excel- 
lence of every great master is sure to be pushed by 
his followers to extremes. Iis principle, as prac- 
tised by himself, we understand to be to reproduce 
the man in the best and most accustomed expression 
of his character. To attain this end, whatever is 
essentially characteristic in the original, must be 
preserved, whether it be great or sinall, feature or 
wrinkle. The consummate skill of the artist is 
shown in thus selecting what is thus characteristic ; 
however seemingly inconsiderable, and still more in 
making these innumerable details work together 
toward the uniform and appropriate expression and 
life of the whole. The affair of ‘ porosities” re- 
duces itself to this ;—many of the ancient sculptors, 
and perhaps most of those who flourished at the 
revival of the art, polished the surface of their stat- 
ues and busts. However appropriate this may be 
to the conceptions formed of the bodies of the an- 


* Reason of church government urged against prelates. 
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cient heathen divinitics, the glassy effect impairs 
the resemblance of works representing human oriz- 
inals. Some modern artista accordingly do not 
polish the surface of the marble, although they give 
it a smoothness unlike the natural appearance at 
least of those portions of the skin exposed to the 
air. Mr. Powers, with instruments of his own con- 
trivance, gives to the surface of his marble a deli- 
cate roughness (if roughness it can be called) which 
absolutely counterfeits flesh, and produces an illusion 
not merely beyond anything we have seen in the 
works of Donatello, Mino di Fiesole, or Gambarelli 
(whom Mr. Migharni names in this connection,) 
hut beyond anything we have witnessed from the 
chisel of any other artist. 

Since the article we have just Jaid before our 
readers was written, Mr. Powers has very nearl 
completed the model of the statue, alluded to in its 
conclusion ; he has executed in marble an ideal head 
of great beauty, and has projected two or three other 
works. The first statue represents the mother of 
mankind, contemplating the apple which she holds 
in her right hand, after having so far listened to the 
tempter as to pluck the fruit. It is a moment not 
dwelt upon by Milton; but it seems to us a fine con- 
ception to establish an interval between plucking 
and eating the fruit. The face and form, as be- 
comes the parent of our race at this period, before 
the fatal act isconsummated, are intended to exhibit 
a specimen of perfect symmetry and beauty. The 
countenance combines the expression of an ardent 
desire to enjoy the forbidden fruit, with that of 
thoughtfulness at the consequences which had been 
denounced. The left hand holds the fruit which 
she reserves for Adam. The hair falls partly down 
the back, and is partly arrested on the right shoul- 
der; and in the plan of the work, the insidious foe 
—not yet modelled—pressing close to her person, 
but not full in her view, watches with devilish ea- 
gerness the workings of her mind. We conceive 
that it would be improper, in the present state of 
this great work, to make it the subject even of a 
complimentary enticism. We will only add, that 
it is thus far the fruit of the most laborious study, 
the acutest observation, and profound thought. It 
contains nothing traditional—nothing copied from 
the Grecian or the Italian antique. It is a fresh 
conception, an original study of nature, examined 
with the most unwearied attention, with the purest 
taste and a sound judgment. 

The ideal head named above, of which Mr. Pow- 
ers has executed more than one copy in marble, 
was undertaken by him asthe most effectual answer 
which could be given to those who questioned his 
possessing any other talent than that of a maker of 
busts. It is usually called “ Ginevra,” and the con- 
ception was suggested by the lovely and well known 
description in Mr. Rogers’ Italy. Mr. Powers has 

reserved as much of the picture sketched by the 
Near of the English Parnassus, as is adapted to 
representation in marble, and could be introduced 
into a bust: 


t She sits, inclining forward, as to speak, 
Her lips half open, and her finger up, 
As though she said ‘ Beware!’ 

And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 
A coronet of pearls. 


‘* But then her face 
So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth, 
The overflowings of an innocent heart, 
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled, 
Like some wild melody. 
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‘t She was an only child, her name Ginevra, 
The joy, the pride of an indulgent father, 
And in her fifteenth year became a bride. 
She was all gentleness, all gayety.”’ 


‘There is nothing in the sculpture intended to 
recall the tragical partof the story. Faulttess beauty, 
bridal gentleness, the gayety of the only daughter 
of her father, the sweet innocence of the morning 
of life, these are the elements of Mr. Powers’ ide- 
alization of Ginevra. 
Mr. Powers has planned some other works, among 
i them a sea-boy on the shore, holding a shell to his 
ear, and histening to the forebodings which it gives 

the storm. This is not a recent conception 
on his part, which we mention by way of establish- 
ing his claim to the originality of the idea, as the 
subject of a work of art. He has also projected a 
work representing a Grecian maiden, exposed for 
sale ina Turkish slave market. Our readers will 
perceive, at once, the extreme beauty and capacity 
lof these subjects. 

Our country has much to boast of in Mr. Powers ; 
we hope he will have as much to be grateful for to 
his country. The bust of the late Chief Justice 
Marshall, of heroic size—a most splendid work—for 
which the price paid by congress was but litle more 
than the value of the marble, labor and time, at 
journeymnan’s wages, bestowed upon it, is hitherto 
the extent of the public patronage accorded to him. 
We are sure this can only be, because opportunities 
have not presented themselves for more important 
commissions. It is not thus that America means to 
encourage her Lysippuses. It is really cruel to keep 
a master like this on the drudgery of private bust 
making, which, after all, at the usual prices, is labor 
poorly paid. 

Meantime, and til] something more worthy of 
Mr. Powers’ talent is proposed, we would observe 
that he has now on hand very perfect models of the 
busts of presidents John Quiney Adams and Van 
Buren, and an admirable bust of General Jackson 
in marble, of heroic size. What could congress do 
better than order these three busts on suitable pe- 
destals, at handsome prices, for the rotunda of the 
capital, with Clevenger's bust of General Harrison 
to accompany them! A row of the busts of the 
presidents of the United States, to be placed around 
that magnificent hall, between the pictures, or at a 
proper distance in front of them, would furnish a 
very appropriate ornament for the rotanda, and sur- 
round, In a very becoming manner, the statue of 
Washington in the centre. President Jefferson’s 
bust, by Caracchi, might be removed from the 
library to the rotunda, to take its place in the row. 
The other presidents—Adams the elder, Madison 
and Monroe, could at any time be added. As to 
the four named—one of which, Jackson, is already 
finished, and the other three modelled, they could 
be furnished in three months. This we trust is an 
affair which could in no case awaken any political 
feeling ; but it happens Juckily that the four presi- 
dents are equally divided between the two partics. 

Will not the state of Vermont assert her peculiar 
interest in Powers, as the state which gave him 
birth? North Carolina has gained herself the high- 
est praise by employing, at great expense, the chisel 
of an Italian artist to furnish her a statue of Wash- 
ington. If Vermont should call upon her gifted son 
to execute for her state-house statues of the heroes 
of Ticonderoga and Bennington, she would both do 
herself lasting honor, and bestow upon the country 
works of art, which would do no discredit to the 
studio either of Canova or any living sculptor. 


i 
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From the Morning Chronicle, Sept. 3 | By the right of might, reader. Just try it your- 
SHUTTING UP THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. fee Put yourself on board a Scotch steamer— 
thence get into a stage-cuach—there are still such 

Inverness, Monpay—Since I last wrote the! things in this part of the world—and in due time 
royal doings at Ardverikie have not soared beyond ; you will arrive near the foot of—say the Cairngorm 
the level of court circular movements. Wonderful; mountains. These are the highest and most aw- 
as it may appear to common people, the queen and | fully savage group in our island. You will not find 
the prince are amusing themselves very much in the | more stupendous precipices, more ghastly ravines, 
fashion ia vogue amongst ordinary English ladies; round Mont Blane or the Jungfrau, than encircle 
aud gentlemen making an autumnal sojourn amongst | Ben Muich Dhui. Loch Anen hies in black torpid 
heather. | gloom, girdled in by hills and rocks which are des- 

There 1s shooting, fishing, walking, riding, and! olation personified. Amid their recesses you might 
driving, pleasantly and profitably varied by break-| starve as comfortably and completely as in Nova 
fasting, Juaching, dining, supping, and sleeping. | Zembla, and, stretched on a mass of icy snow, you 

What have the world to do with the exact num- | might be frozen during a midsummer night's dream. 
ber of grouse which have tumbled before the; Braving those perils, however, off you go—your 
prince’s double-barrel, and is it a matter of historic; sketch-book in your hand and your knapsack on 
inport to know whether the steps of her majesty’s| your back—to visit a district which Highland 
highland pony have been traced upon the green | legends have always pointed to as one of the very 
sward round the lodge, or amidst the purple heather | wildest in this country, by peopling it with all man- 
on the hills above it? ner of spirits of desolation—rulers of the wind, the 

Let me rather try if I cannot now, while people | storm, the rain, the mist. 
are thinking and talking of the hills, strike out| But Cairngorm now owns a different potentate. 
some topic more or less connected with them, and! The Duke of Lecds is the monarch of the waste, 
which may prove at least as profitable to your! and just as some of the most gloriously savage bits 
readers as the outgoings and incomiags of Gen. | of glen and hill begin to open up before you, an 
Wemyss, or the nursery evolutions of the little| insolent gillie will start from some clump of heather, 
prince and princess of the blood. or from behind a rock, and order you back in the 

Well, to make the effort. In approaching Loch| name of his gracious grace. ‘There is no alterna- 
Laggan from Fort William the traveller will not | tive. Show fight if you like, your umbrella against 
fail to notice the two huge mountains which fling | the flunky’s gun, but the odds are that you are not 
back their dun masses from the lower extremity of | so valiant, and that you turn your back upon the 
the lake. These great hills form part of the hunt- | group of the Cairngorms in no complimentary dis- 
ing grounds of the Marquess of Abercorn, and | position towards the keepers, or 
Prince Albert has, I believe, been playing‘at deer- 
stalking on their misty sides. They are, in fact, a 
deer forest. 

“ Ah, I see,” savs the English reader; ‘nice 
trees and glades, with antlered stags trotting about 
on the grass—a big gentleman’s park, with drives, 
and aveanes, and neat gateways aud railings, and | forgotten. 

a trim porter’s lodge.” Heaven bless you! a duke is a bigger man in the 


Not so. A Highland deer forest means a moun-| Highlands than you think of. What is a road to 


“ The lord—their god—his grace.” 


But there is the road, you think—the road, the 
immemorial way, which all the world had a right 
to long before the duke was ever heard of, and 
which they will have a right to long after he is 


tain distcict—a waste wilderness, among which lie| his grace? What is a right of way to his grace? 
lakes, through which torrents go foaming for miles| What is a path—belonging for a thousand years 
and miles—a range of savage country, stretching | to the public—to his gracet Nothing! He bar- 
further than a good pedestrian would toil between | ricades it. He sentinels it with his gillies. No 
early summer dawn and late summer sunset—a | passage this way. The most glorious scenery in 
dreary territory of heathy slopes aud sterile uplands, | Britain is barred to the British—the free roads of 
of awful gorges and ravines, of icy mountain peaks, | this free nation are stopped to its free men; the 
of black heath and gray whinstone. And all this | artist in search of a Jandscape—the tourist in search 
vast domain is sacred to the deer. Cotters—the| of the picturesque—the’ peasant seeking to cross 
old hardy peaple of these hills—were long ago, from one strath to the other, to see one of the 
turned adrift to make way for sheep and lowland | countless Macs, his kith and kin—all are turned 
graziers; now, men and mutton are cleared equally | back. The duke wills it, because one passenger 
out before the stag and his hinds. The deer will! out of fifty might perchance stumble upon a red 
not brook a two-legged intruder. They would see} deer, which would gaze at him a moment, toss its 
fim miles away upon the sky line, or snuff the odor! antlered head, eanter over the shoulder of the hill, 
of approaching humanity from one end of a glen to! and in half an hour be couched in the grecn wet 
the other; aud therefore the hills are to be un-| breckans. 

profaned by shoe-leather, Not a shepherd, not a| The grand plea of these gentlemen—who for the 
tourist, not a wandering peasant dare break the| payment perhaps of some fifteen hundred a year 
magic circle, and tread the heather tabooed by our! arrogate to themselves the right of isolating a waste 
North Sea islanders. Solitudinem faciunt, deer-| country as big as half a good sized English county, 
forest apellunt. Not a living thing may venture: shutting up the roads, and refusing passage to a 
on the haunts of these lonely creatures, until may- | single being throughout it—is simply that pedestri- 
hap the ducal renter of the forest, with his Highland | ans disturb and frighten the deer. I doubt it. A 
gillies and English keepers, chooses to decree a; stag may look at a cockney—and in my humble 
week's slaughtering of the animals so carefully pre- | opinion the cockney is very ae be the most 
served to be so ruthlessly destroyed. frightened animal of the two. But granting the 
discomfiture of the four-footed gazer—what of it? 
He will not be so frightened as to vanish into thin 
air. He will trot off, onc, two, or three miles ; and 
thea when it is his guod pleasure stop to crop the 


“ But,’ says the Engiish reader, “ by what right 
dare one man stop another upon those savage wilds, 
lying uninclosed and unreclaimed, just as they were 
ere the Romans landed at Deal !”’ 
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herbige, until another cockney appears, who will 
probably frighten him back again to his original 
position. No one wants to put the duke’s deer in 
his pocket. There they will be when the tourist 
leaves, just as they were when he came, barring a 
trot of perhaps a dozen miles, which, to animals 
of their reverse of sedentary habits cannot be a 
matter of much personal inconvenience. But even 
granting that a wandering tourist would frighten 
every stag in the hills into fits, I do not at all see 
why they should not be frightened into fits. Men 
before deer—scenery before dukes. We are not to 
be shut out of the finest passes, warned away from 
the most glorious scenery of our own Jand for either 
dukes or deer. His grace of Leeds must throw 
open Glenlui-beg, and his grace of Athol must 
withdraw the blockade of Glentilt. A modern lord 
of the Isles once tried to draw a chain across the 
entrance to Fingal’s Cave in Staffa, only to be 
removed when each passenger in the boat had tabled 
down his sixpence. We shall have none of these 
chains either of men or metal. The unenclosed 
hills are men’s property to walk on. The glories 
of rock and torrent, and. mountain mist, are for all 
to see, and wonder, and admire. The queen is now 
amongst them. I don’t know if the Duke of Leeds 
would permit her to thread Glenlui-beg ; but if a 
hint would be taken hy the ducal autocrat, I do 
think that nothing would be a more grateful sow- 
venir of the queen's visit than the expression of the 
royal wish, which would in all probability again an-| 
lock to all her majesty’s praccful subjects the glo- 
rious scenery of Athol and Braemar. A.B.R. 
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Letter froma distinguished officer to his correspon- 
dent in Washington. 
Tacuspaya, Aug. 22, 1847. 

ta # @ v 

We are now located in one wing of the Arch- 
bishop’s palace. Chapultepec, with its magnificent 
grove, is before us, and we overlook the great city, 
surrounded by its lakes, and embosomed in its 
mountains. never realized the beauty of the 
valley of Mexico until I reached this spot. To see 
it now, lighted by the soft bright moon, with every 
village, spire, hut and mountain reflected in its silver 
lakes, you would think it even surpassed the de- 
scriptions we read of it. There are also some 
stupendous works of art around us. But I can tell! 
you nothing, for I have not yet been in the city, 
though I have knocked at,its gates. In the ab- 
sence, then, of something more interesting, I shall 
have to tell you of the operations of the army. 

On the 7th instant Gen. Twiggs’ division left; 
Puebla. Jt was followed on the 8th by General 
Quintman's, on the 9th by Gen. Worth’'s, and on 
the 10th by Gen. Pillow’s. Gen. Scott left on the 
8th, and overtook Gen. Twiggs that night at San 
Martin. Our march over the mountains was undis- 
turbed, except by rumors of guerillas and resistance. 
Both disappeared as we approached, and we left 
their abandoned works as we found them. On the 
lìth Gen. Twiggs encamped at Ayotla, 15 miles 
from Mexico, on the direct road. he other divi- 
sions, on each succeeding day, came up in order, 
and took position in the rear—Gen. Worth oecu- 
pying Chalco. The reconnoissances of the 12th and 
13th satisfied us of the strength of the enemy's 
defences in our front. Their principal defence was 
at El Penon, commanding the causeway between 


the lakes of Tezcuco and Chalso. The hill of El 
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Penon is about 200 feet high, having three plateaus 
of different elevations. It stands in the waters of 
Lake Tezeuco. Its base is surrounded by a dry 
trench, and its sides arranged with breastworks 
from its base to its crest. It was armed with thirty 
pieces of cannon, and defended by 7000 men, under 
Santa Anna in person. ‘The causeway passed 
directly by its base—the waters of the lake washing 
each side of the causeway for two miles in front, 
and the whole distance seven miles to the city. 
There was a battery on the causeway about four 
hundred yards in advance of the Penon, another by 
its side, a third about a mile in front of the entrance 
to the city, and a fourth at the entrance. About 
two miles in front of the Penon a road branched 
off to the left, and crossed the outlet of Lake Ho- 
chimilco, at the village of Mexicalcingo, six miles 
from the main road. This village, surrounded by 
a marsh, was enveloped in batteries, and only ap- 
S over a paved causeway a mile in length. 

eyoud, the causeway continued through the marsh 
for two miles further, and opened upon terra firma 
at the village of Churubusco, which was also for- 
tified, and which we shall see more of presently. 
The reconnoissance of the 14th satisfied us that the 
route south of Lake Chalco was practicable for our 
wagons, or could be made so. That day Gen. 
Pillow’s division closed upon the village of Chalco. 
and the next morning (15th) Gen. Worth Jed off 
south of the lake. The divisions took up the line 
of march in succession, Gen. Twiggs bringing up 
the rear, and we turned our backs upon the fortifi- 
cations of the Penon and Mexiealcingo. Gen. 
Valencia, with 6000 men, made an attempt to annoy 
our rear as it turned Lake Chalco ; but Gen. Twiggs 
having his train in front, and his division well in 
band, wheeled into line to the left, and, with one 
discharge of Taylor’s battery, tumbled over some 
men and horses, and sent the rest flying over the 
hills like the wild ducks from the Iakes. He then 
broke again into column, and resumed his march. 
The rancheros and guerilleros hovering about our 
front gave us little trouble ; and the working parties 
filled up the trenches and rolled away the rocks 
that had been placed there to retard us, without 
stopping our march. 

On the 17th General Worth encamped at San 
Augustin, on the Acapulco road, and moved down 
on the 18th, two and a half miles, in front of San 
Antonio, to make room for the other division to 
close upon him. The 18th was devoted to recon- 
noissances. San Antonio was situated similarly to 
Mexicalcingo. Batteries commanded the course- 
way in front and swept over the marshes to the left 
as far as the lake. The pedregal, or volcante rocks. 
rendered the right impassable for everything but 
infantry, and difficult for them. One and a half 
mile in the reals were situated the defences of 
Churubusco, commanding the approach over the 
pedregal, and by the way of Mexiealeingo. A 
route was discovered west from San Augustin over 
the spurs of the mountain, to the San Angel road, 
by which these positions could be turned. Gen. 

wiggs’ division, coming up on the morning of the 
19th, was thrown forward on this route, to cover 
the working parties formed from Pillow’s division. 
By 1, P. M., we had surmounted the hills, and ap- 
proached the two divisions of the army, with their 
field batteries, &c., within cannon range of Va- 
lencia’s entrenchments, situated on the San Angel 
road, and commanding the only approach through 
the pedregal or volcanic rocks. The working par- 
ties were returned to their regiments, the tools. 
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axepacked, and preparations made to dislodge the 
enemy, before continuing the road further. On 
approaching his front within canister range, and 
driving in his advanced parties, 9 pane behind 
breastworks across the road, with Magruder’s and 
howitzer batteries, it was found that the ground on 
his left offered the greatest advantages for the 
attack. He Jay entrenched on rising ground, behind 
æ deep ravine, about midway between us, to which 
the ground gently descended from both directions. 
His front was defended by four 8-inch howitzers, and 
three long 16-pounders, one 18-pounder, and some 
of smaller calibre. His right was almost equally 
strong ; and, after crossing the ravine, approached 
over smooth ground in the form of a natural glacis, 
and taken in reverse by a body of rancheros and 
lancers. ‘The heads of the different divisions were 
accordingly changed to the right ; and, each leaving 
their horses and batteries behind, slowly wended 
their way, among the volcanic rocks, to the ravine, 
which they passed in front of the small village of 
San Raymond, out of gunshot of Valencia’s batter- 
ies. They were now on the firm San Angel road, 
between Valencia and relief; but Santa Anna com- 
ing out to his support with seven thousand infantry 
and cavalry, drew up in battle array on the hills of 
Contreros, to our right. Col. Riley’s brigade, that 
had been moved to the right early in the day, to 
cooperate with the front attack, and had passed 
beyond the San Angel road, now falling back upon 
the village which we had taken possession of. 
Geaeral Smith at once determined to drive away 
the force threatening our right. By the time his 
dispositions were made, the sun had set; and night 
` drawing on, it was feared we should not have light 
enough for our work. The attack was therefore 
suspended till morning. The troops bivouacked 
around the village, without food, without shelter, 
and without fire. It was afterwards determined to 
return to the original intention of assaulting Va- 
lencia’s entrenchinents as the dispersion of Santa 
Anna’s force affected but little our principal object. 

At 3, A. M., Colt. Riley’s brigade was put in 
motion, followed by Gen. Smith's and Gen. Cad- 
wallader’s; General Shields holding the village. 
During the night, the 8th and 12th regiments, with 
a company of rifles and some detachments that had 
been thrown out the previous day, were moved to 
the ravine, in front of the enemy's position, and, 
after driving in their piquets in the gray of the 
morning, filed o to the right and took a sheltered 
position on their left, ready to cooperate with the 
attacking furce in rear. ‘This force moving around 
the base of the hill on which the battery was placed, 
covered from their view and fire, began about sun- 
rise to show themselves over its crest. Col. Riley’s 
brigade, sweeping around their rear and right, 
moved down with great impetuosity, while Gen. 
Smith attacked their lef from the rear. In the 
mean time Col. Ransom, pushing across the ravine 
the force in front, opened his fire upon their front 
and left. ‘The enemy finding himself thus attacked, 
and apprehending the main attack from the direc- 
tion in which we approached the previous day, 
opened his heavy battery on his front. But Riley's 
brigade, carrving everything before them, drove 
them out between the fires of Smith and Ransom 
upon that of Shields. They broke at all points, 
abandoning the artillery, pack train, ammunition, 
&c. We took 800 prisoners ; 4 generals—Salas, 
Mendoza, Blanco, and Garcia; 4 colonels ; 2 com- 
manders of brigades and squadrons, and other offi- 
cers in proportiun, Among the twenty-two pieces 
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of artillery taken, were the two belonging to Wash- 
ington’s battery, taken at Buena Vista. They 
wcre retaken by the 4th artillery, the regiment to 
which they originally belonged. We buried 600 
of their dead found on the field. Our loss did not 
exceed 60. After allowing the troops a little time 
for refreshment, they were put in march down the 
San Angel road, to take in reverse the positions of 
San Antonia and Churubusco, The enemy, find- 
ing himself turned, immediately commenced to evac- 
uate his lines at San Antonio; but we moved upon 
him so rapidly that he had to abandon his guns. 
Gen. Worth’s division, that had masked him in 
front, followed so close upon his heels as to drive 
his rear into the defence of Churubusco. In the 
mean time Gen. Twiggs had taken his position in 
the front on the battery surrounding the convent, 
while General Worth seized upon that defending 
the bridge, and blockading the main road to Mexico. 
The battle opened fiercely on that side. Generals 
Shields’ and Pierce's brigades were sent to attack 
in rear. Advancing towards the city of Mexico 
until they had passed the stream in rear of Churu- 
busco, they crossed a cornfield on their right, and 
made for the causeway leading from Churubusco 
to the capital. This causeway was defended by a 
large body of infantry and cavalry, the latter extend- 
ing apparently to the gates of Mexico. The num- 
ber of infantry was said to be 5000, and of cavalry 
4000. Gen. Shields, forming his line obliquely to 
that of the enemy, resting either flank upon some 
buildings on his right and left, and gaining as much 
to their right flank as possible, brought his men 
promptly into action. General Pierce, following 
quickly up, took position to his left, and the howit- 
zer battery opened on his right. The Mexicans 
made a stout resistance, and the reserve under Ma- 
jor Sumner, composed of the rifle regiment and 
squadron of dragoons, was brought to their support. 
By the time they broke into the cornfield, the ene- 
my began to give way. Worth and Twiggs had 
forced their front, and they were being driven upon 
the capital. As soon as the way was clear for the 
dragoons, they swept over the causeway, charging 
up to the very gates. Many a fine saddle was 
emptied by the discharge from their last battery. 
Captain Kearney, whose troop was leading, lost 
his left arm, and the rest of his officers were 
wounded. Our men had done their work well and 
faithfully. Their exhaustion required rest. The 
recall was sounded and we returned to the care of 
the killed and wounded. Of these we have a good- 
ly number. I fear they will reach nearly 1000. 
Many gallant officers are at rest. Col. Butler, of 
the South Carolina regiment, bringing his regiment 
into action, had his horse shot under him; con- 
tinuing the charge on foot, he was wounded in the 
leg, and finally shot through the head. Of the 
regulars, Capt. Thornton of the dragoons, Capt. 
Burke, Ist artillery, Hanson, Lieut. Irons, Easly, 
Hoffman, and Johnson. About 40 are wounded 
more or less severely. All the engineers are safe. 
We cannot be sufficiently thankful, nor repay the 
interest or prayers of our friends in our behalf. 
The greeting of Genera} Scott by the troops after 
the action, on seeing the success of all his plans, 
was loud and vociferous. It must have shaken the 
“ Halls of the Montezumas.’? Their enthusiasm 
seemed to cheer the Mexican officers in their cap- 
tivity. The army has implicit confidence in him, 
and apprehend nothing where he commands. He 
sees everything and calculates the cost of every 
measure; and they know and feel that their lives 
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and labor will not be uselessly expended. Dur- 
ing the day, we took 2,700 prisoners, 8 generals, 
37 pieces of artillery, and ammunition enough for a 
whole campaign. ‘Their defences were completely 
turned, and their plans upset. We could have 
entered Mexico that evening or the next morning, 
at our pleasure, so complete was the disorganiza- 
tion of their army of 32,000 men. We learn that 
27,000 men were opposed te us at all points, on the 
20th, and they acknowledge in killed and wounded 
5000. On the 21st, as the army was in motion 
towards the city, General Scott was met by a prop- 
osition for a cessation of hostilities, for the pur- 

se of taking care of the killed and wounded. 

his he refused; but in the evening agreed to an 
armistice, to enable commissioners to meet Mr. 
Trist, and to treat for peace. ‘This armistice has 
been officially ratified. It is difficult to foresee the 
result; though I can very well see that it is for 
Santa Anna’s advantage to make peace. So far I 
can trust him. 

The Lieut. Johnson killed, was the nephew of 
Lieutenant Col. Johnson, of the voltigeurs. I was 
standing by him when his leg was carried off above 
the knee by acannon ball. He was a gallant little 
fellow, and as merry over his work all the morning 
as a boy at play. He fell by the side of the gun 
he had been effectively serving, and died that night, 
19th inst. The colonel did not hear of his death 
until next morning. He was standing in Va- 
lencia’s captured entrenchments, flushed with the 
recent victory ; his frame shrunk and shivered with 
agony, and I wept to witness his grief. It is the 
living for whom we should mourn, and not the 
dead. The engineers did good service on both 
days, nor was the engineer company behind in any 
undertaking. 
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Gen. TayLor axb His Starr.—Mr. Brown, the 
artist who has recently passed several months near 
the headquarters of Gen. Taylor, has brought home 
with him the rich fruits of his diligence, among 
which are two admirable portraits of Gen. Taylor, 
portraits of his staff and several other distinguished 
officers, and a great variety of sketches of interest- 
ing localities connected with the war, and studies 
for pictures yet to be completed. 

Of the tWo principal portraits of Gen. Taylor, one 
presents a profile view of him and the other a front 
view. The former is the more striking picture, 
representing the general in his uniform—the artist 
intending this head for the design of the medal to 
be struck by order of Congress. The other portrait 
gives the veteran in the same brown dress he wore 
on the battle-field of Buena Vista. His costume is 
of the plainest description. The head of the gen- 
eral is a noble one, full of character, his energy and 
firmness being conspicuously traced in the deeply 
marked lines of the face. The fire of his eye gleams 
from the canvass, this feature being very peculiar 
in his family and very fine. We should not do justice 
to Mr. Brown did we not declare our high admira- 
tion of each of these portraits. They are noble 
pictures, and would alone amply repay him for the 
toil and danger he has encountered. 

But Mr. Brown has executed another and very 
interesting picture, which he calls Gen. Taylor's 
Headquarters. In this the hero of Buena Vista is 
represented at full length, standing under an awn- 
ing in front of his tent, and surrounded by his staff 
and other officers. ‘The old man appears here in 
the unaffected simplicity and even homeliness of his 
usual bearing—dressed in the least pretending garb, 
with an eye to perfect comfort, while he is gur- 
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rounded by some of the most brilliant men of the 
army, most of whom are quite young. The pen- 
eral appears like a father among his sons—himself 
all plainness and simplicity, but proud of the boys 
about him. We cannot recall all the faces in this 
picture, but they are all faithful portraits from life, 
and their friends recognize them ata glance. The 
names of the following occur to us as we write :— 
Maj. Bliss, Maj. Eaton, Capt. Garnett, Maj. Mans- 
field, Col. Whiting, Dr. Craig, Capt. Linnard, and 
Maj. Bragg; there must be others, but we cannot 
at the moment recall them. Of most of these gen- 
tlemen and of several other prominent officers, as 
Gen. Wool, Col. Belknap, &c., Mr. Brown has 
finished portraits of the size of life, which wil] make 
his collection most interesting to those who delight 
to study the lineaments of the soldiers who have 
won renown in war. The portraits will be used by 
the artist in any future historical picture he may 
pein of the scenes of Monterey and Buena Vista. 

e showed to us one sketch full of life and spirit, 
from which he designs to paint a panorama of a 
scene in the battle of Buena Vista. It represents 
Bragg’s battery at the moment it was put into ac- 
tion at the most critical part of the day. The gen- 
eral is seated on ¢hat white horse, and directing 
Capt. Bragg where to give them “a little more 
grape.” We think this picture should be finished 
on its present scale and engraved. It embodies the 
popular idea of the most eventful scene of the ever- 
glorious field of Buena Vista. If faithfully exe- 
cuted, it would redound to the honor of the artist 
and go far to make his fortune. 

Mr. Brown carries with him letters from Gen. 
Taylor and a large number of officers testifying to 
the unwearied pains the artist took to secure fidelity 
in all he did. Officers sat and stood for him in all 
positions, and squadrons were ‘‘ set in the field” 
that he might copy them. That his portraits are 
indeed likenesses none will doubt for a moment. 
We saw them in company with those who know 
many of the gentlemen represented, and they bore 
instamt and hearty testimony to their fidehity.—Pic- 
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Mr. MacauLay.—The question has been repeat- 
edly asked, will no new seat be found for Mr. Ma- 
caulay? Report answers it by saying, that he has 
been for some time anxious to be released from the 
labors of parliament ; and that the intention he has 
stated of retiring into private life is as sincere as the 
contempt for bigotry which the burgesses of Edin- 
burgh call haughtiness. Nor is the report improb- 
able ; for it can scarcely be without his own consent 
that his contemporaries have unanimously assigned 
to him the task of writing the modern history 
of England. So gigantic a work will need retire- 
ment; nor can Mr. Macaulay torget those histor- 
ical parallels which resemble his own case too close- 
ly to escape comparison. Jt was during his exile 
that Thucydides wrote his account of the Pelopon- 
nesian War. The history of the Great Rebellion 
was the solace of the lonely hours which Clarenden 
spent in Jersey and Montpellier. ‘The Decline and 
Fall of the Roman Empire would have been con- 
fined to the dwarfish limit of three volumes, had not 
Gibbon been content to forego ‘‘the profuse and 
philosophic faney of Burke, and the argumentative 
vehemence of Fox,” for the solitude of Lausanne. 
The stern law of the historic order allows of no ex- 
ception; and if Mr. Macaulay aspires to be admitted 
into its ranks, it would be short-sighted selfishness 
in his generation to compel him to spend all his lite 
in their service.— Morning Chronicle, 
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CHAPTER I. 


« Peccy,’’ said Owen to me, one morning, as he 
threw himself back in his easy-chair after completing 
the perusal of the newspaper, ‘‘ did you know that 
poor Kinnaird had left a daughter?’ 

What an inexplicable creature I am! I have 

assed my forty-fifth birthday, but I cannot yet 
r that name uttered without emotion! How- 
ever, Owen is the last person in the world to sus- 
pect such a thing, and the last person I should wish 
to suspect it ; so, after a moment’s pause, J answered, 
in my usual tone, 

“ Yes, I remember to have heard it. 
your ward, as well as the son?”’ 

‘¢ Even so,” replied he; ‘* and an immense heir- 
ess she is—a beauty too, they tell me. She is past 
eighteen, and cannot be kept any longer at school, 
so I have now the agreeable task of finding some 
one to take care of her till she is pleased to relieve 
me of the responsibility by her marriage, which I 
should think will not be a very distant event. I 
wish you would take her off my hands in the mean 
time.” 

“ My dear Owen, you are not in earnest. I can- 
not fancy any one less fitted than myself for such a 
charge.” 

“ Don’t be modest, sister. You know, without 
compliment, you are the very best manager in the 
world, and you have that kind of knack at discover- 
ing and indulging the peculiarities of those with 
whom you live, which would make you an invalu- 
able companion.” 

“ Yes, yes,” interrupted I, in a bantering tone, 
“ you made that discovery when you and I tried the 
experiment of living together eight years ago. I 
Suited you to a nicety.”’ 

“ Oh, then indeed,” returned Owen, making a 
long face and looking a little embarrassed, for the 
experiment alluded to had been a complete failure, 
and had been abandoned by mutual consent at the 
end of the first month; ‘ but that, you know, was 
a peculiar case ; and after all, when I think it over, 
I am convinced it was more my fault than yours— 
wholly my fault, I may say. I am not now exactly 
what I was then.” 

“Of course not,” replied I gravely, “ eight years 
have been allowed to you since then for the study 
and improvement of your character, and you are 
doubticss an altered man. Suppose we try the 
experiment again—I am perfectly ready, and I have 
no doubt it would come this time to a widely differ- 

“ent issue.” i 

Owen's candid and complimentary humor was a 
little at fault here; he had not expected to be so 
immediately taken at his word. ‘* Why, to say the 
truth,” began he, with some confusion, ‘‘ my con- 
firmed bachelor habits——”? 

“ What are you saying about your confirmed 
bachelor habits?” cried our friend, Mrs. Alvanley, 
entering the room, and proving, to Owen at least, a 
very welcome interruption to the conversation. 
“I will not allow any such high treason to be 
talked in my house.” 

Mrs. Alvanley was a lively, handsome widow, 
about Owen's own age; that is to say, somewhere 
on the verge of five-and-thirty. She was not defi- 
cient in ability, though extremely fond of dress and 
amusements—tastes which her small means gave 
her very few opportunities of indulging. Before 
her marriage she had received considerable attention 
from Owen, who, it must be confessed, had always 
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been a great flirt, though I do not think that he had 
ever fairly committed himself with any one; cer- 
tainly not with Mrs. Alvanley. She was now sus- 
pected of a design of reconquering her former vassal, 
with how much reason I cannot pretend to say ; but 
it is certain that she liked and sought Owen's soci- 
ety, while he, on his part, appeared, to a cool looker 
on, quite willing to resume the footing, half playful, 
half sentimental, on which he had tormerly stood 
with her, and quite determined not to advance an 
inch beyond it. The usual residence of this lady 
was near Alford, a country town in Devonshire, in 
the neighborhood of which the happy years of my 
youth had been passed, and where Í had many 
friends. At present, however, a cousin who lived 
at Teignmouth had lent her a house for the month 
of October, and she had invited Owen and myself 
to become her guests. 

Owen turned towards her with that air of ready 
deference which, sometimes mingled with a shade 
of sarcasm discoverable only by a quick observer, 
characterized his demeanor towards women, espe- 
cially towards those in whose good graces he 
thought it worth while to secure a place. ‘It 
would indeed be a rash man who should venture to 
celebrate the praises of single blessedness in your 
presence,” said he, with an equivocal smile. ** But 
you are come in the very nick of time. I want 
your advocacy. We were talking about the Kin- 
nairds.”’ 

“ No such thing,” cried I, ‘‘ we were talking of 
the time when Owen and I tried to live together, 


and found that we couldn’t bear each other. Do 
you remember it, Mrs. Alvanley?’’ 
‘* To be sure I do,” replied she laughing. “ All 


the world said there would be a permanent coolness 
in consequence, but I knew you both better. Let 
us call upon your brother to justify his share in the 
transaction, and afterwards we will hear your de- 
fence. Now, Mr. Forde, what have you to say for 
yourself?” 

Mrs. Alvanley wanted the fine perception and 
quick feeling which constitute tact, or she would 
have seen that Owen found the subject irksome and 
wanted to get away from it. He, however, fell 
readily enough into her playful tone for the moment. 

“I will be judged by you,” cried hog ‘*no man 
could begin with better intentions than I did—I 
might almost say that no man could have endured 
more. Patiently did I suffer myself to be initiated 
into the mysteries of housekeeping. I knew when 
we had lamb in the house, and when we had mut- 
ton hanging up, and when the cook had tried all 
over the market and there was not such a thing as 
a bit of fish to be heard of. I was acquainted 
familiarly with the statistics of disease in the poul- 
try-yard, and learned gradnally to distinguish be- 
tween pip and croup. Once I labelled a dozen jars 
of raspberry jam in a single morning ; another time 
I voluntarily reprimanded the housemaid when 
Peggy was afraid to speak to her.” 

“ Owen, how can you be so absurd?” interrupted 
I, laughing, though inwardly annoyed. 

“« Well,” continued he, stil] addressing Mrs. 
Alvanley, ‘all this and more I encountered like a 
man; but at last one morning—]I think we had been 
living together about three weeks—my sister sud- 
denly and without preparation, without breaking it 
to me, but as if it were the pleasantest and most 
natural thing in the world, proposed to me to give 
a children’s party !” 

‘¢ Now, Owen, how can you exaggerate so dread- 


fully?” cried I. ‘* You know very well I only 
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wanted to have Emily Drew's two sweet children, 
to spend the day with me.” 

“c Sweet children, I have no doubt they were,” 
returned Owen, ‘‘ breathing the very essence of 
lollipops. But you were to have the little Harri- 
sons to meet them. I stand to that. I havea vivid 
recollection of having a distinct, separate horror of 
the little Harrisons, over and above those two 
sweet Drews.” 

‘¢ Well, I believe I did talk of it,” said I. 

« There now !’’ cried Owen, ‘* you see how far 
she is to be depended on! And there are five of 
the little Harrisons! Now I leave you to imagine 
my feelings on such an announcement. At first, I 
thought it was impossible, and then I thought she 
was insane ; or, said I to myself, have I been living 
all this time in a dream, and am I nota bachelor 
after all, but am I a married man, and is this my 
wife? For you know it was inconceivable that any 
woman, kindly exempted by nature from the trouble 
of children, should endeavor to procure an artificial 
offspring for herself. That was out of the ques- 
tion.” 

“t Owen, you really anger me,” said I; “ Mrs. 
Alvanley, how can you let him talk in that man- 
ner? There is no feeling in the world so natural 
and so pure as the love of children, and I never can 
bear to hear him pretend to despise it; dear little 
innocent creatures !”’ 

“ Dear little innocent creatures !’’ echoed Owen. 
« Yes, there they sit, in their clean piuafores and 
best frocks, looking like a row of complete inno- 
cents, unable to give you a rational answer to the 
simplest question. And when they warm a little, 
and begin to play, they are always hitting their own 
heads, or kicking your shins by accident; and, if 
they are well brought up, they roar cqually at both. 
Your best-meant schemes for their amusement are 
generally humiliating failures, rendering you ridic- 
ulous in the eyes of the bystanders. You begin to 
tell them a story, and harangue for five minutes, 
and then find they are not listening to you, or some- 
thing equally unpleasant. I have myself seen Peg- 
gy steadily going to sleep in a corner for an hour 
together, with three hard-hearted urchins at play 
round her, not one of whom had the charity to go 
up and startle her, though she had shut her eyes 
only to induce them to do so. I never gave a child 
a sugar-plum in my life, that it did not begin to 
choke immediately.” 

“ All single men talk in that manner,” said Mrs. 
Alvanley, when she had recovered from hr laugh- 
ter; ‘wait till you have children of your own.” 

‘Yes, I will wait—very patiently t00," answered 
Owen; ‘& I would much rather have halt-a-dozen 
kittens than those two sweet little Drews that Peggy 
is so fond of. A kitten is at least pretty, and grace- 
ful, and amusing, which a child is not; and you can 
always take it by the nape of the neck, and drop 
it into the cellar when you are tired of it—a thing 
which Į should like to do in a similar case with a 
child, if it were not for the tumult which mothers 
and nurses would be sure to make about it.” 

& I cannot understand how vou can laugh at him, 
Mrs. Alvanley,’’ said I. ‘To me it is perfectly 
shocking. I have heard him say before, that he 
likes animals better than children, and I never can 
bear it. It is degrading to think of those dear little 
immortal souls, and thea——”’ 

‘© Now, Pogay,’” interrupted Owen, ‘“ what can 
you know about the size of their immortal souls ?”’ 

«c Come, don't tenz° her s0," said Mrs. Alvanley : 
‘Cand my dear Miss Forde, how can you take every- 
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thing so entirely au pied de la lettre? You do not 
understand your brother; yet, after all, he is not so 
very enigmatica]l. But it certainly is necessary to 
comprehend a person’s character thoroughly, in 
order to live happily with him, and so I think it was 
very well that you two gave up kceping house 
together.” 

“ And jeft me at liberty till I should meet with 
some one who can and does understand me,” said 
Owen, with a bow and smile, which rendered the 
compliment so broad as effectually to destroy its 
point. ‘* But don’t be wrathful, Peggy, I am only 
plaguing you. Let us go back to the Kinnairds,”? 

‘*] had forgotten them,” said I. 

“ Who are those Kinnairds?” inquired Mrs. AI- 
vanley. 

“ Frank Kinnaird was a great favorite of my 
father’s,” replied Owen. ‘‘ He was ten years older 
than myself, or more ; and many and many a tip 
has he given me when I was a schoolboy and he a 

oung man. Poor fellow! He married a great 
eiress, to pay his debts, I believe, for he was im- 
prude enough. She had a temper which made 
is house an absolute Pandemonium; and he had 
not been married to her above a twelvemonth, when 
some distant relation died and left him a hundred 
thousand pounds—so he need not have sacrificed 
himself after all. How many years is it since Kin- 
naird died, Peggy, do you recollect?” 

‘“ Six years this summer,” returned I, without 
lifting my eyes from my work. Did I recollect! 

« So it is, I declare,” said Owen. ‘* How time 
slides away! Well, he left me sole guardian to his 
children. Mrs. Kinnaird, I forgot to say, had diced 
a year before. The boy went to college, of course, 
and had acommission in the guards afterwards, 
He is the very counterpart of his father in charac- 
ter; but, luckily for him, he had money enough to 
waste, so I was not forced to interfere with his 
amusements, and he has now been several years off 
my hands. The girl was younger. She was taken, 
at first, by a Scotch aunt, Kinnaird’s sister, who 
lived in the Highlands; and, just as»I was begin- 
ning to think that a young lady of her expectations 
must necessarily acquire a few more accomplish- 
ments than she was likely to get in the region of 
gray mountains and oat cakes, this aunt very oblig- 
ingly died, and I ran down there for a month, got 
some capital grouse-shooting, and brought my fair 
ward up to a first-rate London establishment to fin- 
ish her education.” 

“ Was she an engaging girl?” asked J, with 
irrepressible interest. 

‘ She was rather under fifteen at the time,” 
replied Owen, ‘‘ and I have Lord Byron’s horror of 
budding misses. Besides, she cried without inter- 
mission during the whole month, so that T had 
really no opportunity of judging of her personal 
appearance, further than that she was tall of her 
age, and had a most splendid head of dark brown 
hair: I remember noticing that particularly.” 

“ I dare say she is well-looking enough to pass 
for a beauty when seen through the flattering medi- 
um of—how many thousand pounds?’ observed 
Mrs. Alvanley. 

‘“ Seventy,” returned Owen; “a pretty little 
fortune, is it not? But now comes the difliculty : 
this young lady is eighteen years old: a woman 
grown, as you see.” 

“ In her own estimation, doubtless,” interposed 
Mrs. Alvanley ; ‘but most girls are little more than 
children at eighteen. She must be classed fora 
few years more among those budding misses of 
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whom you and Lord Byron have so great a hor- 
ror.” 

I was inwardly amused as I thought of Mrs. 
Alvanley’s five-and-thirty years.. Owen, who was 
growing rather cross as he found himself so repeat- 
edly interrupted in his approaches to the point he 
was resolved to carry, answered her by saying in 
his blandest tones— 

« Nay, Mrs. Alvanley, would you have me be- 
lieve that the mind does not attain to maturity till 
the person has begun to lose its first bloom? For- 
give me for differing from you; but, I remember 
you at eighteen.” 

The lady was effectually silenced, and quite 
uncertain whether she had received a compliment 
or ao affront. Owen, who had intended to produce 
this very effect upon her, went on triumphantly, and 
finished his histury without further disturbance. 

** Well, as I was observing, Miss Edith Kinnaird 
— (it is exactly the name for a heroine of romance) 
—was eighteen three months ago, and can't be kept 
at school any longer. My friend, Lady Frances 
Moore, has undertaken to superintend her début in 
the spring, so that trouble is off my hands: but 
here is October, and what in the name of ingenuit 
is to be done with her in the interval? Now 1 
appeal to you, Mrs. Alvanley, whether it would not 
be an extremely pleasant thing for Peggy to pass 
the next five months in an elegant mansion, sur- 
rounded with all the luxuries of life, with no other 
drawback than the society of a high-born and highly- 
educated girl, in whom she may be supposed to feel 
some interest for her father’s sake?” 

“ Were I your sister,” replied Mrs. Alvanley, 
with animation, ‘*] should consider such a sugges- 
tion as a very great favor. It is exactly the position 
I should like ; and I also think it is that for which 
J am best fitted. What say you, Miss Forde?” 

A sudden horror here came over Owen, that Mrs. 
Alvanley was going to propose to take charge of 
Miss Kinnaird herself. With his characteristic 
caution, he felt in a moment that such an arrange- 
ment might lead to numberless inconveniences, not 
the least among which he deemed the appearance 
which it would have in the eyes of the world. It 
was far from his intention to have it supposed by 
any one that he meant to marry Mrs. Alvanley ; so 
he turned to me with an appealing eagerness of 
manner, very unlike his usual nonchalance, and 
very difficult for a sister to withstand, saying— 

“ My dear Peggy, I am thoroughly and anxiously 
in earnest, and it is not like you to persist in trifling 
when such is the case. It would be still less like 
you, to let any petty obstacles stand in the way of 
an arrangement so rational, so natural, so thor- 
oughly unobjectionable. Your consent will confer 
the greatest possible favor upon me, and upon your 
old friend's child ; while it would really be affecta- 
tion to suppose that it will entail any sacrifice upon 
yourself. Were it likely, or even possible, that it 
should do so, I would be the last person in the 
world to ask it of you; but I do assure you that 
in suggesting the plan, I was very considerably 
influenced by the idea of the pleasure that it would 
be the means of procuring for you.” 

I was touched—impressed—gratified ; in short, I 
gave my consent. And when it was irrevocably 
pronounced, I was a little surprised by discovering 
the advanced state of Owen's arrangements, which 
seemed to prove that he had counted upon me as an 
auxiliary long before he named the subject to me. 
He would at feast—so he said—spare me the trouble 
of discussing and deciding ; an occupation which he 
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knew to be peculiarly unsuited to my natural taste. 
So he named the house in which Miss Kinnaird and 
I were to take up our abode, and which he appeared 
so sure of obtaining that I could not help suspecting 
that he had already opened negotiations for it; and 
he even fixed the day on which the young lady was 
to be summoned from the academic shades of her 
abode in the Regent's Park. He kindly left it to 
me to determine the precise number of weeks, days, 
or hours, by which my arrival at Enmore Hall was 
to precede that of Miss Kinnaird; only suggesting 
that it would be as well if, fur the sake of my own 
comfort and convenience, I could manage to have 
about a fortnight quietly to myself, in order that I 
might get thoroughly settled in my new residence, 
acquainted with my new household, &c. &c.; so 
that I should be ready to receive the young lady in 
a manner satisfactory to myself ;—and this modicum 
of liberty was pretty nearly all that was allotted to 
me in the matter. I did not, however, quarrel with 
this specimen of Owen's diplomacy ; for I have a 
natural horror of responsibility at all times, and a 
special horror of it when Owen is the party to 
whom I have to answer; so I comforted myself for 
any little injury that my dignity might have sus- 
tained by reflecting, that since he had made every 
arrangement himself, he would have no one but 
himself to blame if the results should prove unsat- 
isfactory. Thus I was able to delight my brother 
by the cheerfulness of my acquiescence in all his 
proposals ; and in the plenitude of his triumph he 
deigned to delight Mrs. Alvanley by reminding her 
that Enmore Hall was only three miles from Alford ; 
and assuring her that he trusted much to her well- 
known kindness for rendering Miss Kinnaird’s so- 
journ in that part of the country agreeable. It was 
settled that I should proceed to Enmore immediately 
after my departure from ‘Teignmouth, and that my 
young charge should join me about a fortnight 
later, under the escort of her brother, who, Owen 
believed, had taken a shooting-box somewhere in 
the neighborhood, and who was described as pas- 
sionately fond of his sister, and impatiently anxious 
to enjoy every available moment of her society now 
that she was passing from childhood to womanhood. 
Owen hoped to come down himself after Christmas, 
bat was too full of engagements, for the present, to 
determine the precise time at which he would join 
our party. And so the matter ended; and I was 
left alone to reflect, as calmly as I could, upon the 
singular series of trifling circumstances which had 
at last placed me in the position of guardian to the 
daughter of the only man I had ever loved, and 
who—the thought is present to me, so why should 
I shrink from the word ?—had slighted me. I was 
eighteen again, in imagination, so buoyant, so 
happy, 80 energetic—pursuing a thousand fancies, 
busied with a thousand studies; and he was at my 
side to guide all by his judgment, to give zest to all 
by his sympathy, and to make my heart beat quick, 
and my cheeks glow, by those admiring looks and 
approving words, so immeasurably different from 
compliments, because they are always involuntarily, 
and often unconsciously, offered—so sweet, I must 
now write—so dangerously sweet, when they come 
from one whom we love as a friend, and look up to 
as a superior. Was it wonderful that I mistook all 
this for the indication of a feeling which I have now 
no right to believe that he ever entertained? Yet 
I am acting a part, even to myself, when I say that 
I do not believe it. I thought of our parting, of 
the warmth, the devotion of his manner, so far out- 
stripping the. mere indimacy which, in some sort, 
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justified its expression. ĮI never saw him after-|in, and we were beginning to move, she nearly dis- 
wards. Tidings came, first of imprudence, then of | located her own neck and my shoulder by stooping 
extravagance—repeated, reckless, unpardonable ex- | out of the window to give an extra and most incon- 
travagance—and three years after that parting, I | venient kiss to the little boy, who was held up by 
heard of his marrying, as Owen said, ‘ an heiress, į his papa to receive it. She had becn hugging him 
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to pay his debts!" What those three years were 
to me I do not wish to remember, and it would be 
useless to describe. ‘The beauty of my life had 
departed from me. But, thank God, it went but 
for a season, and has returned, though in another 
and less radiant shape. In the expansiveness and 
activity of those atlections which I once thought 
I would never again suffer to cling around aught 
upon earth, I have found health and happiness for 
my wounded spirit. Of the holier discipline, under 
which I trust that I am learning to chasten those 
exuberant affections, or rather to guide them into a 


to her heart's content the moment before—but all 
the sweetness of her affection was concentred in 
that last unnecessary salute; I positively loved her 
for it; and honed travelled in her company dur- 
ing thirteen sultry hours, and she chewed garlic and 
shut the windows, such was the potency of that 
little indication of heart, that I had not arrived at 
hating her when we parted. But all this while 
Miss Kinnaird is on the carriage steps; I must 
hasten to assist her in descending. She returned 
my greetings with a warmth that was more than 
merely polite, and an ease which seemed to me 


channel where there can be no overflow, and fasten | scarcely natural at the shy and girlish age of 


them upon an object where there can be no disap- | eighteen. 


Her bonnet and veil nearly hid her face, 


ointment, I dare scarcely presume to speak; yet; but her unusual height, and singularly graceful 


incomplete indeed would be the record of my thank- 
fulness for what I have endured, and for the peace 
which has been vouchsafed to me, did I omit all 
allusion to my true remedy, my real strength, my 
only sure hope. But enough, and more than 
enough, of this; the more deeply I feel that the 
concerns of daily life ought to be pervaded and 
sanctified by a spirit of devotion, the more reveren- 
ently do I desire to separate and to solemnize all 
distinct expression of that spirit—that so we lower 
not our religion to the level of our habitual thoughts 
and common words; but rather jealously guard its 
elevation, and seek, if we may, gradually to lift 


them to it. 
P m n & a e 


CHAPTER II. 
I sat alone in the pretty drawing-room of En- 


figure, struck me at once; I had no time to analyze 
my impressions, for she passed quickly up stairs, 
attended by her own maid, and pioneened by mine, 
to make a hasty toilette after her journey, while I 
was left to receive and entertain her brother. 

Captain Frank Kinnaird, an elegant-looking 
young man, with very pleasing manners, and with 
no importunate resemblance to his father in look, 
tone, or air, first introduced himself to me, and then 

erformed the same ceremony by his friend Captain 
Fend sa tall, stiff-looking person, whose appa- 
rition surprised me not a little—and the two gentle- 
men then followed me into the drawing-room. 

“« We trespass on your hospitality rather unwar- 
rantably,’’ said Frank, as he established himself on 
the corner of the sofa; “but the hehts in your 
windows suggesting visions of fire and sofa, tea and 
muffins, were really too tempting to be resisted by 


more Hall, for I had not invited Mrs. Alvanley to; two travelworn and frost-bitten mortals at this hour 


assist me in receiving Miss Kinnaird, though she 
paid me a morning visit of two hours’ duration, on 
the day which Owen had fixed for his ward's arri- 
val. It was perhaps churlish of me, but my feel- 
ings were really and deeply interested, and I did 
not want either to make conversation, or to have it 
made for me. I don't think f am by nature senti- 
mental, and I am quite sure that, in the present in- 
stance, I have neither sought nor permitted the 
peculiar state of mental self-indulgence, to which 
the world satirically affixes that epithet ; but I was 
quite surprised at the degree of my own emotion 
when the sound of wheels on the frost-crisped gravel 
—as quick, as light, and as traceless as the passage 
of feelings across a world-hardened heart—an- 
nounced that my visitor was actually come. I never 
can sit still on the sofa in the drawing-room, when 
I know that a person whom I wish to welcome is 
entering the hall-door. 1 have been repeatedly told 
that it is a weakness, and that it cannot hasten the 
meeting by more than half a minute, and I admit 


of a November night.” 

I said something civil about hoping to sec him at 
Enmore Hall while his sister continued to be its in- 
mate, as often as his leisure would permit: and I 
concluded with a half-dubious bow to his silent 
friend, who immediately acknowledged the compli- 
ment. 

“« You are very kind,” said he, with grave polite- 
ness; ‘‘and the prospect is peculiarly agreeable 
when contrasted with our bachelor establishment at 
Acton Cottage. Neither of us can trust the other 
to make tea; and, as we have only one tea-pot, and 
the cook refuses to boil water for us more than twice 
a day, we are obliged to take it by turns to go with- 
out ‘the cup which cheers but not mebriates.’ ” 

I was puzzled by the extreme quictness of man- 
ner with which this speech was delivered, and 
scarcely knew whether to laugh or not. My in- 
stinct, which is seldom at fault in detecting at once 
those who are likely to prove uncongenial on fur- 


ther acquaintance, had inspired me with an impulse 


the truth of the objection ; nevertheless, it is one of ‘of dislike to Captain Everard at the moment in 
those eases in which I would not, if I could, be which he was so unexpectedly introduced to my 


otherwise than weak. Heaven help poor human 
nature, if the cus bono question is to be asked in 
matters of affection! Those little exuberances, 
those delicious exaggerations, are just the very 
touches on which its beauty depends—the bloom on 


the butterfly’s wing, needless to it, perhaps, as a. 


mere flying machine, but everything to it as a but- 


i R 
ı notice. 


I cannot deny that he looked like a gentle- 
man, and some people might even have thought 
him good-looking ; but he was pale, grave, and 
erect; and I made up my mind that he would prove 
to be sickly, stern, and formal; and I was not to 
be shaken in this determination by an ease of man- 
ner, and an expression of humor about the mouth, 


terfly. I rememher once stopping in a diligence, | which seemed to indicate better things. Accord- 
at night, to take up a Norman countrywoman ; she 'ingly, I addressed myself principally to Frank Kin- 
was parting from her husband and child; and many ‘naird, and expressed a charitable hope that his 
were the long farewells which they exchanged ere : sister was not over-tired with her journey. | 
she entered the vehicle. But when she was fairly Ì “ She will be quite restored to-morrow,” was his 
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answer, ‘and you will then be able to make ac- 
quaintance with each other—a process which I fan- 
ey that ladies can accomplish far more rapidly than 

entlemen. I think I may venture to say, that Miss 
Forde will find no reason to regret the kindness 
which has induced her to take charge of Edith— 
eh, Everard?’ 

*¢ Miss Kinnaird is perfectly faultless in person, 
manners, mind, and heart,’ returned the gentleman 
thus appealed to. “I am qualified to pronounce 
this opinion, for it is full twenty-four hours since I 
was introduced to her.” 

“ Ah, you laugh at me,” cried Kinnaird, good- 
humoredly ; ‘* but I have the satisfaction of feeling 
sure, that if you had such a sister of your own, you 
would be just as proud of her as I am.” 

‘¢ There can be no doubt of that,’’ answered Cap- 
tain Everard. ‘‘ Short as our acquaintance has 
been, I am beginning to feel proud of her already.” 

« We won't attend to him, Miss Forde,” ex- 
claimed Kinnaird, turning to me; *‘ he is an incor- 
rigible cynic—a fellow that doesn’t believe in the 
existence of anything good upun the face of the 
earth.” 

“« A comprehensive assertion that,” coolly re- 
marked Captain Everard, by way of comment. 

“ But,” proceeded Frank, without minding him, 
“Tam afraid of saying too much about Edith be- 
forehand, you know, lest you should be disap- 
pointed ; and I know I may naturally be supposed to 
be partial. I dare say she is nothing wonderful— 
much like other young ladies; but she has had 
many advantages in education, and she has certainly 
made the most of them-—not that she is a blue- 
stocking—(I hate blue-stockings!)—nor one of 
those moving automatons of accomplishments that 
one dares not come near, for fear one should touch 
the spring by accident, and they should go off into 
a bravura, or a German drama: no, she has no pe- 
dantry or affectation about her, of any kind; but,’ 
and here he lowered his voice, and assumed a con- 
fidential air, ‘* I can't help speaking to you as an 
old friend, because I have heard so much of yon 
and yours in days long gone by. She really is a 
very attractive sort of girl; and when she is pre- 
sented next spring, we really do expect that she 
will make a sensation.” 

“ Don't be afraid of speaking too warmly to me,” 
cried 1, delighted at his animation in his sister's be- 
half. “l ama very old-fashioned person in most 
of my opinions, and I always suspect the genuine- 
ness of an affection which is afraid to show its 
face.” 

Captain Everard gave me a peculiar look, which 
seemed to express, *¢ Tfow much I cvuld say in an- 
swer to that sentiment; but J am not going to say 
anything.” (I have often observed this kind of 
expression in the eyes of highly argumentative per- 
sons, when their acquaintance with you is as yet 
too recent to justify their attacking you for every 
word you utter, and when, consequently, they are 
just endurable—w hich, when the compassionate 
restraints of good-breeding drop away, they are not.) 
He then turned to his friend, and said— 

© Miss Kinnaird is highly ‘accomplished, Tknow ; 
yet I own I did fancy that her touch on the piano 

, 

“ I don’t know what fault you can find with her 
touch on the piano,” replied Frank, shortly. ‘ That 
fellow Thalberg said it was excellent, when he 
heard her, and I should think he knew rather more 
about it than either you or I. But how absurd I 
am !’’ added he, checking himself, ‘‘ or rather, how 
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absurd you are! Why, you have never heard her 
play at all.” 

“ Of course not,” answered Everard ; ‘‘ for even 
you would hardly reckon among her perfections the 
power of introducing a pianoforte into her travelling- 
carriage. Neither did I find fault with her touch: 
I only just mentioned it—and lo! you hurl aside 
that poor inefficient mask of polite indifference di- 
rectly, and show a scowling face, with defiance in 
every line. And I am sure Miss Forde will approve 
of me for having produced this effect, for 1 have 
just heard her say that she likes affection to show 
its face boldly, and go flaunting and shouting about 
the streets and markets to the tune of ‘I love her, 
how I love her!’ ” 

His emphasis was so gravely comic as he pro- 
nounced these words, that I could not help laugh- 
ing, though it was at myself. I had no time to 
undertake my defence, for, at this moment, Miss 
Kinnaird entered, aud the attention of two of the 
party, at least, was immediately absorbed by her. 

I was absolutely astonished at the splendor of 
her beauty. Descriptions of person are proverbially 
ineffective, yet I must try to give some idea of her 
peculiar characteristics. I have already said that 
she was more than usually tall ; but the moulding 
of her figure was at once so round and so delicate, 
that whilst her worst foe could not have dared to 
call her lanky, her most injudicious admirer would 
never have thought of describing her as “a fine 
woman.” Her head was small almost to a fault, 
covered with that abundance of dark hair which 
had made such an impression upon Owen, and 
which was drawn back from her brow, and braided 
together in one interminable length of glossy plait, 
arranged so as to form a natural coronet. Her 
forehead was low and wide; the eyebrows and 
eyelashes nearly black ; the eyes decp-set, almond- 
shaped, and of the darkest possible gray ; the nose — 
high and exquisitely chiselied ; the mouth small, 
full, and with that peculiar curve of hp which is 
almost disdainful when in repose. She moved like 
a queen of nature's making. aud it was uppessible 
to look at her without mentally agreeing with her 
brother's opinion, that a creature so gifted, both by 
nature and fortune, would, mdeed, ‘** make a sen- 
sation’? when she should appear in the gay world 
fur which she was intended. I found that 1 was 
losing myself in melancholy wonder whether she 
would not be utterly spoiled by the dangerous ad- 
iniration of the multitude, and what would be her 
tinal destiny : so I shook off my meditative humor 
at once, and sect to work in good earnest to make 
myself and my tea as agreeable to my visitors as I 
could. 

We naturally fell into conversation upon Alford 
and its neighborhood, Miss Kinnaird inquiring into 
the nature and nuinber of its picturesque attractions, 
with the eagerness of a London-bred girl, whose 
conceptions of country enjoyinents derive their beau- 
tiful coloring froin the recollection of a happy child- 
hood spent among woods and waters, flowers and 
birds. This was a point on which } could be elo- 
quent, and I counted up, with animation almost 
equal to her own, the walks and views to which I 
hoped to introduce her, lamenting uj! the while that 
her first acquaintance with the soft and various 
loveliness of Devonshire should be made in the leaf- 
less month of November. 

“« Edith does not ask you about the men and 
women of the place, you perceive,” cried Frank 
Kinnaird, mockingly, yet with an evident wish to 
call my attention to the simplicity of his sister's 
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tastes. ‘‘She is a very romantic young lady; all 
her sympathies are for hills, meadows, and water- 
falls. But I—who ama matter-of-fact person, who 
live by eating, drinking, and talking, and am resolved 
to obtain as many pleasant helps to those three 
grand occupations as I can for the next month or 
two—I may perhaps be permitted to inquire what 
kind of society is attainable at Alford ?”’ 

« Your sister is infinitely indebted to you, Kin- 
naird,’? said Captain Everard. * She was just 
coming to that question. She, however, would 
have been compelled to ask it in a cireumlocutory 
manner, and with an air of nonchalance, as if it 
dropped out by accident, so as not to incur the 
repruach of feeling any interest in her fellow-crea- 
tures; while you are able to obtain the information 
she wants openly, without the trouble of mancu- 
vring, or the danger of disguise. You are an 
invaluable friend.’ 

‘¢ Thatis a partof your system of having no faith 
in anybody,’’ said Miss Kinnaird, quickly. 

‘*My system of having no faith in anybody!”’ 
repeated he, with an air of astonishment; ‘I did 
not know I had such a system. Pray how did you 
find it out?” 

“ I dare say,” exclaimed she, evading the ques- 
tion, ‘* you do not believe in the reality of my love 
of beautiful country ; you think I say it for effect, 
and that I am ashamed to express my true opinions, 
and think it very fine to assume indifference to 
everything except the beauties of nature, and, per- 
haps, books. But you are quite mistaken. I am 
not in the least ashamed of owning that I am ver 
fond of society; that I delight in balls, and that 
shall be excessively glad to hear that there is any 
chance of my going to one at Alford. Only you 
know,” she added, turning to me, ‘‘ that is no con- 
tradiction to my loving a fine view, and enjoying a 
country walk.” 

s Far from it,’ answered I; ‘*the more keen 
one’s perceptions of pleasure are, the more com- 
prehensive they are hkely to be—at least, that is 
my idea.” 

“« Your system, you mean, Miss Forde,” said 
Captain Everard. * We have all got systems, only 
we don’t know what they are till this lady is so 
good as to find them out for us. IfI chose, Í could 
dispute every assertion which Miss Kinnaird made 
in her last speech, especially the closing one; but 
Iam so much interested to know how she discov- 
ered my system, that I cannot rest till she has told 
me. You won't refuse to explain, will you?” 
added he, addressing himself directly to her. 

The young lady blushed, but did not seem at all 
disposed to retreat from what she had said. ‘‘ Oh,” 
she replied, ‘‘ people who have the sort of views 
that you have, cannot conceal them if they would. 
One sees it all immediately. The manner in which 
you listened to Frank's account of his two friends, 
at dinner to-day, showed me at once what you 
thought.” 

t Indeed!” said he. apparently much amused. 
‘¢ Miss Forde, I am afraid you will find your com- 
panion very dangerous. You will stand committed 
to unknown and elaborate systems, not by the words 
you speak, but by the manner in which you listen ; 
and at dinner too, when one is apt to fancy that 
observation is at rest, and the stricter restraints of 
society may be a little relaxed. You will never be 
safe; and I really know not what advice to give 
you, for the lust refuge of a cautious mind—silence 
—is converted into an ambush of the enemy.” 

‘¢ Listening is often a great deal more expressive 
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than talking,” said Miss Kinnaird, with playful 
determination; ‘besides, you were not wholly 
silent.” 

“ I spoke, did I? cried he. ‘I feel infinitely 
gratified to think that my words should have made 
so deep an impression.”’ 

I came to Edith’s assistance here, for this last 
stroke evidently disconcerted her a little. ‘“ What 
is the story of Captain Kinnaird’s two friends,” 
asked J, ‘‘ which has given rise to this war of 
words? I cannot decide which of you is wrong till 
I know the whole history.” 

« Oh! I'll enlighten you,” cried Frank: ‘‘ Ever- 
ard, you know, is not in our regiment now; he 
exchanged more than two years since, and has been 
to the West Indies, and had the yellow fever, &c. 
&c., and that is why he is down here with me, on 
sick leave, recruiting alittle. So he was asking 
me after some of our old friends to-day; and, 
among other histories, I told him of a fellow of the 
name of Harrison, whom we both knew very well, 
and who has just sold out, and bought land in Aus- 
tralia. A strange fancy itis, to be sure, and he 
has persuaded another fellow of ours—Milford 
(Everard, you didn’t know Milford, he was after 
your time)—to join him, and they sunk the price 
of their commissions, and such private property as 
they had besides, in the purchase of I don’t know 
how many acres, somewhere beyond Sydney, and 
they sailed last month, and are gone to set up farm- 
ing together: the only wise part of the plan seems 
to me to be their going together, for they were 
always uncommonly great cronies; and it will cer- 
tainly be better for them to have each other to talk 
to, instead of settlers and natives, and those sort of 
people.” 

‘* And I believe the head and front of my offend- 
ing,’? said Captain Everard to Miss Kinnaird, 
“ was, that I ventured to think it the only, or the 
most, unwise part of the plan! Did Ido anything 
worse than that—except listen?” 

She laughed, and replied—‘‘ Oh yes, you did 
much worse. When Frank told you that there 
was a real friendship between them, you said you 
hoped it might last.” 

+ Upon my word, Edith,” cried her brother, 
joining Captain Everard and myself in the laugh 
which these words elicited, ‘tit was a very chari- 
table hope of Everard's, for I am sure if it does not 
last, the poor fellows will be in pretty nearly the 
most uncomfortable situation that I can imagine. 
Would you have had him hope that it might not 
last ?”’ 

“« Yes, I think I may retort upon my assailant,” 
added Everard. ‘I won’t be so very general in 
my assertion; but it is pretty evidently Miss IKin- 
naird’s system to have no faith in me.” 

“ Oh, the żone in which you said it!’ persisted 
she; ‘* it implied such a disbelief in the possibility 
of its lasting. You may laugh, if you please, but 
I am sure it did. Now, can you say—truly and 
honestly—that you do not expect them to quarrel 
almost immediately ?”’ 

‘* I believe, on my honor and conscience,” replied 
Captain Everard, with solemnity, ‘‘ that by this 
day six months—I say six months, because I like 
to be on the safe side—they will ‘not be upon 
speaking terms.” 

“ There!” cried Edith, in triumph. ‘* Was I 
not right! But how I pity you!” 

“« You pity me,” rejoined he, ‘* because I have a 
little more experience in human nature than it is 
possible or natural that you should have. Well, 
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if such experience be profitable, I will allow that it 
is not very exhilarating. But I have this great 
advantage, that I am not undergoing perpetual dis- 
appointments. Knowing the truth of that wise old 
‘saying, that ‘ every man has his price,’ [am neither 
exuberantly confident nor jealously suspicious ; but 
I pay for what I get, and never consider myself ill- 
used, unless, as sometimes happens, I don’t get 
what I have paid for.” 

‘* Ig it really possible ?’’ exclaimed Edith, casting 
up her eyes, while her face glowed with generous 
and indignant astonishment. ‘Can I be hearing 
such words said in earnest? Oh, how glad, how 
thankful I am that there is not one spark of truth 
in them—that there are such things as friendship, 
and honor, and nobleness—that there are, have 
been, and will be, men who would die sooner than 
do what their conscience disapproved, though they 
might gain kingdoms by doing it! But it makes 
me uncomfortable to hear it said—though I know 
how false it is.” 

She stopped, seemingly quite abashed at her own 
warmth. ‘* Everard is quizzing you, Edith,” said 
her brother; ‘‘he is only trying to put you in a 
passion, and I must say he has succeeded.” 

‘¢ He is putting me ina passion also,” said I, 
‘Sand I dare say that is more than he intended. 
Captain Everard, we cannot allow these assertions 
to pass. Surely you are not in earnest.” 

e turned to me with a half-laugh, as though he 
had scarcely expected me to interpose with so much 
animation, and felt that a little more seriousness 
was necessary in replying to me than he had thought 
it incumbent on him to assume towards the younger 
lady, with whose undisguised warmth of feeling he 
seemed to be amusing himself a little unguardedly. 

“ Why, I am not going to maintain,” he an- 
gwered, ‘‘ that the literal sense of the words is true. 
—I don’t say, that every man has his price actually 
in pounds, shillings, and pence. But I think we 
can scarcely confute the assertion taken in a wider 
signification. I don’t think we find many men who 
can resist temptation if only it assail them on their 
weak point, whatever that may happen to be. Most 
of the instances of heroic virtue concerning which 
society is eloquent seem to me to resolve them- 
selves into this, that the man was tried where he 
happened to be strong, and so withstood the trial 
easily enough. A generous man is tempted to do 
a mean actiontempted, that is, by some arrange- 
ment of external circumstances which makes such 
an action easy and profitable. He does not do it, 
simply because he does not feel the slightest incli- 
nation to do it, and the world cries out in admira- 
tion. But let the same man be tempted to fly into 
a passion, and ten to one, he yields to the impulse 
without a strugele. The tempter has only to pay 
his price, and he wins his prey immediately.” 

‘¢ This seems to me sophistical,’’ said 1; ‘* but I 
am not logician enough to argue with you. Ac- 
cording to this reasoning, I suppose that a man who 
had so schooled his mind as to make his impulses 
good instead of evil, would possess no merit at 
all.” 

s“ Pardon me,” cried he, ‘“ I was speaking of 
real, modern, living men, such as we see around 
us. The character you describe is not to be met 
with among them—lI was speaking of a man who 
is governed by his e aane should hardly 
venture to speak at all of one who had learned to 
govern it.” 

“ You have a bad opinion of human nature.” 

“ I have indeed,” replied he, gravoly, ‘‘ a very 
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high opinion of what it might be—a very low opin- 
ion of what it is.” 

‘¢ And you do not believe in friendship?” ex- 
claimed Miss Kinnaird; ‘‘ that seems to me the 
strangest of all your opinions. I always thought 
there was so much real friendship among military 
men; there is such close and constant companion- 
ship, such unrestrained intimacy, such mutual de- 
pendence and forbearance. Why do you smile? I 
am sure itis the general rule—I am sure Frank 
thinks so.” 

‘¢ And so the tie which unites two red coats is in 
your eyes a holy and romantic thing! Forgive me 
if I say ‘ that seems to me the strangest of all your 
opinions.’ I should like to hear your notions of a 
military life.” 

“I ought to know something on the subject,” 
answered she, coloring a good deal. ‘‘I am a sol- 
dier’s sister.” 

s“ In the days of chivalry—in which you ought 
to have lived (you will at least agree with me in 
that)—such friendships as those which you are 
imagining to yourself, may have been common 
enough,” observed Captain Everard. ‘‘ Men to 
whom the profession of arms was a sacred thing, 
to be entered on with fast, prayer, and vigil, who 
had again and again faced death side by side, not 
with the bravado of physical indifference, but with 
the reverent fearlessness of Christian faith, whose 
vow of brotherhood was assumed before God, and 
blessed by the church—don’t you think such men 
as these must have been very nice?’ added he, 
with a sudden change of tone and manner, as he 
encountered Edith’s kindling eyes. 

She made him no answer at all, and after a 
moment’s pause he proceeded, ‘‘ But what do you 
suppose is the progress of a friendship between two 
knights of modern times—degenerate creatures that 
they are? It begins over the mess table, when the 
heart is warmed by a few additional glasses, and is 
in the most favorable state for the reception of a 
deep and lasting impression; it is cemented by 
sympathy and mutual assistance in practical jokes, 
and the noble contention of singlestick ; and, in the 
higher cases, though even these are by no means 
rare, the friend, emphatically so called, seals his 
devotion by becoming second in that rational and 
Christian recreation, a duel! A bond thus hal- 
lowed may naturally be expected to outlast time 
itself.” 

‘Come, come, Everard, this won’t do at all,” 
cried Kinnaird, taking up the cudgels; ‘‘ why, my 
dear fellow, your arguments are as flimsy as pos- 
sible. I?ll say nothing about your knights of old, 
though, if they began their friendships, as I dare say 
they did, over noble wine of Xeres, and cemented 
them at tilts and tourneys, I don’t see why they 
need despise our mess tables and singlestick. But 
if you mean to say, that there does not often exist 
between brother-officers a friendship as true, as 
refined, and as lasting, as can ever be met with in 
the world, I say you are mistaken. Why, you are 

ourself a proof to the contrary. Think what you 
have been to me!”’ 

“ My dear Frank,” said Everard quickly, ‘“ I am 
arguing with the ladies; you are not to interest 
yourself in the matter at all. Besides, I am quite 
sure that I shall have Miss Kinnaird on my side 
here. I know, if she will only be so charitable to 
confess it, that she has a much higher opinion of the 
knights of old than of her majesty’s army at the 
present day. Now have you not, Miss Kinnaird ?” 

s If Edith would rather have a great murdering 
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baron who could neither read nor write, than an 
accomplished, educated, rational man, I can only 
say she is very foolish,” observed Kinnaird. 

“« You could not possible say anything milder 
under the circumstances,” returned his frend. 
“ But I sce I must take you home, where we can 
argue the question at our leisure. We are keep- 
ing the ladies up unconscionably late after your sis- 
ter’s fatigue.” 

Frank rose at this hint, and the gentlemen took 
their leave. ‘Iam afraid I go away in disgrace,” 
said Captain Everard, as he shook hands with me, 
“but you have a very charitable expression of 
countenance, and I shall trust to you, first to forgive 
me yourself, and then to make my peace with that 
young lady, with whom I can scarcely venture to 
shake hands.”’ 

“c If I thought you were really and thoroughly in 
earnest,” rejoiced she, doubtfully, ‘ I should think 
a great deal worse of you than I do.” 

“ Then I beg you will continue to suppose me in 
jest,” cried he, as he quitted the room. 

‘« That is a singular person,” said I, when we 
were leftalone. ‘‘Is he a very intimate friend of 
your brother’s?”’ 

« The dearest friend Frank has in the world,” 
replied Edith; ‘I have been hearing Captain 
Everard’s praises ever since he got his first cofn- 
mission ; I believe he has a great many good qual- 
ities, and he has been invaluable to Frank—and his 
conversation is interesting—one could not go to 
sleep over it as one so often feels inclined to do 
with commonplace people—but I cannot say that I 
like him.” 

“ I should not like him for a friend,” I observed 
cautiously. 

“I dislike him excessively,” cried she, with 
energy. And so we parted for the night. 

hat a number of little worlds revolve, unsus- 
pected, under the uniform surface of that complex 
and mysterious thing, society! The only words 
spoken that evening which had penetrated into my 
heart, and which remained there, were the careless 
expressions of Frank Kinnaird, ‘‘ that he looked 
upon me as an old friend because he had heard so 
much of me in his childhood.’ Amid the inter- 
minable musings which arose out of this little sen- 
tence, I fell asleep. 


CHAPTER III. 


Epiru and I had scarcely finished breakfast, the 
following morning, when Mrs. Alvanley arrived. I 
was not disposed to thwart her evident wish to be 
considered ‘‘one of the family,’’ and I allowed her 
full scope for ingratiating herself with my fair young 
charge, of which she proceeded to avail herself by 
paying Miss Kinnaird the most marked attention, 
implying rather than expressing (every young lady 
will understand how this may be done) a very live- 
ly degree of admiration of her personal charms, and 
volunteering a description of the principal families 
of the neighborhood, which she gave with some 
spirit and piquancy, and a little ill-nature. 

‘« You are new to this style of society, my dear,” 
`- she concluded, “‘ and you will be not a little amused 
as its involved and nicely-balanced machinery grad- 
ually opens to your observation. Happy girl! 
You don’t even know the difference between the 
‘town set’ and ‘the county families’—the brand 
of disgrace and the badge of honor ; neither are you 
aware of that mysterious system of progression by 
which you rise in gentility as you retréat from the 
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baleful precincts of the town. Now, the wife of a 
gentleman farmer who lives in a ‘place of his 
own’—Heaven save the mark !—three miles up the 
country, is too elegant to visit the lady of an officer, 
whose family is ten times better than her own, but 
who is so unfortunate as to dwell within the turn- 
pike. Then you must learn to distinguish the gra- 
dation of costume, which delicately marks the va- 
rious classes, from the Parisian capote and gaudy 
satins of the attorney’s Jady, to the straw bonnets 
and sober-tinted garments of the member’s wife and 
daughters, aristocracy increasing as outward show 
of it diminishes. All this you will see with your 
own eyes next Sunday.” 

«s Next Sunday!” repeated Edith innocently. 
“ What happens then?” 

“ Why, you go to church, to be sure,” replied 
Mrs. Alvanley, ‘“ and you will then have an excel- 
lent opportunity of seeing all the varieties assem- 
bled together, and, if you class them according to 
bonnets, remembering the rule I have given you, 
you can’t fail of discovering the two extremes at 
once, though you will require a little practice to 
discern accurately the intermediate grades.”’ 

“I will be very attentive,” said Edith, with a 
glance of extreme amusement at me, ‘and I dare 
say, by the third or fourth Sunday, I shall know 
them all asunder, and be able to reckon them over 
separately in my mind while the sermon is going 
on. Don’t you think so?” 

“Oh fie !” cried Mrs. Alvanley, playfully ; ‘‘ don’t 
let Miss Forde think that I am corrupting your 
principles. You must listen to the sermon, of 
course ; Mr. Lymes is a very fine preacher.” 

“Then am I to count the bonnets during 
para demanded Edith pertinaciously. 

er instructress seemed a little embarrassed. 
« Nay, you are rather severe,” she said; ‘I did 
not of course mean that. But one has plenty of 
time for such things during the going in and coming 
out.” 

“ Preparation for service—and practical result 
produced by it—I understand exactly,”’ said Fdith ; 
and then added quickly, as if afraid she was being 
too satirical, ‘‘ but Mrs. Alvanley, that is the reg- 
ular conventional description of vulgarity and gen- 
tility which you have given—that classing people 
by their dress. I don’t think it holds good in real- 
ity—at least I’m sure it would not with me, for I 
would never put on an unbecoming poke bonnet 
for the sake of looking aristocratic in a country 
church.” 

‘« I admire that sentiment,” cried Captain Ever- 
ard, entering the room with Frank Kinnaird ; ‘‘ it 
is as genuine as it is boldly expressed. No higher 
principle can be proposed toa young lady than that 
of always doing, thinking, and wearing, whatever 
is most becoming.” l 

Miss Kinnaird was a little out of countenance, 
but Jaughed heartily. 

“ Well,” she said, ‘‘ it is what we all do, only 
we are not all brave enough to confess it.” 

« Very true,’ returned he; “and it is a fine 
thing to do what you have done—namely to bring 
your avowed principles to the same level as your 
actions. We won’t inquire how you have achieved 
it, but will leave the imagination to conclude that 
it was by raising the one—not by lowering the 
other.” 

“Ob, I can’t contend with you,” exclaimed 
Edith. ‘ But I was in hopes that a night’s rest 
would have produced a happier frame of mind. I 
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laid your misanthropy last night to the account of 
your fatiguing journey, but I begin to be afraid that 
it is inherent.” 

« Yes,” he replied, “I was born with a cold 
heart and a sour temper, and I am glad of it. It 
saves a world of trouble. All those sentiments 
which you will have to learn by a tedious and af- 
flictive process, which I won’t pain you by describ- 
ing, come to me naturally.” 

“ They are not sentiments at all,” cried Edith. 
“ Don’t degrade the word by such an application.” 

“ Give them a name, then,” said he. ‘* What 
shall I call them ?”’ 

“ You may call them prejudices and mistakes, if 
you please,” answered Miss Kinnaird smiling ; “L 
dare not, you see, because I have not known you 
long enough.” 

J interrupted the combatants by introducing Cap- 
tain Everard to Mrs. Alvanley. After tho usual 
civilities had been exchanged, he said, addressing 
himself to me, *‘ I have had an adventure this morn- 
ing, and I am eager to tell it.” 

« Indeed!” cried I, ‘ pra 
We are all anxious to hear.” 

‘¢ We were alone in the drawing-room at Acton 
cottage,” he began. ‘I was studying ; Kinnaird 
was smoking a cigar.” 

“I!” cried Frank indignantly, ‘ I was not doing 
anything of the sort. And as to your studies—”’ 

‘© My dear fellow !°’ interrupted Everard, ‘* these 
little graphic touches give life to my narration. If 
you were not smoking a cigar, you might have 
been ; and so there is no harm in handing you down 
to posterity as having been actually so engaged at 
a given time. But let me go on. A thundering 
knock at the door disturbed us—we foreboded visit- 
ors; and Frank, who is apt to indulge in a few 
graceful ad libitum variations of costume during a 
morning at home, was forced to beat a hasty re- 
treat.” 

‘¢ This is the most unfair mode of telling a story 
that I ever heard,” interposed Kinnaird. 

‘© You shall set it all right when I have done,” 
said his friend ; ‘f you shall supply a commentary, 
like the notes toa ghost story, in which the editor 
takes pains to let his readers know that he is not 
such a fool as to believe what he is telling, though 
his teeth chatter, and his hair stands on end, all the 
while. Well, my teeth chattered I assure you ; no 
ghost could have been so awful as the apparition 
which followed that knock at the door, and came 
upon me, deserted and solitary as I was. A lady, 
enveloped in a perfect haze of gauzes and laces, and 
the like unsubstantial investments, glided into the 
room, and addressed me with a degree of warmth 
that would have overcome a man less acquainted 
with the amiable impressibility of the sex than my- 
self.” 

Mrs. Alvanley, Miss Kinnaird, and I, all ex- 
claimed at this, and insisted on his retracting before 
he could be allowed to proceed. 

+ Well, then, I recant,’’ cried he; ‘‘ they are not 
generally impressible. It is only where I am con- 
cerned. Now, don’t interrupt me again, pray. 
You shall be allowed your commentary, as well as 
Kinnaird, when I have finished. This fair lady 
addressed me as follows. I shall try to give you 
her exact words: * You will excuse this unceremo- 
nious visit; but I am so very anxious to make your 
acquaintance, that I resolved to dispense with eti- 
quette, and come in person to secure you for my 
party on Thursday evening.’ 
should be very happy to come. 
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invitations, how inexplicable soever they may be. 
She proceeded—‘ I am afraid there was a mistake 
about the note I sent you; I am afraid it was left at 
the ng house. But I felt justified by my inti- 
macy with your lovely sister—’ Miss Kinnaird, I 
beg your pardon, I forgot you were in the room. 
The unknown continued to talk about you for some 
time. ‘To be sure,’ she justly observed, ‘ that girl 
‘oo 

‘* How can you be so absurd?” cried Edith, 
laughing and coloring. ‘* But who was the lady? 
She mistook you for Frank, of course; and she 
must be some friend of mine. Do tell me who she 
was.” 

“Oh, he’ll never tell you!” said Kinnaird. 
“ When he is in this humor there ’s no getting a 
word of sense out of him. It was Lady Vaughan. 
You know they have property in this neighborhood, 
and young Lord Vaughan came of age two months 
ago, and is come down with his mother to winter 
here. I expect they will be uncommonly pleasant 
neighbors.” 

‘“ Lady Vaughan!” repeated Edith, her color 
deepening as she spoke; ‘‘oh, I know her very 
well. I spent five weeks in the same house with 
her last midsummer, and she was very kind to me. 
I a.n glad they are here.” 

“ Was Lord Vaughan of the party also?” in- 
quired Captain Everard quietly. 

“ Yes!’ replied Edith, looking down; ‘ they 
were both there.”’ 

“ Lord Vaughan is an extremely good fellow,” 
said Frank. ‘I saw a good deal of him at Wey- 
mouth last autumn, and I hiked him very much. 
They will be great acquisitions. ‘They are coming 
to call here to-day, Miss Forde,’’ added he, turning 
to me, ‘‘as they are most anxious to bespeak you 
and Edith for this ball of theirs next ‘Thursday. 
And Lady Vaughan begged me to break the ice for 
her, and induce you to excuse such short notice; it 
was only the day before yesterday that she knew 
we were all coming here.” 

I said nothing of the three weeks which I had 
assed at Enmore without receiving a visit from 
ady Vaughan, who unfortunately had not suspect- 

ed that the beautiful heiress, whose acquaintance 
she was so anxious to cultivate, could be coming to 
reside with a person so unimportant as myself ; but 
I made haste to answer the eager inquiry in Edith’s 
eyes by saying that I should certainly accept the- 
invitation. 

‘ How good of you!’’ cried Mrs. Alvanley; 
“ you who hate gayety, and go so little into socie- 
ty! Remember, dear Miss Forde, whenever you 
find the duties of a chaperon at all too much for: 
you, I shall be most happy to relieve you.” 

I knew that Mrs. Alvanley would have given her 
ears to have obtained the entrée into Lady Vaughan’s 
house, so I took the self-sacrificing offer for just as 
much as it was worth, and replied coolly that I 
had always contemplated accompanying. Miss Kin- 
naird into such society as Alford could afford her, 
and that I rejoiced for her sake in having to begin 
the duties of a chaperon so early and so auspi- 
ciously. 

We were interrupted here by the announcement 
of the very persons who formed the subject of our 
conversation; namely Lord and Lady—or, as J 
suppose I ought to say in the present case—Lady 
and Lord Vaughan. 

Lady Vaughan was a lively, elegant woman, still 
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I bowed, and said I'on the sunny side of fifty, with easy manners, and 
I always accept |an abundance of small talk. She contrived to keep 
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the two young men, Mrs. Alvanley, and myself, 
thoroughly engaged in conversation with her ; while 
her son devoted himself to Miss Kinnaird in that 
direct, immediate, and business-like manner, which 
marks the flirtations of some men, and which seems 
to say, ‘‘ I came here solely for the purpose of see- 
ing you, and I mean to make the most of my time.” 
This kind of wooing leaves no room for the timid 
flutter, the sensitive doubt, or the consciousness 
which detects secret engrossment under assumed 
indifference ; it is resolute and undisguised through- 
out, and seeks no shadier spot wherein to pour forth 
its sentimentalities than the ball-room staircase, or 
the opera lobby. And the character of such a lover, 
consistently enough, is generally marked by a dis- 
pann to seize the prominent features, and over- 

ook the finer details, of whatsoever is submitted to 
his consideration ; you shall find that his enjoyment 
of Shakspeare is confined to an interest in the story 
.of the play, and that his admiration of the country 
‚centres in an intense appreciation of pic-nics. Lord 
Vaughaa, however, was a very favorable specimen 
of his class. Good-looking, gentlemanlike, and flu- 
eat, he amused Edith so well, that there was not a 
single pause in their conversation, while his merest 
nothings were rendered interesting by the tone of 
deference and the look of admiration with which he 
uttered them. 

I watched my fair charge closely, but could not 
satisfy myself that her symptoms indicated any feel- 
ing deeper than the gentle charity wherewith a girl 
invariably judges her first admirer. Still her state 
was, to say the least of it, promising ; she blushed, 
smiled, and did not look him straight in the face ; 
there was no saying to what it might come. I 
knew that Lord Vaughan bore a very high charac- 
ter, and that, in point of circumstances and position, 
he was an unexceptionable párti, so I resolved. to 
give him every assistance in my power, and I could 
not help indulging a little triumph as I remembered 
Owen’s exceedingly low opinion of my capacity as 
a Maneuvrer, and anticipated his perfect contentment 
avith the engagement into which I expected that his 
ward would enter while under my charge. Only 
two things specially worthy of note occurred ere 
the lady and her son took leave, viz., Edith was 

. engaged for the first polka on Thursday evening, 
and Mrs. Alvanley was expressly included in the 
invitation to the ball. She owed this little piece of 
good fortune to the foresight which had induced her 
to take off her bonnet and shawl immediately after 
her arrival: Lady Vaughan having concluded, 
naturally enough, that she was a visitor in the 

house. 

« Well, Edith, I congratulate you !”’ cried Frank, 
when we were alone again. ‘A ball and a con- 
quest so soon after your debit—it is more than you 
could have expected.” 

« Yes,” replied his sister, ‘‘ isn’t it nice?” 

‘Isn't it nice?” repeated Captain Everard, in- 


aung y. Which ?”’ 
« Neither is to be despised, I assure you,” ob- 


served Kinnaird. ‘* Lord Vaughan is a most agree- 
able fellow, and what is more, he bears the highest 
character possible.’’ 

« Indeed,” said Everard drily, ‘‘ what has he 
done t’’ 

‘¢ Done !’’ reiterated his friend, half puzzled, half 
indignant. ‘I don’t know what you mean, Ever- 
ard. What whim now is it, that induces you to 
run down Lord Vaughan?’ 

“ Run him down!” cried Captain Everard, a lit- 
- tle indignant in bis turn; “I never had such an 
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idea; only you are running him up so confoundedly, 
that it makes a man look about to discover what he 
has done. ‘The highest character, possible,’ sim- 
ply means that this promising youth of twenty-one 
is neither a gamester nora drunkard; at least, I 
believe that is the plain English of the phrase.’’ 

« Nay,” interposed I; ‘‘ you must not deal 
so strictly with mere conversational expressions. 
Moreover, I think that a man’s merits ought to be 
judged according to his temptations; and you will 
allow, that, to a young man entering life under Lord 
Vaughan’s circumstances, temptations are neither 
few nor trivial.” 

‘* My dear madam,” exclaimed he with earnest- 
ness, ‘‘ Lord Vaughan may be an angel for any- 
thing I know, and very probably is. Pray don’t 
fancy that I want to depreciate him.”’ 

‘*No,”’ said Edith, ‘it is human nature in gen- 
eral that you want to depreciate. You want to 
renew the argument of last night.”’ 

“ I did not remember that there was an argument 
last night,” observed he quietly—‘* who argued?” 

I felt absolutely enraged at this rudeness, but 
Miss Kinnaird only laughed and said, ‘ How in- 
sulting !” 

“ I thought,” replied he, ‘‘ it would rather be an 
insult to a lady to suppose her capable of arguing. 
Surely it militates a little against that ethereal gen- 
tleness which characterizes all the females in your 
ideal world, and which endears them so much to 
the high-souled generous men, as companions for 
whom they were created.’’ 

“ I wish you would not pretend to know anything 
about my ideal world,’ exclaimed she, ‘ you make 
dreadful mistakes about it. Besides, I should like 
to know which is most to be reprobated—a woman 
who cannot argue, or a man who cannot believe ?”’ 

“ Don’t reckon me in the latter elass !’’ cried he, 
catching for a moment the eagerness of her tone. 

« How delightful! said Edith. ‘* For once 
you have said what you think.” 

He laughed. ‘* You don’t know me,” was his 
answer, ‘‘or you would know that I always speak 
as I think. You charitably give me credit for being 
a vast deal better than I seem; on the contrary, like 
most of my fellow-creatures, I am a vast deal worse.” 

“I don’t think that is possible,” cried Edith. 
« Nay, you need not laugh; I assure you I am in 
earnest. According to your own profession, you 
have neither faith, hope, nor charity.” 

“ That is a tremendous accusation,’ he replied ; 
“ of course you are prepared to substantiate it.’’ 

‘« You cannot deny it,’’ persisted she; ‘‘ yon 
have no faith in human nature, no hope that it will 
ever become any better than it is, and therefore, 
of course, no charity.” 

‘* You have described me exactly,” said he, bow- 
ing; ‘‘ your insight into character is wonderful ; 
you ought to write fashionable and domestic nov- 
els.” 

But Edith was not to be bantered out of her 
severity. Whether it was that she was genuinely 
interested in the subject, or that she was a little 
angry at the disparaging tone which Captain Ever- 
ard had adopted about Lord Vaughan, I cannot say, 
but she proceeded with increased animation. ‘‘ Do 
you know that I think your opinions are, if sineere, 
the most wonderful and the most miserable that I 
ever met with? Have you never in all your life 
met with affection—real, true, unselfish affection, 
that can overcome and endure everything ?”’ 

There was a momentary expression of pain in 
his face, as if he shrank from the subject—at least 
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so I fancied—but it passed away in an instant, and 
he answered in his former enigmatical tone, in which 
neither Edith nor I were able to separate the jest 
from the earnest, the assumption from the reality : 
“Oh! yes, often! It is a very pretty thing to play 
with when the sun shines. ”’ 

Edith looked at him with an expression of genu- 
ine horror ; he laughed, and after a moment’s pause 
she continued. ‘* Well, then, we won't talk about 
yourself. Of course you must know yourself better 
than I do, and if you say that you are incapable of 
feeling anything, I am bound to believe you. But 
I will maintain that you have no right to judge other 
people by the same rule. You must look upon 
yourself as an exception, and when you want to 
understand others, you must take it for granted that 
they have minds and hearts unlike your own. Now, 
there is Frank, for instance—pray don’t fancy that 
his friendship for you is like yours for him.” 

« Frank isa very good fellow,’ said Captain 
Everard, with the same provoking smile, looking 
towards his friend, who had withdrawn to the fur- 
ther end of the room to write a letter; ‘and I am 
so well satisfied with his friendship that I would 
not wish to look too closely into it.” 

“ Do you mean to say that his affection is only a 
plaything for a sunshiny day?’ exclaimed Edith, 
indignantly ; ‘‘do you mean tosay that if you were 
in trouble he would not make sacrifices in order to 
serve you?” 

“ Í would never ask him,” returned Everard. 

“ Why not? “Would you be too proud to ask a 
service, even of a friend?” 

« No,” said he, ‘* but I like to keep a few little 
snug illusions as long as I can; at any rate I 
wouldn’t disperse them with my own hand. But 
it is a shame to talk to you in this manner. Your 
faith in your own illusions is so zealous that I would 
not disturb it for the world.” 

‘You could not,” cried she. ‘‘ My illusions, as 
you call them, are ¢ruth, and that is my great com- 
fort. It is not because I am young and a woman 
that I think in this manner—the older I grow, the 
more steadfastly I hope Í shall believe in the reality 
of everything which you despise! I would rather 
die this moment than think as you do!” 

He looked at her an instant with a half-amused, 
half-admiring expression, and then replied—‘‘ Di 
chi mi fido, guardami Dio! Di chi non mi fido mi 
guarderò io !* You know the proverb, doubtless. 
Kinnaird, isn’t it time for us to be moving ?”’ 

“I’ll follow you,” replied Frank, looking up ; 
“ I must finish this letter.” 

Captain Everard bowed and took his leave. 


CHAPTER IV. 


« Oun Frank!” cried Edith, throwing herself on 
the sofa beside her brother, ‘I don't like your 
friend at all!” 

‘¢ Not like him! Now my dear Edith, that is so 
like a school-girl—making up your mind that you 
don’t like a man, after two days’ acquaintance !”’ 

« I never could like him, if I were to know him 
for years—besides, I think one knows very well by 
the end of two days how far it is possible to like a 
person.” 

Her brother laughed. 

« Now don’t teaze me, Frank,” she pursued; 
“I am not school-girlish ; and really your friend`s 
opinions are so very dreadful, that it would be 
impossible for me to like him.” 


* “ God protect me from the man I trast? I will pro- 
sect myself from him whom I trust not!” 
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« My dear child, he only talks in that manner for 
the sake of argument. A man always tries to pro- 
voke a girl when he wants to draw her out.” 

‘* But I do not like to be played with in that 
manner. Besides, I am quite sure he was in ear- 
nest in a great deal of what he said.”’ 

“What! in his misanthropy?’ asked Frank. 
« Poor fellow! it is no wonder that he is a little 
soured ; when you know his story, you will under- 
stand directly that it is almost impossible for him to 
take a cheerful view of life. His father died some 
four and twenty years ago, leaving a widow with 
three young children, of whom Philip, scarcely then 
eight years old, was the eldest. Mrs. Everard was 
a very attractive woman, and her children idolized 
her. I remember her well—there was about her 
that sort of undisguised warmth, nay, almost exci- 
tability of manner, which people are apt to consider 
a sign of decp feeling, and which, when it is 
accompanied by grace, fluency, and gentleness, 
makes a woman absolutely irresistible. But, after 
all, I distrust the sort of thing myself—there ’s no 
substance in it. She was the kind of woman that 
would go into hysterics one hour because something 
reminded her of her husband. and be the life and 
queen of a gay circle the~next.”’ 

‘¢ She must have beera hypocrite,” said Edith, 
with the unhesitating decision of eighteen. 

‘© No,” replied I; ‘I have known characters of 
that stamp in the course of my life, and should say 
of them, with Byron, ¢ They are not false, but they 
are fickle.’ There is a fascination in the freedom 
and nature with which such a woman displays the 
very feelings which, when real, are reserved and 
retiring—a fascination which perhaps at first would 
only be resisted by a mind of unusual refinement ; 
but, as your brother says, ‘there is no substance 
in it.’ Shakspeare, who touches everything, has 
given us the model of such a character in his Lady - 
Anne, ‘inconstant, shallow, changing.’ Those 
who quarrel with the picture as unnatural, or who 
would destroy its truth by explaining away either 
the genuineness of her tears over her husband's 
corpse, or the sincerity of the weakness with which 
she yields to the wooing of that very husband's 
murderer, mistake the intention of the portrait 
altogether. Its very nature consists in its contra- 
dictions, which, to the merely theoretical observer, 
make it appear unnatural—but pray, Mr. Kinnaird. 
goon with Mrs. Everard's history.” 

He resumed: ‘‘ Philip was a boy of unusual tal- 
ent, and excessively warm affections—you may look 
incredulous if you please, Fdith, but I have all 
these particulars from the very highest authority. 
He positively worshipped his mother. He was 
sent to school early ; and therefore it was not to be 
expected that, as he grew old enough to observe, 
the true shallowness of her character should be dis- 
covered by him. To him she was enthusiastically 
affectionate ; welcoming him and parting from him 
with floods of tears, loading him with caresses, 
insisting on receiving a letter from him at least 
once a week while they were separated, and indul- 
ging him to the very uttermost when they were 
together. The family arrangements were rather 
peculiar. Mr. Everard was a poor man, and the 
property which he left behind him did not amount 
to more than four hundred a year; this he divided 
equally between the widow and the eldest son, 
leaving the sole guardianship of the boy in the 
hands of a friend of tried discretion, and recommend- 
ing to both, in the most earnest and affectionate 
terms, the charge of the two younger children, 
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Philip was destined for the church; he was a|heard him allude to his early trials—' every day 
remarkable boy, and, even trom a very early age, | was a battle—but then it was a battle which ended 
fully comprehending the position of the family, he | in victory.’ ”’ 

habituated himself to the practice of the stnctest| ‘‘Oh!’’ ‘cried Edith, whose expressive counte- 
personal self-denial. His guardian, from whom I| nance had kindled into emotion as her brother pro- 
learned these circumstances, told me, that, during | ceeded with his story ; ‘‘ you are describing a most 
a vacation which the boy passed under his roof | noble character! I never should have given hin 
when not more than twelve years old, his economy | credit for such heroism. And why did he change? 
was so strict as to attract attention. He was evi- | Why did not he go into orders after all!” 

dently living by system—he refused steadily allthe} Frank laughed. ** Everard would tell you,” said 
petty luxuries of the table, and either had no|he, ‘that you are as exaggerated in your praise as 
pocket-money at all, or, if he had any, never spent | you were in your condemnation; and that it is true 
it. Mr. Gray, who had no very high opinion of | young lady philosophy to spring from one extreme 
Mrs. Everard, began to suspect that the allowance | to another.” 

which he made her for her son’s use, was partly| ‘* Well, never mind,” returned Edith, impa- 
appropriated to other purposes—or else that the tiently ; ‘ 1] don’t want to hear Captain Everard’s 
boy himself was naturally stingy—a thing almost! sharp speeches by proxy; and I do want, very 
inconceivable. So he called Philip into his study | much indeed, to know what happened next.” 

one morning, and questioned him, kindly but closely. ; *‘ He came home for his first vacation,” said 
The little fellow answered with the utmost simplic- | Frank, ‘‘ after spending the college term in tho 
ity, ‘that he had lately read for the first time the | manner which I have described to you—came for 
letter which his father had left for him, and that, | repose, affection, family comfort—and found that his 
now that he understood exactly how they were all | mother had been married the day before to her 
circumstanced, he was trying to accustom himself | younger boys’ French master ; that she had quitted 
to live upon as little as possible, in order that there | her home with this scoundrel, and deserted the two 
might be money saved to pay for the education of | poor boys, not only leaving them entirely dependent 
his brothers,’ (twins, seven years younger than jon their elder brother, but actually leaving unpaid 
himself.) ‘For you know,’ he added, *‘ Mamma | debts for him to discharge! and this without a word 
must of course have her two hundred a year to keep | of preparation or of farewell; only a note, lett for 
house with, and I must pay for Ralph and Harry’s | Everard, full of hollow expressions of affeetion for 
schooling.’ Mr. Gray was touched, and promised | himself and his brothers, and appeals to him not to 
his assistance in the education of the younger | resent her having taken the only step which could 
boys; but though Philip thanked him warmly, he | procure her happiness for the remainder of her life.” 
appeared to consider the responsibility inalienably | ‘t What a woman !” exclaimed I. Edith was 
his own, and did not relax the strictness of his self- | speechless with horror. Frank continued his nar- 
imposed rule. As he grew older, he showed the | ration. 

most passionate love of study, and his soul seemed| ‘* It appears that she was infatuated by her pas- 
to be entirely absorbed in the profession for which | sion for this man ; and that, devoting herself to him 
he was preparing himself. He went to college, ; with a weak idolatry, she became a passive tool m 
and there his merit was great indeed, if it is to be | his hands, and abandoned her children’s interest for 
tried by your rule, Miss Forde, and praised propor- | his without compunction. His object, of course, 
tionately to the temptations which it had to with- | was to obtain exclusive mastery of her little income ; 
stand. I belicve I may say, speaking plain and i and with that view he induced her to conceal her 
unvarnished truth, that he never allowed himself | intentions ull the marriage was actually completed, 
in the smallest expense that was not absolutely | and they were beyond the reach of remonstrance. 
necessary—and you must know what that implies, | He carried hergo France ; and it is only charitable 
whien it deseribes the life of a youth during his first | to conclude that he keeps her in the state of sub- 
term at college. He had to contend not merely , jection which she deserves, for she has never 
against the vulgar weapons of ridicule, which have | answered a single letter addressed to her, nor tes- 
ever found him proof, but against the more danger- | tified the smallest desire to know whether her chil- 
ous assaults of courtesy, kindness, and friendship. | dren are dead or alive.” 

For he had all the qualities which make a man| ‘** Inconceivable heartlessness !’" said Edith ; ‘she 
popular—person, manners, conversational power | mus’ be acting under compulsion, and I hope she is 
both grave and humorous, high spirits, and Jove of | thoroughly miserable.” 

adventure. Moreover he was by nature peculiarly} ‘‘ By this time,’’ pursued her brother, “I sup- 
susceptible of the attractions of society; he never | pose Iiverard haa your full sympathies, and you 
could do anything by halves—he liked in the morn- | have transferred your hatred for him to his mother. 
ing to shut himself up in his rooms and read for six | He behaved adinirably. Whatever he may have 
hours without intermission, and then to spend the | felt, he betrayed it not for a moment; he at once 
rest of the day cither in vehement bodily exercise, | abandoned all his prospects, accepted a commission 
or complete relaxation and reckless merriment. | which was offered to him by a friend of his late 
Think what it must have been to a character of this | father, gave up the whole of his own income for 
stamp, to lead a life in which the stern monotony | the use of the younger children, and lived upon his 
of self-denial and seclusion was unvaried bya single | pay. He has never since mentioned his mother's 
indulgence! yet I do believe that at this time he | name. Doubtless there is a stern and bitter feeling 
was happy—happier than he has ever been since, | at his heart, all the stronger for being so resolutely 
poor fellow! Every energy of his nature was | suppressed. But now, Edith, is it wonderful that 
engrossed and occupied by one object—he was | his nature should be a little soured, and his faith in 
living for a purpose worthy of his entire self-devo- | his fellow-creatures a little shaken? For eighteen 
tion, and the fulfilment of which that self-devotion | years of his life he believed his mother to be the 
was sure eventually to attain. ‘ Every day,’ as he | very perfection of unselfish tenderness, and would 
once said, on the only occasion on which I have | have held it sacrilege to doubt her. Can such a 
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feeling as this be suddenly destroyed without the 
whole man undergoing a painful and irrevocable 
change?” 

‘¢ And his hopes blighted, and his thoughts and 
course of life forced to a new and unnatural bent, 
and the source and spring of all affection in him 
dried up, as if by burning '—no, indeed ! the won- 
der is that he did not become a misanthrope or a 
madman.”’ 

“ I need not have feared your want of sympa- 
thy,” said Kinnaird, smiling ; “ as to the rest, you 
know what a friend Everard has been tome; I owe 
it to him that I am not an utter scapegrace—most 
probably that I am alive atall; for you know how 
his steady friendship extricated me from the worst 
scrape I ever was in—the duel with that fellow 
Vincent. Without (I hope) being really ill-dis- 
posed, I was open to every temptation, ready for 
every mischief that came in my way; but for him 
I believe I should have become a confirmed gambler. 
I shall be grateful to him as long as I hive, as I 
ought to be; and some day or other perhaps he 
will do more justice to my feelings towards him 
than I am afraid he does just now; though, mark 
you, I do not take all the nonsense he has been 
talking to you for his earnest opinion.”’ 

“Oh! f shall understand him now!” replied 
Edith ; * his bitterness of tone is not only natural, 
but inevitable. How I hope,’’ she added thought- 
fully, ‘* that he may be rewarded by happiness after 
all 1” e 

The conversation dropped here, for Frank de- 
parted to put his letters into the post, and Edith fell 
into so deep a reverie that I did not like to disturb 
her. 

The week which was to be endured (the expres- 
sion is scarcely too strong, when applied to the 
feelings of a girl of eighteen awaiting her first ball) 
ere the important Thursday should arrive, passed 
away much as might have been anticipated. Frank 
and Captain Everard were perpetually with us; 
but, though Edith had become charity itself towards 
the latter, in consequence of the’interest she felt in 
his history, I confess that my own feelings with 
regard to him were by no means softened. His 
agrecableness and conversational powers were un- 
deniable ; but the offensiveness of his opinions 
seemed rather to increase than to diminish, while 
his total indifference to Edith’s charms absolutely 
annoved me. He still maintained that tone of ban- 
ter which rendered it difficult to separate jest from 
carnest in what he said, and well nigh impossible to 
discover how far the sentiments which he expressed 
were genuine, and how far they were merely 
assumed for the sake of drawing out his fair antag- 
onist, whose enthusiasm seemed to increase in pro- 
portion to his levity, as though she were seriously 
bent on converting him te happier views. My dis- 
like to him I think he perceived, but treated it with 
that contemptuous indifference which seems natural 
to: the heart of man when the phenomenon yelept 
old maid is under consideration. With Lord 
Vaughan, on the other hand, I was every day more 
pleased; I say “every day,” for he was literally 
a daily visitor. A message from his mother, a book 
to borrow or lend, a song to introduce and senti- 
mentulize over, (for he had all that shallow gentle- 
man-like enthusiasm about music which consists in 
an uncriticizing admiration of a pretty song from 
the lips of a pretty girl;) some pretext or other was 
sure to bring him up the garden-sweep, a little 
before the witching hour of luncheon; and then it 
was not his fault if arrangements were not made 
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which ensured that the rest of the morning, if not 
the whole of the day, should be passed in the soci- 
ety of the beautiful heiress. All that I saw of him 
I liked. He was unaffected, lively, and good- 
humored ; and, if not very refined in his tastes or 
intellectual in his pursuits, I was disposed to think 
that a sensible wife might make just what she 
pleased of him. That Edith was his superior in 
mental power there could be little doubt; but I 
persuaded myself that this was of no consequence 
—forgetting, or overlooking, the fact, that he was 
destitute of that ascendancy of character which 
alone can compensate for the want of intellectual 
superiority ; and that an union in which the wife 
moulds the husband, and not the husband the wife, 
is one with which love, properly so called, can have 
nothing whatever to do. 


CHAPTER V. 


THURSDAY evening came, and I was not disap- 
pointed in Edith’s appearance. The splendor of 
her beauty produced a sensation of which it was 
scarcely possible that she should be unconscious, 
and to which perhaps the deep blush which burned 
on her cheeks and lent double radiancy to her eyes, 
might be attributed. Her brother was in ecstasies, 
and watched the progress of Lord Vaughan’s atten- 
tions to her with manifest satisfaction. I was in 
the boudoir which had been metamorphosed into a 
conservatory for the evening, making some very 
small talk about the flowers for Captain Everard— 
among whose sins of omission, that of never duncing 
may be reckoned—when Kinnaird approached us. 
He came evidently to be complimented on his sis- 
ter’s appearance; but he was in too great a hurry 
to wait for us to begin the subject, so he started 
with a leading question, cautiously suggestive. 

“ Edith looks well to-night, does she not?” 
said he. 

I answered, as I felt, very warmly; but his ap- 
pealing eye passed to Captain Everard, who, as 
though it had never before occurred to him to inquire 
whether Miss Kinnaird were ugly or beautiful, 
made a step forward, so as to command a view of 
the dancing-room, and, after a pause of provokingly 
quiet consideration, replied— 

« Yes; Miss Kinnaird is certainly very hand- 
some.”’ 

“You don’t admire that style,” said Frank, 
scarcely able to conceal his chagrin. 

‘¢ Indeed I do,” returned Everard, ‘* I admire all 
styles.” 

« The most unsatisfactory answer you could pos- 
sibly have made,” cried I. 

“I am unfortunate,” observed he, with a half 
smile. ‘* But here comes a gentleman, whose open 
raptures are likely to give more satisfaction than my 
quiet approval. Unhappily you know—or perhaps 
happily for myself—I am not made of inflammable 
materials.”’ 

As he spoke, the polka broke up, and Lord 
Vaughan sauntered into the conservatory with Edith 
leaning on his arm. They were in animated con- 
versation, and came direct to us, the lady appealing 
to me with a mixture of playfulness and earnest to 
induce her partner to restore some flowers which 
he had stolen from her bouquet, while he on his 
part was manifestly determined to retain them. I 
could not make out whether Miss Kinnaird was 
pleased on annoyed at her companion’s broadly- 
expressed devotion, but she wound up her oration 
by suddenly turning to Captain Everard, (who had 
taken no part in the discussion, though Frank and 
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I had interested ourselves in it as in duty bound,) 
and saying— 

“I am only asking for justice. 
look so satirical ?”’ 

He roused himself to answer the challenge. ‘ If 
I did look satirical,’ said he, ‘‘ I suppose it was 
because I was amused at the modesty of your re- 
quest. You only asked for—justice !”’ 

“« Well,” she replied, ‘and could I ask for 
less ?”’ 

‘*Could you hope for more?’ answered he. 
‘* Nay, could even your sanguine imagination hope 
for so much? I won't say that justice is a rare 
phenomenon in this world, because that would im- 
ply that it is occasionally to be met with.” 

“ And do you mean to say,” cried Lord Vaughan, 
in utter surprise, ‘‘ that it is never to be met with? 
Really this is a most extraordinary idea.” 

‘¢ Tt is not in reality, so unwelcome as it seems 
at first sight,” rejoined Everard, quietly. ‘‘ Jus- 
tice-—which is al] Miss Kinnaird asks for or needs,” 
he added, with a bow, as if the necessity of the 
compliment had suddenly occurred to him, ‘‘ would 
be to many people an object of fear rather than 
hope.” 

“ And you think no one is ever really just to 
another,” said Edith, thoughtfully, as though she 
had been pondering his words. 

‘ST do indeed,” he replied, ‘* a man feels too 
much to be really just—a woman, too little.” 

« Your paradox is for once true,” cried Edith 
with spirit. ‘* A man does always feel his own 
wrongs very keenly, while a woman is apt to over- 
look hers, or ready to forgive them.” 

“« Your ingenuity deserves the compliment of 
submission,’’ answered he, ‘‘ so ] resign my arms.” 

« You are wise every way,” rejoined Edith 
more gravely than was her wont, ‘‘ for whether 
you win or lose, the contest is scarcely suited to 
a ball-room. So I will leave you to your misan- 
thropy, and try whether it be possible to force a 
passage into the ice-room.”’ 

Lord Vaughan was only too happy to comply 
with the suggestion contained in her last words, 
and they moved away. Miss Kinnaird’s praise of 
the ball, on the following morning, was rather more 
languid than I had expected, but I suppose this 


might fairly be attributed to fatigue. 
& $ * * * * & 


Why do you 


> Two months have passed since I wrote the last 
sentence, and I resume my pen to recount the 
occurrences of the closing week of the period, which 
has been anything but uneventful. Kinnaird entered 
the drawing-room where I was at work, and Cap- 
tain Everard reading in a corner. His countenance 
was expressive of business, and that not of an 
agreeable kind; and he addressed me immediately, 
either overlooking or disregarding his friend's pres- 
ence. 

«I have been walking with Edith, Miss Forde. 
Do you know what has happened ?”’ 

‘© ] have not seen her since breakfast,” cried I. 
“« What is the matter?’ 

“ Why nothing to break one’s heart about, cer- 
tainly,” he replied, *‘ but I own I am a good deal 
disappointed. Lord Vaughan has offered to her.” 

« And does that disappoint you ?’’ exclaimed I. 
“I have only been surprised that it has not hap- 
pened sooner. May I go and wish her joy ?”’ 

“ As long as you don't wish Aim joy,” said Kin- 
naird, ‘‘ it matters very little what you say to her. 
She has refused him.” 
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I could only repeat his words, in profound amaze- 
ment. 

«& Yes,” he reiterated, ‘‘she has refused him 
point blank. I can’t quite make her out about it; 
but one thing is very clear, that she is not to be 
shaken. The marriage would have been so agree- 
able to me in every way, that I own I had rather 
set my heart upon it; but her determination was 
so unhesitating that I could scarcely attempt to dis- 
pute it; and you know, to speak common sense, 
and put romance out of the question, Edith is e0 
young and so pretty, that she may very well afford 
to wait a year or two before she makes her choice.”’ 

There was no questioning the truth of this asser- 
tion; still he was evidently disappointed, and I 
could not but sympathize with his feelings. 1 too 
had been indulging in anticipations and hopes, and 
it was not agreeable to have them annihilated when 
I least expected it. I had fancied that the intimacy 
between Edith and her Jover was rapidly assuming 
a tender character on both sides; indeed, the idea 
that the offer had been already made and accepted, 
but was for some reason concealed, had more than 
once occurred to me. I could not understand it, and 
I did not affect to do so. 

*¢ Edith’s manner has entirely misled me,” said 
I, “and I fear she has been unintentionally mis- 
leading Lord Vaughan. I hope they did not part 
in bitterness.” 

“I hope not,’’ was his reply. ‘‘ She has not a 
particle of the coquette in her composition, and ] 
conclude that the encouragemenf? which she has 
unwittingly given arose from her consciousness of 
her own indifference, and her unconsciousness of 
any warmer feeling in him. Were she two years 
older I should fancy that her affections were pre- 
engaged—but, as it is, that is quite impossible—so 
it is altogether a mystery.” 

Nothing more entirely amazes and bewilders a 
man than the discovery that a woman who is dis- 
engaged has refused an unobjectionable offer. It is 
the greatest trial of faith to which he can be sub- 
jected ; for it jars with all his preconceived ideas, 
and stands before him as a fact for which there is 
actually no place in his system, and in order to 
account for which the system itsclf must undergo a 
radical change. Few, however, are candid enough 
for this; such occurrences generally form a fresh 
illustration of the German aphorism, ‘6 so much the 
worse for the facts,” and receive a shape or a color 
from the mind of the observer which so alters them 
as to enable him to explain them satisfactorily to 
himself. 

But to return. My short conversation with Cap- 
tain Kinnaird was succeeded by that grave and 
awkward silence which commonly occurs between 
two persons who have the same unpleasing theme 
to occupy their thoughts, and do not in the least 
know what to say to each other about it. This 
was interrupted by Captain Everard, whom we had 
both forgotten, but who now came forward, and 
addressed his friend somewhat hurriedly,— 

‘¢ Kinnaird, have vou any commands for London? 
I am sorry to say I'm obliged to be off on very 
short notice.” 

‘© Obliged to be off!” cried Frank, in eastonish- 
ment. ‘*‘ Why Everard, are you mad!” 

“ I don’t see any proof of insanity in it,” returned 
Everard, coloring immoderately; ‘*] have letters 
which—in short, it don't admit of delay—and go I 
must.” 

“I hope you have not received bad news, Cap- 
tain Everard?” said I, civilly. 
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« No, I thank you,” rejoined he—“‘ only urgent | I returned slowly into the apartment, where I found 


business.” 

“ But Everard!’’ cried Kinnaird, who was still 

ing at him in silent wonder. 

‘s My dear fellow, there ’s no use in talking about 
it. I am sorry to be obliged to close my visit so 
abraptly ; but I do assure you—’’ 

« This won't do,” interrupted Frank, seizing 
him by the arm; ‘‘ scarcely an hour ago you were 
talking of your plans here for the next six weeks ; 
and, as for your being summoned away by a letter, 
Í wonder you are not ashamed to offer me such an 
excuse. You know very well there has been no 
post since the morning. Everard, what does this 
mean?! It is not friendly—it is not fair. Why do 
you change color so? What has happened? Has 
anything offended you? Have you quarrelled with 
anybody?” 

Captain Everard was absolutely silent, and seemed 
to be overpowered by an embarrassment as unac- 
countable as it was unusual. After a moment’s 
pause, Kinnaird proceeded with increased energy. 

“ I must have an explanation. You have altered 
your plans since I came into this room. It is not 
possible that Edith’s refusal of Lord Vaughan can 
have affected you—Everard? Is it possible that 
Edith—”’ 

He came to a pause here, in the series of breath- 
less and bewildered questions which he had poured 
forth so rapidly that he scarcely seemed to compre- 
hend them hirgself. Captain Everard, releasing 
himself from his grasp, answered in a low, quick 
voice, as he moved away— 

+ It would have been more generous, Frank, to 
leave the subject untouched. I expected that your 
sister’s engagement to Lord Vaughan would have 
been declared: now that I find she has refused him, 
I feel that I had better go. Let us say no more 
about it.” 

“ Do you mean to tell me that you love Edith?” 
oried Frank, following him. 

‘¢] have been in constantintercourse with her for 
more than two months; is not that answer enough ?”’ 
returned his friend. 

« But it is unnecessary for you to speak,” he 
added, proudly, ‘‘ you cannot be more fully con- 
scious than I am of the impossibility—”’ 

‘s My dearest Philip!’ exclaimed Kinnaird, shak- 
ing him by both hands, and well nigh embracing 
him in his transport; ‘‘ this is what I wished and 
hoped ; but you were so impracticably cold, that I 
was forced to give up the idea. Edith and you 
were made for each other, and I want nothing but 

our union to make me the happiest fellow alive. 
hat absurd scruple has kept you silent? Don’t 
stare at me, man, as if your senses had taken leave 
of you! From the first moment you became my 
friend, my pet vision has been the thought of bring- 
ing you and my sister together, if only she should 
grow up worthy of you; and I rather think you 
won’t deny that the condition is fulfilled. Where 
is Edith?” 

“« Frank! Frank!” cried Everard, vainly at- 
tempting to detain him as he darted from the 
Toom— 

“ For Heaven's sake, Captain Kinnaird, con- 
sider !’—exclaimed I, finding my tongue at last, 
and running after him in an absolute fever of alarm. 
But it availed not; he had seen Edith on the lawn, 
and had joined her before I got further than the 
steps of the drawing-room window. I saw him put 
his arm round her waist, and lead her away. Never 
was a hapless chaperon more utterly confounded. 


Everard sitting, his face hidden in his hands— 

“ And this,’ murmured he, as I approached— 
speaking, however, to himself, not to me—* and 
this is the man I thought shallow-hearted—this the 
world which—oh, folly and presumption !” 

The broken sentences were most expressive, and 
I stood contemplating him in silence, and involun- 
tarily and unconsciously giving him all my sympa- 
thy, and losing sight altogether of propriety, policy, 
wisdom, my own outraged dignity, and——Owen, 
who having entered the room unperceived, speedily 
challenged my attention by saying— 

« Well, Peggy! have you not a word to say to 
me?” 

If a thunderbolt had fallen at my feet—(to use an 
expression not uncommon in modern novels, the 
applicability of which I will not pause to discuss)— 
if a thunderbolt had fallen at my feet, I could not 
have experienced greater terror or amazement. 
Scarcely retaining the command of my senses, I 
turned to him, exclaiming— 

‘* Gracious Heavens! Owen! what has brought 
you here ?”’ 

“ An affectionate reception, truly,” returned he, 
apparently a little amazed—‘* I am sorry that my 
sudden apparition should disturb the even tenor of 
your housekeeping. I told you I would run down 
for a week or two, if I could; and yesterday I got 
a put off from Livingston, to whom ee going for 
the next fortnight ; so, not conceiving it necessary 
to stand on much ceremony with you, I put myself 
into the mail last night—and here lam. One would 
almost fancy,” added he, lowering his voice, with an 
expression of dry humor, ‘‘ that I had interrupted a 
very interesting tête-à-tête.” 

“ Of course I am delighted to see you,” said I, 
recovering as well as I could from my bewilder- 
ment, and wishing him in the Queen’s Bench, 
‘only I was so excessively surprised. Pray allow 
me to introduce—Captain Everard—Mr. Owen 
Forde.” 

Captain Everard had risen from his seat, as soon 
as he became aware of the entrance of a stranger ; 
he gave Owen bow for bow with due courtesy, but, 
apparently quite unable to compel himself to the 
ordinary civilities consequent on an introduction, 
murmured something about an imaginary appoint- 
ment, and walked straight out of the room. 

‘* Pray, who may Captain Everard be ?” inquired 
Owen, ‘‘ and, pray, where is my fair ward?” 

‘© Where, indeed?” thought I. What a pair of 
questions! I grew desperate, yet was my position 
so ludicrous that I could almost have laughed. I 
could not tell Owen what had happened, or rather 
what was happening, for many reasons—two of 
which were that I understood it very imperfect] 
myself, and that I did not know whether Edith 
would accept or refuse Everard. In the latter case 
it would certainly be the best policy to say nothing 
whatever about it. Yet in my heart I felt almost 
certain that she would accept him—a sudden instinct 
seemed to have come upon me, and I marvelled at 
my own previous blindness. Had I answered 
Owen’s two questions with plain sincerity, I might 
have said—‘ Who is Captain Everard !—A penni- 
less soldier! Where is your ward!—In the gar- 
den accepting him!’’ I believe Owen would have 
sc d! And yet what was I to do? All this 
while it might be, and probably was, taking place, 
and nothing could be done to prevent it. Hurriedly 
reviewing the circumstances of all parties, and try- 
ing to conceal my perturbation from Owen’s sur- 
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rised and inquiring eye, I resolved to get rid of 
kim as quickly as possible, and to rush into the 
rden and obtain an interview with Miss Kinnaird, 
if possible, before she should see Captain Everard. 
So I answered my brother as indifferently as I could. 

« He is a friend of Captain Kinnaird’s, and is 
now staying with him. But, my dear Owen,” 
ringing the bell, ‘‘ you must be tired to death, and 
chilled to an icicle. Light a fire directly in the 
bay-windowed bedroom,” I continued, addressing 
the servant who obeyed my summons, “ get some 
hot water, and then let luncheon be ready for Mr. 
Forde. While you are making yourself comforta- 
ble, Owen, I will find Edith, and prepare her for 
the formidable introduction. I think she is walking 
in the garden.” 

« With Lord Vaughan, I hope,” observed Owen, 
complacently. 

Oh, with what compunction did I call to mind the 
triumphant letter which I had dispatched to Owen 
only a week ago, containing a rose-colored descrip- 
tion of Lord Vaughan and his attentions! “I don’t 
know,” was my insincere rejoinder, and, as my eyes 
involuntarily wandered to the window, I fancied I 
could detect Edith’s form in the shrubbery, on the 
further side of the lawn. Was she alone? 

“I hope,” continued Owen, lowering his voice 
to a confidential tone, ‘‘ I hope, my dear Peggy, 
that affair is progressing as favorably as when you 
last wrote. Few things could give me more un- 
mixed satisfaction. I think it quite a case in which 
a very short engagement might be permitted, and I 
should not wonder if, instead of troubling Lady 
Frances with the chaperonage of an unfledged 
débutante, I shall have to request her to undertake 
the presentation of a bride—a much pleasanter office, 
I take it. I shall win the lover’s heart by my readi- 
ness to shorten his probation, and, between our- 
selves, I don't know any house that would afford 
me such good head quarters as his, during my Lon- 
don visit. The experienced Lady Frances herself 
couldn't have proved a more judicious chaperon 
than you, my unsophisticated sister. Je vous en 
fais mes complimens. After all, you women have a 
prodigious advantage over us in that respect—your 
wit is inborn, and you don't require an apprentice- 
ship to society to teach you how to use it. But 
what are you stretching your neck, and straining 
your eyes, at the window for! my dear Peggy, I 
do believe you have not heard a word I have been 
saying. What is the matter?” 

No! Miss Kinnaird was not alone—and her com- 
panion was at least a head taller than Frank! 
Could I be expected to hear what Owen was say- 
ing? He reiterated his query—‘‘ What on earth 
is the matter ?” 

“Oh nothing,” cried JT, “I was merely looking 
for Edith. I perfectly agree with you—nothing 
can be more judicious.” 

« Than what’? demanded Owen. 

“I really must go for Edith,” exclaimed I. 
& Owen, your luncheon will be ready directly.” 
And out of the room I ran, fairly unable to endure 
it any longer. As I closed the door, I heard Owen’s 
natural ejaculation, ‘* Very unaccountable, really !”’ 

Almost on the threshold I met Captain Kin- 
naird, who, taking both my hands, thus grected me : 
“ Congratulate me, my dcar Miss Forde! I’m 
afraid I did n’t manage the matter quite so delicately ; 
as I ought to have done—or as it would have been 
managed, had I left it in your hands—but all ’s well 
that ends well, you know, and the end of this is per- 
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been guilty of the cruelty, however, of breaking up 
their tétc-a-téte, for Edith was a good deal over- 
come—in fact, altogether—I agitated her exces- 
sively—so now I have sent her to her own room to 
be quiet, and I rather think it will be best if you 
will be so kind as to go to her.” 

“ But, do you know what you have done, Cap- 
tain Kinnaird?’ answered I; “and what will be 
the end of it? I have not an idea that Mr. Forde 
will consent to so unequal a marriage.”’ 

“ Mr. Forde !” 

« Yes; my brother; your sister's guardian.”’ 

« I’ll be hanged if I ever thought of him for one 
single moment !” cried the young man, impatiently 
stamping his foot. 

“ l] dare say not,” observed I; “but I assure 
you he is not a person to be trifled with, and I do 
not see the slightest hope of obtaining his consent. 
I am afraid you have involved your sister’s happi- 
ness very rashly. What is more, very unfortu- 
nately, my brother has arrived unexpectedly, and is 
this moment in the drawing-room !”’ 

He stared in my face in blank discomfiture. I 
found myself fast losing the tone of rational remon- 
strance in which I had felt bound to begin the con- 
versation. ‘“‘ I am excessively sorry,” said I, an- 
swering his looks, for he did not speak a word ; 
“ but I really don’t see what is to be done. I will 
go to Edith, and try to prepare her for an interview 
with her guardian. But I don’t see that there is 
any use in deferring the evil hour; and, if I were 
you, I would go at once to Mr. Forde, and open 
the subject.”’ 

“ Couldn’t it be concealed altogether?” sug- 
gested he. ‘She will be of age in three years.’ 

“ I cannot countenance any such arrangement,” 
returned I, with unwonted resolution. ‘ Just re- 
flect for a moment on the duplicity which it would 
involve! your sister would be compelled to imply, 
if not to utter, a falsehood, ten timesaday. The 
more fondly you love her, the more anxiously ought 
you to avoid placing her in such a position.”’ 

‘You are right!”’ cried he, ‘‘ and I spoke incon- 
siderately, as I believe I generally do. Thank you 
for your advice. I will go to Mr. Forde!” and, 
ever as rapid in his movements as in his ideas, 
before I had time to answer, he was in the drawing- 
room. 

I stood still for a moment to collect my thoughts, 
and then went up stairs to Fidith. I found her, as 
I had expected, in a state of great agitation. She 
hid her face on my shoulder, wept, and spoke in 
broken sentences of her happiness and her astonish- 
ment. It was presumption in her, she said—with 
the sweet exaggeration of a woman’s love, truer 
than truth—even to think of one so immeasurably 
her superior; but her devotion must make up for 
her defects. At first I could do nothing but soothe 
and sympathize; gradually I tried to bring her to 
the contemplation of possible difficulties; and, at 
last, with som? trepidation, I broke to her the fact 
of Owen’s arrival, and certain disapprobation. It 
did not produce the effect which I had anticipated. 
She could scarcely be brought to entertain the idea 
of Owen as a person to be considered in the matter 
at all; seemed to regard his consent or refusal with 
profound indifference ; and even, as far as I could 
gather, appeared to think that three, five, or 
ten years of delay would interfere but little with 
her happiness. She was absorbed by one feeling 
—filled with one idea—namely, that she was be- 
loved ; and everything else seemed unreal to her. 


fect. They are engaged hand and heart! I’ve just; She heard and understood the words, but they made 
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no impression ; there was not room for them in her 
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tion—but at that moment a step was heard in the 


heart. I verily believe that, had she been told at| hall, and with a half-laugh and a significant look 


that moment that she was never to see Everard 
again, she would scarcely have apprehended it as a 
misfortune. The consciousness of his love would 
have seemed to her enough for a lifetime. This, I 
knew, could not last; but, while it was thus with 
her, arguments were vain; so, having acquitted my 
conscience, by informing her of the truth, I did not 
attempt to stem the tide of her feelings, and had 
very nearly become as romantic as herself, when a 
tap at the door recalled me to sublunary affairs. 

“c Come in!”’ 

“If you please, ma’am, you are wanted in the 
drawing-room.” 

The spell was broken; and I went down like a 
criminal to execution. 


CHAPTER VI. 


I rounp Owen, as I expected, in great wrath. 
He was walking rapidly up and down the room, 
while Kinnaird, whose levity was unconquerable, 
stood on the hearth-rug, coolly regarding him, and 
looking ready to Jaugh—an inclination which good 
breeding scarcely restrained. My brother stopped 
in his angry walk as I entered, and, coming close 
up to me, said, with great vehemence, ‘‘ Peggy, 
this is the most incredible piece of absurdity that I 
ever met with in my life. Of course, it cannot be 
permitted to go on for a moment, and I only wonder 
that you—but youhave evidently been duped in the 
matter.” 

I saw Frank’s color rise at the offensive word, 
and hastened to interpose. *‘I have been mistaken, 
certainly,” I said, ** and Í am very sorry that I have 
misled you unintentionally.” Here I stopped, for 
I was afraid to attack his opinions, and unwilling to 
acquiesce in them, so I resolved to stand on the 
defensive. 

‘‘Misled me!” replied my indignant brother. 
“& Yes—but I have my own folly to thank for it, in 
not putting Miss Kinnaird under the charge of a 
person who knew something of the world—Mrs. 
Alvanley for instance’’—(Oh, could Mrs. Alvanley 
have heard him !)—*“ Yet, even allowing you the 
simplicity of a pinafored girl of thirteen, I can’t 
understand how you should have so completely lost 
your wits. The insanity of allowing this Captain 

verard’s perpetual visits is to me perfectly inex- 
plicable. 

“ This Captain Everard,” remarked Kinnaird, 
ttis one of the most distinguished officers in the 
service—a man as superior to Lord Vaughan, in 
mind and manners, as Lord Vaughan is to a chimney- 
sweep—and, moreover, my most intimate friend.” 

‘*So be it,” returned Owen, more calmly, but 
with intense obstinacy of tone, ‘‘ nevertheless, his 
pretensions to the hand of Miss Kinnaird are simply 
ludicrous, and I do not intend that he shall have the 
opportunity of urging them again. Perhaps you 
will have the goodness to notify this to him.’’ 

“ No, Mr. Forde,” retorted Frank, “I must 

uest you to be the bearer of your own messages 

cannot undertake the office.” 

« My dear Frank,” said I, putting my hand on 
his arm, ‘‘ it is not by irritating my brother that we 
have any hope of changing his resolution. You are 
naturally excited ; now, do go away, and leave me 
to do the best I can with him. Go to Edith,” 
added I in a whisper, urging him gently towards 
the door, ‘I think she ought to hear the truth at 
once,”’ 

He seemed, at first, disposed to resist my sugges- 


to me, he quitted the room, leaving me with the con- 
solatory impression that he had gone out to join his 
friend, and, not improbably, to conduct him to Edith ! 

By this time Owen had quite recovered his cool- 
ness, which, indeed, rarely forsook him, and turning 
to me he said, with a dehberation which left no — 
room for hope, ‘‘ There is no use in discussing the 
subject. The young lady will, I dare say, shed a 
few natural tears, and pout a little, as in duty bound 
—but ina fortnight she will be ready for another 
lover, and by the year’s end she will congratulate 
herself on having some one to act for her who has 
the good luck to possess a little common sense. 
Only let this be distinctly understood, that I allow 
no interview, no engagement, no correspondence. 
I won’t have an under-current of mystery to keep 
up sentimental nonsense in a silly girl’s brain. Let 
it all be at an end, and, if she behaves well, I prom- 
ise to say nothing to her about it. Tell her this, 
Peggy, and now let me get my luncheon.” 

“‘ Owen, you are positively cruel. I do assure you 
this is no new girlish fancy that will pass away. It 
is unfortunate, I admit, but she is really and thor- 
oughly attached to him.” 

y brother began to laugh. ‘‘T admire the real 
and thorough attachment of a girl of eighteen,” 
said he. ‘* A pack of nonsense! I beg your par- 
don, Peggy, but I certainly never made a greater 
mistake than in selecting you for a duenna—your 
manner of viewing things is so inimitably youthful. 
Take her to choose a new bonnet, or talk to her 
about her court-dress for the spring.” 

The tone in which he spoke was: inexpressibly 
provoking, and J felt my temper beginning to give 
way. “ As you say,” I replied, ‘‘ it is useless to 
discuss the subject—our views are so utterly oppo- 
site, that each speaks to the other as if in a foreign 
language. I consider you at least as much in the 
wrong as you consider me. Only, if you fancy it 
will be an easy task to induce Edith to give up her 
engagement, | can tell you you are completely mis- 
taken.” . 

« You are angry,” he answered, “ yet you can 
scarcely be surprised that I don’t feel any very pro- 
found confidence in your judgment just at present. 
I know your intentions are the best in the world— 
but I can’t forget that it is scarcely a week since 
you wrote me word that Miss Kinnaird was ina | 
fair way to become Lady Vaughan. My dear Peggy, 
if you will walk through the world with your eyes 
shut, and resist every effort to open them, you must 
at least suffer yourself to be led by the hand.” 

I bit my lips and was silent, and Owen withdrew 
to his bedroom. I went slowly up stairs to Edith’s 
boudoir, where, as I had anticipated, I found both 
Kinnaird and Everard. Edith herself was sitting 
on the sofa, her face bowed upon her hands, and 
her tears falling fast through the clasped fingers. 
Captain Everard addressed me at once: 

« Miss Forde, before I go—and I feel that I must 
not remain—I am anxious that you should do me 
josie Till this morning I was not aware of Mr. 

orde’s existence, much less of E:dith’s’’—(he pro- 
nounced the word with a lingering hesitation of 
tone very unusual with him, and a most eloquent 
glance at the drooping figure on the sofa)—‘* mach 
less of Edith’s dependence on his will. I imagined 
that Frank and yourself were her sole guardians 
and you know that, even when I thus thought, Í 
was not guilty of the presumption of supposing 
myself an acceptable suitor.” 
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« No, no—not presumption—don’t use the word !”’ 
murmured Edith. 

He looked at her for a moment in silence, and 
then proceeded, though in a Jess steady tone of 
voice, ‘‘ I am as conscious as Mr. Forde himself can 
be, that a poor man, and a man of no family, is, as 
the world judges, without a right—”’ 

But here Edith interrupted him. Suddenly 
clasping his hand between her own, and lifting her 
beautiful face, all burning with blushes and suffused 
with tears, she exclaimed, ‘‘ Oh, hollow nonsense! 
itis yourself that I love. One unset diamond is 
more valuable than a tiara of glittering paste! 
What could family or fortune have to do with you, 
except to receive honor from you 1?” 

Recovering himself with an effort, and still keep- 
ing Edith’s hand in his, Everard continued in a low 
restrained voice, the calmness of which betrayed 
the intensity of the agitation which he was repress- 
ing, ‘“‘ I should despise myself forever were I capa- 
ble of taking advantage of these feelings to involve 
her in a clandestine engagement ; at her age—under 
her circumstances—it were unmanly and dishonora- 
ble. No! I must go—for three years we part, and 
she is as free as if she had never known me.” 

‘¢ She is free!” repeated Edith. “ Ah! say it 
va me if you will; but you do not dare say it ¢o me. 

ou cannot mock me by telling me that I am free, 
at the very moment when you are riveting my 
chains. But Oh! such a happy prisoner!” she 
added, relapsing into tears, and speaking in a broken, 
faltering voice ; ‘‘ we have not time for all this con- 
ventionalism—this acting—Oh ! speak really to me! 
—this once more—this Jast time—speak as you are, 
and as you feel!” 

His stoicism was fairly conquered. ‘‘ My own 
Edith !’’ said he, in a voice tender as a mother’s to 
her first-born—reverent as a devotee’s to his saint 
—“‘ Į will not wound you any more by false phrases. 
It is true; you are my own; and were we to part 
for ten years, instead of three, Í should esteem it 
sin to suffer one doubt of you to trouble my peace. 
My faith in you comes next to my faith in God; 
God grant it be not the stronger of the two! Bear 
these three years, for my sake; knowing that I am 
with you the whole time, though the wide world be 
between us, and that, when we meet, we shall meet 
as though we had never parted !”’ 

She subdued her emotion to Jisten to him ; raising 
her head, and holding her breath, as though she 


From the National Era. 
THE ILLS OF LIFE. 


BY MISS PHBE CAREY. 


How oft, when pursued by evils, 
We falter and faint by the way, 

But are fearless when, o’ertaken, 
We pause, and turn at bay. 


When storms in the distance have gathered, 
I have trembled their wrath to meet, 

Yet stood firm when the arrowy lightning 
Has fallen at my feet. 


My soul in the shadows of twilight 
as groaned beneath its load, 
And felt at the solemn midnight 
Secure in the hand of God. 


I have been with friends who were cherished 
All earthly things above, 

‘Till I deemed the death-pangs lighter 
Than the pangs of parting love. 
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feared to lose a word. What evil spirit brought to 
my mind at such a moment her vain and girlish love 
of general admiration and attention, and suggested 
to me that she would fail in the refined and impas- 
sioned constancy which he demanded of her ? 

‘* And, remember this, my beloved,” he coatin- 
ued more hurriedly, ‘‘ that I go from you a charged 
man, and that the change is your work. My misaa- 
thropy is gone from me. I feel that I have sinned 
against the world, and the race to which I belong. 
I feel and confess the folly and self-sufficiency ef 
my distrust of others. Even at this moment, this 
thought makes me happy; for my faith and love 
are restored—or rather created anew. Frank,” 
wringing his hand, ‘‘ I have wronged you; forgive 
me; I know you now—ay, and I know myself too. 
Edith—but it is enough! God bless you!” 

Silently returning my silent pressure of the hand, 
he hurried from the reom, and the low sobs of 
Edith were the only sounds which disturbed the 
stillness. ` 

s . «@ * œ 

And so ends the history of the fit peried of my 
acquaintance with Edith Kinnaird. pi nerveus fever 
was the natural result of that day of agitation; but 
it was neither long nor severe; and Owen classed 
it with the hysterics and fainting-fits which he 
believed that all young ladies were capable ef sum- 
moning to their assistance at pleasure. When I 
resigned her to the charge of Lady Frances Moore, 
she had recovered her health, and, in some measure, 
her spirits ; for she was of an elastic and energetic 
nature, and was now possessed by the one sole pur- 
pore of cherishing secretly the recollection of ber 
over, and endeavoring to employ the three years 
of separation in rendering herself more worthy of 
him. I knew how soon this enthusiasm would flag ; 
how weanily the slow hours would struggle onward; 
but in very pity I would not disturb it. Like the 
eagerness of a young herse at the foot of a long, 
steep ascent, though transient, it was real, and 
would carry her forward unconsciously over a por- 
tion of the way. But the toil must begin; and, 
alas! how would she bear it? 

With her tacit engagement Owen could sot inter- 
fere—about the state of her feelings he did not 
trouble himself; and the next thing I heard was 
that she had been presented at court in white satin 
and diamonds, and all London was raving of her 
matchless beauty. 


Yet with one fearful struggle, 
When at last the dread blow fell, 

I have kept my heart from breaking, 
And caly said, farewell ! 


I have looked at the grave, and shuddered 
For my kindred treading near, 
And when their feet had entered, 
My soul forgot its fear. 
Our ills are not so man 
Nor so hard to bear below, 
But our suffering in dread of the future 
Is more than our present woe. 


1 
mt ee 


We see with our vision imperfect à 
Such causes of doubt and fear— ' 


Some yet that are far in the distance, 
And some that may never be near— 


When, if we would trust in His wisdom, 
Whose purpose we may not see, 

We would find, whatever our trials, 
As our day our strength shall be. 


Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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From the Dublin University Magazine. 
FEMALE FANATICISM IN SCOTLAND. 
MESDAMES BUCHAN AND BOUVIGNON. 


‘Tue Scotch are not reckoned a fanatical people, 
nor easily led away by the seductions of empirics 
and impostors. In spiritual matters, they are 
strongly prejudiced in favor of their own , and 
their Presbyteriaa form of church government ; and 
of this tendency of their perferuidum ingenium, they 
have given the world abundant proofs, in many a 
bloody campaign and battle-field. Often have they 
drawn the sword, and marched under ‘the blue 
banner,” in defence of their national worship. To 
that they have adhered with an unflinching con- 
stancy of attachment—with a determined resistance 
to alteration, or infringement from any quarter— 
that has scarcely been surpassed in any other coun- 
try in Christendom. For the covenant and confes- 
sion of faith, their ancestors were content to suffer 
torture and imprisonment, exile and martyrdom. 
On the front of their ecclesiastical standards, they 
seem to have inscribed the prickly motto of their 
emblematic thistle, ‘‘ Nemo me impune lacesset’’—for, 
whenever kings and nobles ventured to bring their 
prerogatives in collision with the kirk, they found 
cause in the end, as the two Charleses and the two 
Jameses did, to regret their temerity. Presbyterian- 
ism has always been viewed as the palladium of 
the kingdom—the symbol of the nation’s indepen- 
dence—as much as the old patriarchal stone on 
which their Malcolms and Alexanders were crowned, 
_ and the loss of which was accompanied with the 
most direful prognostications of slavery and ruin. 
Nothing in the whole history of Scotland is more 
obvious than this indomitable spirit of adherence to 
the principles of John Knox, and the platform of 
church discipline which he erected. And it sur- 
vives at the present day ; for it is a remarkable fact, 
that amidst all the sectarian eruptions and secessions 
that have taken place down to the exode of 1843, 
the constant complaint of the dissentient parties has 
been, that the church was not holding faithfully by 
her origina] standards, was falling away from her 
genuine Presbyterian constitution, and, therefore, 
that they, the seceders, and not the establishment, 
were the true kirk. 

But though we have ample testimonies to the zeal 
and veneration with which the Scotch have clung 
to their national faith, to their patient endurance in 
suffering for it, and their fiery controversies in 
maintaining their purity, we meet with rare instances 
in which they have allowed their zeal for religion 
to degenerate into fanaticism. Credulity, except in 
money-making speculations, like the Darien expedi- 
tion, or the South Sea scheme, is not one of their 
national characteristics. ‘Ty superstition they are 
not addicted. Saints, and holidays, and relics, and 
pilgrimages, (unless to London, in quest of situa- 
tions,) and miracles, and festivals, have long been 
swept from their calendar. Impulses, illuminations, 
visions, gifts of the spirit, and other celestial pre- 
tensions, that have misled weak minds, and kept 
them in thraldom to designing hypocrites, have 
never been able to maintain a local habitation and a 
name north of the Tweed. To the yoke of clerical 
leaders they have always shown a willingness to 
bend, and to an extent scarcely reconcilable with 
the innate stubborn indepeadence of their character. 
But then it was essential that these leaders should 
hoist Presbyterian colors, and draw the sword of 
eloquence against some reputed heresy or grievance, 
such as lay-patronage, secular domination, prelacy, 
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Antinomianism, Bouvignonism, aggressions of the 

civil magistrate, &c., all of which have, in turn, 

been cast into the theological arena, to the imminent 

jeopardy of a new age of conventicles, and a second 
othwelbrig. 

With all their religious enthusiasm, however, it 
is curious that the Scotch have seldom yiclded to 
the artifices of impostors, or been duped by those 
impious blasphemies and extravagancies, under the 
mask of sanctity, that have often taken root and 
flourished in the neighboring kingdoms, and on the 
continent. Had Naylor and his Quakers in Crom- 
well’s time, or the Fifth Monarchy Men, or the 
Brethren and Sisters of the Free Spirit, or the 
Munster Anabaptists, or Jacob Behmen the Mystic, 
or John Tetzel himself, with his wallet of indul- 
gencies, ventured to pitch their tents by the Forth 
or the Tay, we question whether they would have 
gathered a single congregation. Peter the Hermit 
would have excited no crusade, unless against the 
Romish cathedrals, or the king's authority, and then 
he must have sworn to the covenant, and professed 
himself a disciple of John Knox and the “ trewe 
kirke.” 

Strange as it may appear, the only fanatical pre- 
tenders that have acquired any celebrity in Scotland, 
were women; and, more surprising still, their doo- 
trines were of the most visionary and extravagant 
character, outraging common sense and moral de- 
cency, surpassing in absurdity anything ever offered 
to the plainest understanding. 

Of these two impostors in petticoats, the one, 
Mrs. Buchan, was a native—a person of dissolute 
habits and humble parentage, almost illiterate, but 
naturally clever, artful, and enthusiastic. The 
other, Madame Bouvignon, was a foreigner, a 
Fleming by birth, who claimed to be divinely 
inspired, set apart by the special interposition of 
Heaven to revive the true spirit of Christianity, 
which had been extinguished amidst the theological 
wranglings and animosities of the age. Her opin- 
ions, however, were imported into Scotland, and 
spread particularly in the shires of Perth, Aberdeen, 
Hanff, oss, and other parts of the Highlands, so 
as to call down the anathemas of the church and 
the general assembly, which passed various acts, 
between 1700 and 1710, for suppressing her writings, 
which were denounced as containing “a mass of 
dangerous, impious, blasphemous, and damnable 
errors.” 

Nothing could be more unlike than the personal 
character of these two fanatics, although in religious 
pretensions they bore a strong resemblance to each 
other. The Scotchwoman was gross, conceited 
and carnal; her followers consisting, with one or 
two exceptions, of ignorant people, chiefly of the 
working classes. Antonia Bouvignon, was lively, 
learned, and insinuating, possessing great order of 
mind and fluency of speech, so that she recom- 
mended her pernicious heresies not only to the 
imaginations of the unlcttered multitude, but to the 
acceptance of educated and ingenious men, who 
were persuaded of their truth, and labored to dif- 
fuse far and wide the contagion of her fanaticism. 
Some of her works were translated and extensively 
circulated in the north of Scotland, and a clergyman 
in Aberdeen was deposed from the office of the 
ministry, for adopting and defending her errors. It 
is this circumstance of her ‘‘ damnable doctrines’’ 
having been implanted in the spiritual soil of the 
country, and still required to be solemnly abjured b 
every clerical candidate for the kirk, that gives this 
famous impostor a title to take her place in the 
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same niche with Mrs. Buchan, of whose romantic 
history, lately published in Edinburgh, we now 
propose to offer a short account; and when we 
inform the reader, that this illiterate, sensual fanatic 
‘* gave herself out to be the third person in the 
God-head, and pretended to confer immortality on 
whomsoever she breathed, and promised eventually 
to translate direct to heaven in a body, without 
tasting of death, all who put unlimited faith in her 
divine mission ;’’ that she also personified the wo- 
man described in the Revelation, as being clothed 
with the sun and the moon; and pretended to have 
brought forth the man-child who was to rule all 
nations with a rod of iron, in the person of one of 
her converts, a Rev. Hugh White, who had been 
a dissenting minister at Irvine; and when we fur- 
ther state, that these celestial claims and pretensions 
were mixed up with the most degrading and crim- 
inal practices, sensuality, prostitution, infanticide, 
our astonishment increases, that blasphemies so 
palpable, and vices so revolting, instead of being 
visited by the penalties of the law, should have 
found adherents and proselytes among the sober, 
oe descendants of the Scottish covenanters. 
et such is the fact. 

The delusions of this female hypocrite drew after 
her a number of individuals (altogether about sixty) 
who preferred her society to the ties of domestic 
life, and quitted their homes and their relations to 
follow her, in the vain expectation of passing from 
this world to immortality, without being subject to 
the common lot of human nature. These ridiculous 
fanatics adopted the title of Buchanites, after the 
name of their founder, who was variously styled 
by her devotees, ‘‘ Our Lady,” * Friend Mother,” 
“ Luckie Buchan.” They held her in great ven- 
eration, and such was her ghostly authority over 
them, that it was ascribed to the influence of demo- 
niacal agency, or a familiarity with the black art. 
In this latter science, her proficiency was supposed 
to be such, that ‘she could cause any person on 
whom she laid her hand instantly to forget all 
earthly concerns, and follow her, though it were to 
the utmost limits of the earth, with the most im- 
plicit devotion.” This belief, no doubt, was fos- 
tered by her arrogant presumption, and her extreme 
volubility of tongue, for she affected the air of an 
apostle, and spoke and wrote with a facility quite 
extraordinary in one who could scarcely have re- 
ceived more than the first elements of education. 

But even when her personal influence declined, 
when her mission proved a ludicrous failure, and 
when this impious dispenser of immortality could 
not exempt herself from the stroke of death, her 
disciples clung to the delusive hopes with which 
she had indoctrinated them. They were firmly 

rsuaded of her divinity ; kept the coffined body 
or years unburied, and gave out that she had pri- 
vately ascended to heaven as the precursor of their 
translation. 

A sect professing such extravagant tenets could 
not be expected to gain many proselytes, and it is 
but justice to the people of Scotland to allow that 
Buchanism found no countenance among them. 
The odious rites were perpetrated within the walls 
of its own humble convent, and never ventured to 
show themselves in open day. Society received no 
taint from its contagion, and gave little heed to its 
visionary pretensions. With the business of life its 
doctrines never ventured to mingle, but remained 
isolated, shunned and detested in every neighbor- 
hood where it pitched its tabernacles. Nor was it 
formed or designed for perpetuity. By its rules 
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there was neither marrying nor giving in marriage ; 
the limit of its duration was the lives of its mem- 
bers, and accordingly, after an existence of a few 
years; it dwindled away to a solitary octogenarian 
couple, the last survivor having died in January, 
1846. 

The author to whom we are indebted for the 
memoir of Mrs. Buchan and her infatuated group 
of enthusiasts is Mr. Joseph Train, a name not 
unknown in Scottish literature, and worthy of a 
passing notice. Sir Walter Scott found in him one 
of his most valuable coadjutors, and makes frequent 
mention, in his works, of the assistance he derived 
from his indgfatigable researches and contributions. 
Mr. Train belongs originally to the land of Burns, 
being a native of Ayrshire—of humble parentage, 
and indebted chiefly to his own diligence for his 
education, and his future success in hte. He was 
early intended for some mechanical employment ; 
but the drudgery of manual labor did not accord 
with his lively imagination and his taste for letters. 
The ardor of his love for the muses was such, that 
when a young man of twenty, and quartered, in 
1800, with the Ayrshire militia, at Inverness, he 
accumulated a guinea and a half in sixpences, saved 
from his pay, to purchase a copy of Currie’s edition 
of the works of Burns, published at Liverpool. 
The peace of Amiens having closed Mr. Train’s 
services as a militia-man, his patron, the colonel of 
the regiment, Sir David Hunter Blair, obtained for 
him an appointment in the excise; and this has 
continued to be his occupation, since 1810, in vari- 
ous districts of Scotland, Largs, Newtonstewart, 
Perth, Fife, Kirkintilloch, Queenferry, Falkirk, 
Wigton, and Castledouglas, where he still resides, 
as a retired supervisor, cultivating his favorite anti- 
quarian studies, and paving occasional court to the 
muse. His poetical effusions are numerous, and 
far above mediocrity. Like his illustrious country- 
man, Burns, who wrote many of his best lyrics 
while following the uncongenial profession of a 
gauger, Mr. Train was doomed to regale his poetic 
fancy from the odorous fumes of whiskey casks, 
malting vats, and illicit distillerics. 

The bent of his genius, however, and the oppor- 
tunities he enjoyed of an acquaintance with many 
of the interesting and picturesque localities in Scot- 
land, inclined him to the prosecution of traditional 
and antiquarian researches; and it was in this ca- 
pacity that he rendered himself so useful an auxil- 
lary to Sir Walter Scott. Mr. Train was neces- 
sarily one of the twenty who was in the secret of 
the authorship of the ‘t Waverley Novels ;”’ and, 
in several instances, premature revelations were in 
danger of outs to light, in consequence of his 
communications bearing a suspicious resemblance 
to characters and events described in the fictions of 
the Great Unknown. 

His first introduction to Sir Walter was the 
result of one of his earliest productions, ‘ Strains 
of the Mountain Muse,” published in 1814, consist 
ing chiefly of metrical tales, illustrative of traditions 
in Galloway and Ayrshire, accompanied with topo- 
graphical and legendary notes. Sir Walter at once 
procured a dozen copies and the address of the 
author, became his patron and friend, encouraged 
his antiquarian pursuits, and commenced a corre- 
spondence with him, which was only terminated by 
the death of the mighty minstrel. Mr. Train’s 
contributions to the Waverley Novels, it would be 
out of our province here to enumerate: they are 
duly acknowledged by Sir Walter in his prefaces, 
and afterwards by Lockhart, in the third, fourth, 
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fifth, and seventh volumes of the ‘‘ Life.” When 
composing the ‘‘ Lord of the Isles,” the distin- 
guished poet received from his new ally his descrip- 
tion of Queensberry Castle, the landing of Bruce 
from Arran, and the hospital founded by the royal 
fugitive at Kingscase, near Presterrick. 

rf was upon this occasion that he transmitted to Sir 
Walter one of the magus, or drinking-horns, provided 
by Bruce for the use of the lepers. This interesting 
relic was among the first of the many valuable anti- 
quarian remains afterwards presented to him; the 
extensive collection of which row forms one of the 
chief attractions at Abbotsford. A Roman battle- 
axe, found in the Moss of Cree; a razor of the fif- 
teenth century; the spleuchar of the famous free- 
booter, Rob Roy ; a fragment of the oaken bedstead 
that belonged to the Black Douglas ; a curious brass 
visor, with movable projecting horns, where the 
eye-holes should have been ; an Andrea Ferrara, 
said to have been worn by the notorious persecutor, 
the Laird of Lagg ; the stock-bow of Sir John the 
Graeme, who was killed at the battle of Falkirk in 
1298; a drinking qguatgh, made from Wallace’s 
tree in the ‘Torwood ; the ladle of the last resident 
hangman in Dumfries, with an account of the man- 
ner of using it, as described in the 13th volume of 
the Waverley Novels. ‘These, with a variety of 
other rare and time-honored curiosities, were fur- 
nished by the obliging exciseman during his inti- 
macy with Sir Walter. “ And,” as Mr. Lockhart 
says in his life, (chap. x.,) ‘if ever a catalogue of 
the museum at Abbotsford shall appear, no single 
contributor, most assuredly, will fill so large a space 
in it as Mr. Train.” 

But valuable as his antiquarian pursuits were, the 
amount and value of his literary services were still 
greater. To most of the novels he made some con- 
tribution or other. When alluding to his first in- 
terview with the then Great Unknown, Mr Lock- 
hart observes (vol. iii., e. 1) :— 

“ To this intercourse with Mr. Train, we owe 
the whole machinery of the ‘Tales of my Land- 
lord,’ as well as the adoption of Claverhouse’s pe- 
riod, for the scene of some of its first pictures.” 

The very name of Cleshbotham was borrowed 
from the professional soubriquet of a Galloway 
school-master. The account of the wandering As- 
trologer, which formed the ground-work for Guy 
Mannering—the curious history of Old Mortality, 
and the hint to make Viscount Dundee the hero of 
the tale—the sketch of ‘ Faithless Fanny,” the 
prototype of Madge Wildfire—the traditions on 
which the dramas of M Duff's Cross and the Doom 
of Devorgoil are founded—the first notice of the 
motley Morrice Dancers, so graphically portrayed 
in the Fair Maid of Perth—sketches of Skipper 
Hawkins, the original of Dick Hatterick—of Flora 
Marshall, the supposed Meg Merrilies—of Andrew 
Gummel, (a native of old Rumnock, in Ayrshire,) 
the Edie Ochiltree of the Antiquary—of Wander- 
ing Willie in Red Gauntlet—of the ravages perpe- 
trated by the Earl of Derby in Kirkcudbrightshire, 
as described in Pereril of the Peak—of the story of 
the Fifeshire Surgeon's Daughter, forming the nu- 
cleus of the admired tale bearing that name in the 
Chronicles of the Canongate—all these, and sundry 
other anecdotes of curious manners and customs, 
family legends, superstitions, &c., embodied in the 
Waverley series, owe their paternity to the un- 
wearied diligence of the devoted supervisor of ex- 
cise. The death of Sir Walter in some degree 
removed the main stimulus that had urged Mr. 
Train on in his antiquarian and traditional inquiries. 
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But he has not been idle for the last dozen years, 
‘tin his cottage pleasantly situated on the banks of 
the Carlingworth Lake, in the neighborhood of 
Castle Douglas.’’ A short time ago, he published 
a ‘* History of the Isle of Man;’’ and more recently 
appeared ‘* The Buchanites from first to last,” giv- 
ing a detailed account of the founder and fanatical 
extravagances of that miserably-deluded sect to 
whose history we now return. 

Mrs. Buchan, as her historian informs us, was 
the daughter of John Simpson, the keeper of a small 
hedge ale-house, or dram-shop, on the old road be- 
tween Banff and Portsay, at a place called Fat- 
macken, where she was born about the year 1738, 
and received the name of Elspeth. Before she had 
completed her third year, her mother died, and the 
father having married again soon after, she was put 
under the charge of strangers. ‘The wretched cir- 
cumstances of her foster parents is described as 
such, that ‘* her bedding consisted of a bag stuffed 
with straw laid down on the ground beside the fire 
at night, with an empty sack for a coverlet, which 
were removed in the morning, and stowed away till 
required again in the evening.’ Her earliest oo- 
cupation was to herd her master’s cows; but ao- 
cording to her own account she was not particularly 
trustworthy, for she confesses, ‘‘ I had no pleasure 
in working, and ever forgot the directions given 
me.” Her next employment was in the family of 
a distant relation of her mother’s, by whom she was 
taught to sew and read. The husband of this wo- 
man was a Banffshireman, and a West India planter, 
and as they were about to proceed to Jamaica, young 
Elspeth was taken along with them to Greenock. 
It was here that her future prospects and the entire 
current of her life underwent a lamentable change. 
While waiting for the ship that was to convey them 
across the Atlantic, ‘* she left her friends, to asso- 
ciate with idle company, and appears then to have 
contracted those depraved habits which she after- 
wards inculeated respecting matrimony.” The 
streets of Greenock and the company of sailors, and 
other low vagabonds, were not certainly the most 
repectable nursery for the gifts and graces of a 
saint, and one, too, who aspired to such intimate 
relationship with the Deity. No doubt, some of 
her doctrines—perhaps the most popular—were 
learned in this school; and the most remarkable 
feature in her subsequent career is, that she con- 
trived, after this discreditable noviciate, to get a 
single dupe to believe in her divine mission. 

How long she followed her Greenock profession 
does not appear on the record. Her next move- 
ment was one contrary to the principles she after- 
wards inculcated; for it is stated that ‘* she tre- 
eae at Ayr, a working potter. named Robert 

uchan, to be her husband!’’ This union, how- 
ever, does not appear to have been legally solem- 
nized, as no voucher or entrance of it can be discov- 
ered in the parish registers. It soon proved to be 
not a happy one; for her licentious conduct a Ayr 
obliged the husband to remove with her to Banff, 
where he commenced a manufactory of earthen-ware 
on his own account. Not being successful in this 
speculation, he repaired to Glasgow in search of 
employment, leaving his wife with three children 
at Banff ‘‘ to provide for themselves as they best 
could,” by teaching children to sew. Her family, 
at this time a son and two daughters, were grown 
up, and having imbibed their mother’s virtues, the 
afterwards joined the Buchanite Society. Humb 
as her occupation was, she might have earned a 
comfortable livelihood by it, had not her Greenock 
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propensities interfered with the sedate carriage 
expected from an instructress of youth. 

t was at this period, in her thirty-sixth year, 
that her irregularities took a new direction, and as- 
sumed a religious form. Her family and her school 
were neglected. Her whole attention was absorbed 
with devotional exercises, disputing about theologi- 
cal subjects, and frequenting ‘‘ fellowship meet- 
ings,” at which she is said to have excelled as an 
orator, and an ingenious expounder of Scripture. 
Her views were not reckoned orthodox, neverthe- 
less she made several converts ; amongst others, the 
wife of a Captain Cook, of the revenue cutter on 
that station. Their chief occupation was to spend 
many hours together, ‘‘ mourning for their own 
sins and the sins of others ;’’ but the captain, not 
relishing this employment of his wife, and thinking 
her ‘‘ mad with religion,” kept her shut up ina 
dark room for three weeks, and was reported to 
have threatened Mrs. Buchan’s life. The clergy 
also took the alarm, being offended both with her 
doctrines and her loose conduct, and became chiefly 
instrumental in raising the populace against her. 
But the more she was opposed, the more resolute 
she was ‘‘ to carry out the details of a divine apoc- 
alypse, charging her with a heavenly mission.” 
Her pretext, like Cromwell’s when he wanted a 
reason to sanction his own earthly purposes, was, 
that she was “‘ seeking the word of the Lord ;” and 
so earnest was she in her inquiries that, she writes, 
“ had a gallows been erected at every door, I would 
not have stayed from going there.” According to 
her own account she went through a sort of refining 
process, before entering upon her apocalyptic duties, 
for she says—“ In the year 1774, the power of God 
wrought such a wonderful change on my senses, 
that I overcame the flesh, so as not to make use of 
earthly food for some weeks ; which made all that 
saw me conclude I was going to depart this life.” 
This victory over the flesh must be understood as 
referring solely to the stomach; for in no other 
sense was it admitted as an article in Mrs. Buchan’s 
creed. 

The hostility of the clergy, the desertion of her 
school, and the imminent danger of her life, induced 
“our lady’’ to remove with her family to Glasgow, 
where she arrived in March, 1781, and was cordial- 
ly received by her husband, then employed in a 
pottery in that city—the delf-work at the Broomie- 
law. Here she kept up a correspondence with her 
associates in the north—the members of the Banff- 
shire Fellowship Societies ; but her early propensi- 
ties seem not to have been eradicated, for “an un- 
favorable report regarding her mode of life reached 
her native place,’ and drew from some of her 
friends there an advice ‘to mend her manners.” 
To these insinuations she replied in a spirit of 
Christian forbearance; regretting the trouble her 
advisers took about her concerns, and promising 
‘to plead for them night and day at the throne of 
grace.” 

During her residence in Glasgow at this time, 
(1782,) she formed an acquaintance with two per- 
sons, the Rev. Hugh White, and Mr. Andrew In- 
ncs, afterwards the two most zealous and most 
celebrated of her disciples. Mr. White was then 
minister of the Relief Congregation at Irvine, near 
Ayr. He had the reputation of being a popular 
preacher, and was certainly a man of talents, and a 
scholar. His native place was St. Ninians, near 
Stirling ; but he had been professor of logic in an 
American college, and was reckoned a profound 
theologian. His besetting foible was vanity and 
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self-conceit ; and he must have been unsteady in his 
opinions, as he changed from the established church 
to the secession. His weakness in these respects 
rendered him an easy captive to the spiritual flat- 
teries of Luckie Buchan. She had an opportunity 
of hearing him preach at a sacrament in the neigh- 
borhood of Glasgow, in December, 1782, and being 
taken with his oratory, she informed him by letter 
of the conquest he had made, and of his being * the 
first minister who had spoken effectually to her 
heart.” The epistle is a curious specimen of artful 
compliment and blasphemous assumption. She tells 
him that before seeing him with the bodily eye, she 
had often viewed him by the eye of faith; that he 
was ‘‘a promised seed, actually born from above,”’ 
the apocalyptic child, *‘ that bas Jain in the womb 
of the everlasting decree from all eternity.’’ 

This communication was received at first as an 
effusion of genuine piety; and as such Mr. White 
showed it to several of his congregation, who were 
so pleased with Mrs. Buchan’s religious views, that 
they wished her personal acquaintance. Accord- 
Bi , Mr. White invited her to Irvine, where she 
became his lodger, and met with a welcome recep- 
tion from the whole sect, who seem to have paid 
her the utmost reverence. 

“ From her heavenly conversation and extraor- 
dinary gifts (says the narrative) they soon began to 
consider her a valuable acquisition to their party. 
Religion was her constant topic ; in every company 
and on all occasions she introduced it. Her time 
was wholly employed in visiting from house to 
house ; in praying and solving doubts, answering 
questions, and in expounding the Scriptures.” It 
is not easy for Satan long to pass as an angel of 
light. Some of the congregation began to question 
the orthodoxy of her principles ; they accused their 
minister of having imbibed them, and requested 
him to dismiss her as a dangerous person. With 
this peremptory demand he was obliged to comply. 
In a few weeks Mrs. Buchan quitted Irvine, and 
repaired to Glasgow, where she continued to cor- 
respond with her reverend neophyte, for the pur- 
pose of encouraging his “ young faith,” assuring 
him that her birth pains of heavenly love towards 
him far surpassed the love of woman: and rejoicing 
that her lot and his had been cast in the same land! 
Her correspondents at this early stage of her mis- 
sion, amongst whom was the Rev. Francis O'Rely, 
of Northampton, were numerous, for one of her 
disciples says, ‘‘ when Friend Mother came to Ir- 
vine, she brought with her a little hair-trunk filled 
with letters from various ministers and religious 
societies in the north of England.” 

Another of her converts at this time was Andrew 
Innes, the last survivor of the sect, who may also 
claim the honor of being its historiegrapher, as it 
was chiefly from materials furnished by him that 
Mr. Train drew up his narrative. This attached 
devotee, second only in Luckie’s affections to the 
Great Man Child himself, was from Muthill in 
Perthshire. His parents were humble cotfers, and 
he was bred to the business of a carpenter; but 
hearing of Mrs. Buchan’s fame in the west, and the 
excitement caused by Mr. White’s heresies, An- 
drew resolved “‘ to cast in his lot with them, although 
most violently opposed by his mother and many of 
his friends.” It was in 1787 that he first met 
our lady, to whose person and pretensions he after- 
wards adhered with romantic devotion. His exer- 
tions contributed much to the forming of the Bu- 
chanite society, of which he remained an effective 
member to the last, and in right of survivorship he 
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became possessed of all the property belonging to 
that community. 

The trial of Mr. White for heresy before the Re- 
lief Presbytery at Glasgow, was the occasion for a 
general rendeavous of his friends at Mrs. Buchan’s 
lodgings there. Although the reverend gentlemen 
had not openly declared his ghostly idol to be actu- 
ally the woman prophesied in the Revelation, yet 
he boldly affirmed her to be a saint of no ordinary 
character, and the harbinger of a light that would 
expel the darkness of Anuchrist which had so long 
overshadowed the earth. His congregation, how- 
ever, offended at the delusions and blasphemous 
Opinions he had imbibed, threatened him with depo- 
sition for propagating tenets contrary te the Confes- 
sion of Faith. A paper being drawa up by his 
Opponents, containing what was supposed to be the 
aew doctrines, he acknowledged them as his prin- 
ciples and subscribed them as such; and with re- 

to his quitting Mrs. Buchan, ‘‘he was so 
enamored of her mystic views, that he declared he 
would sooner cut off his rightarm.’’ In short, Mr. 
White’s vanity led him to believe that he was des- 
tined to be a second John Knox, the founder of a 
new church; and in this delirium his spiritual 
mother encouraged him. ‘‘ Believe me, (she wrote,) 
my dear love, there is nothing in glory, praco, or 
providence but what is on your side. Although 
hell and earth, men and devils, be raging against 
us, they can only rage in their own ground, and 
cannot harm us. hi > . sd . 
You are on the Lord’s side, therefore the enemies 
of the Lord are up in arms against you ; but go you 
forward, fear not, for the breaker is come up before 
them. The great 1 AM will keep you like the ap- 
ple of his eye.” 

Mr. White's friends regretted his infatuation, 
and judged of his prospects in a different light from 
the frenzied view of it taken by Mre. Buchan. He 
had a young wife, and two children still in infancy. 
But all expostulation was in vain. His opinions 
and his whole deportment had undergone a change 
so marvellous, that people attributed the influence 
of Luckie over him to her skill in the black art. 
He would listen neither to the voice of reason nor 
the sympathies of domestic affection. His trial pro- 
ceeded, and the Presbytery were obliged to eject 
him from the ministry. This was in August, 1783, 
the decision of the court being unanimous, finding 
him guilty ‘ of entertaining a number of sentiments 
contrary to Scripture.’? While his relations pitied 
and lamented his delusion, the result was hailed as 
a triumph over Satan and the malice of the world, 
by the crafty woman by whom he was so unaccount- 
ably misled. She wrote both to him and Mrs. 
White, exhorting them not to fear their enemies :— 

‘* Poor short-sighted creatures, they see nothing 
on the other side of death. They think that I have 
done all this; and many are praying that you had 
never seen me; but I am sure, if they knew how 
happy I would be to spend my last breath, and the 
last drop of my blood, tor Hugh White, they would 
not give themselves so much trouble. I am glad to 
think you are so well prepared for this stroke; but 
it will do you no harm, for although the whole 
course of nature were set on fire, it would not singe 
one hair of your head !”’ 

The deposition of Mr. White excited no small 
sensation in the west, especially in Glasgow, where 
Mrs. Buchan then resided, in her old lodging in the 
Salt Market, receiving visits from crowds of Irvine 
people, and disputing with her enemies on religious 
matters. A small remoant of Mr. White’s congre- 
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gation embraced the new doctrines, and resolved to 
adhere to him. These formed the nucleus of the 
sect; the most zealous and influential of whom, at 
this time, says the narrative, ‘‘were Mr. Peter 
Hunter, writer and town-clerk in Irvine, and John 
Gibson, builder there. Many individuals of both 
sexes followed in their wake. Mrs. Buchan had 
informed them of the apocalypse that had induced 
her to travel from sea to sea for the fulfilment of 
that holy revelatiun ; but though thus employed for 
nearly ten years, she confessed she had been only a 
gazing-stock to the people, and the butt of the 
devil’s wrath. No person was so impressed with 
the belief of her divine call as to follow her from 
Banffshire ; nor after her departure from her native 
place did the whimsies advanced by her disturb, in 
the slightest degree, the order of any community. 
In Glasgow, the only convert she appears to have 
made was Andrew Innes! Andrew’s first inter- 
view with Luckie happened the preceding year, as 
we have mentioned. Have travelled from Mut- 
hill to Glasgow, to attend the Relief Sacrament, he 
accidentally met her in his landlady’s kitchen, and 
accompanied her to chapel. ‘The consequences he 
must relate himself— 

‘¢ After service, she invited me to her lodgings, 
which were then in the upper flat of an old wooden 
house in the Salt-Market, and was but poorly fur 
nished. As soon as I went in, she rose and con- 
ducted me to Glasgow-green, where she laid open 
to my view how the kings and hosts of Israel be- 
came a curse to the people, and how David, by his 
adultery with Bathsheba, occasioned the death of 
so many people; with other parts of Scripture, 
which I knew to be truth so simple and easy to be 
comprehended, that I wondered I had never seen 
them before in the same light. We parted in the 
evening, and I called by appointment again at her 
house on Monday, for the purpose of seeing her 
letters of correspondence, which were chiefly with 
ministers of various sects in Banff and Aberdeen- 
shire.” 

The doors of the church being closed against Mr. 
White, he preached in his own garden, but his 
hearers being often disturbed by persons throwing 
stones and brick-bats among them, he was forced 
to retire into his own house, where their meetings 
at night continued for some time, Mrs. Buchan 
always taking a leading part. The nature and 
results of these nocturnal conventions are thus de- 
scribed :— 

‘¢ The room was always crowded to excess; and 
the enemies sometimes remained after the public 
service was over, to contend about disputed points 
of doctrine, from which no good resulted to either 
party. The friends and relations of those who had 
become members of the society were determined to 
throw every possible interruption in their way. 
Customers deserted merchants who were members ; 
tradesmen, laborers, &c., were thrown out of em- 
ployment; parents were set against their children, 
servants against their masters, and drunken sailors 
were encouraged to watch and molest every person 
about to enter Mr. White’s house in the evenings. 
And these practices not being discouraged by the 
magistrates, they grew the longer, the more pre- 
sumptuous, till ai last they attacked the doors and 
windows with sticks and stones; and when he 
applied to the magistrates for protection, he was 
only told to send away that offensive woman, and 
the people would be quiet as formerly. 

‘ For greater privacy, they afterwards met at the 
house of Mr. Hunter; but their meetings there 
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being discovered also, and the indignation of the 
populace being roused by the reports circulated of 
their doctrines and manner of worship, the doors 
and windows were demolished ; and Mrs. Buchan, 
while endeavoring to escape the fury of the mob by 
a back way, was intercepted. She was accompa- 
nied by Mr. Gibson, a very strong man, who, when 
one of the rabble was about to Jay violent hands on 
her, grasped her round the waist with his arms, 
and would not part with her till a drunken fellow 
cut one of his hands with a jocteleg, (clasp-knife,) 
whereupon a general shout of joy was raised for 
the capture of the witch-wife, who had cast her 

‘glamoury’ over the minister. After dragging 
her through all the streets of the town, nearly in a 
state of nudity, many were for ducking her in the 
river, but the majority was for parading her home 
to her husband, to the sound of an old tin-kettle ; 
and they actually trailed her to Stewarton, a village 
about eight miles from Irvine, on the Glasgow road. 
Andrew Innes says :—Mr. White and I, concealed 
by the darkness of the night, followed at a short 
distance all the way. We “heard them once insult 
her about her feigned attachment to Christ. They 
would raise her up as high as they could, callin aloud 
for her to fly now to heaven, like Enoch or Elijah, 
at the same time letting her drop to the ground, 
exclaiming, ‘ She cannot fly yet; we must take her 
on a little further, and try her again.” When they 
came to the bridge at Stewarton, they took her to 
the ledge, for the purpose of throwing her into the 
river, and would have done so, had not one of the 
party opposed them, saying, ‘She has done us no 
personal harm, therefore we will not kill her out- 
right—let her husband do that if he pleases, when 
he gets her home.’ This timely interruption seemed 
to divert them from their intention of drowning her. 
As they dragged her into Stewarton, the noise they 
made in the streets caused the people to come run- 
ning out, many with candles in their hands. The 
crowd soon became very great, and the night being 
very dark, they lost sight of her suddenly, nor 
could they find her again.” 

This was rough handling for a prophetess, who 
claimed to have a heavenly commission—and, had 
her persecutors been amenable to the ordinary feel- 
ings of superstition, the circumstance of her mys- 
terious disappearance might have shaken their 
incredulity of her being an impostor. But the mys- 
tery was soon revealed. Luckie showed that her 
nimbleness of heel was not inferior to the volubility 
of her tongue. She had taken advantage of the 
“ sleety night” to retrace her steps—and when her 
scattered fullowers were assembled in Mr. White's 
parlor, mourning for her loss, (says Andrew Innes,) 
and the opinion gathered ground that she had actu- 
ally ascended to heaven— 

‘6 In she stepped in the gray of the morning, in 
a most pitiable plight; she was bareheaded, bare- 
footed, with scarcely a rag to cover her nakedness, 
and all her person over with blood; yet she was 
cheerful, and said, ‘I suffer all this freely for the 
sake of those I love.’ On escaping from the hands 
of her enemies at Stewarton, she made her way 
back to Irvine, by climbing over dykes, and squeez- 
ing through hedges, not daring to keep the public 
road, lest théy might be in pursuit of her. Mr. 
Gibson washed and dressed her wounds, and when 
she was put to bed; we each retired to our respec- 
` tive places of abode.’ 

Her presence in Irvine, and the congregating of 
her friends again, was the signal for another attack. 
Crowds assembled, the house was beset, the doors 
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and windows battered with stones, and the lives of 
the inmates put in jeopardy. The magistrates were 
obliged to interfere, and immediately ordered her 
removal. In this extremity, Mr. Hunter engaged 
a man with a horse and cart, to take her to Glas- 
gow—Mr. Gibson volunteering to attend her as 
sick-nurse, and Andrew Innes as an escort, to report 
her safe arrival. Her finances were so low at this 
time, that, on leaving Irvine, she did not possess 
even the smallest silver coin, and Andrew gave her 
his watch, which he understood she pawned for a 
few shillings, to relieve her immediate wants; but 
when she received a further supply from her more 
wealthy adherents, she redeemed the pledge, and 
returned it to its proper owner. In Glasgow her 
dupes continued to frequent her house, so that her 
family affairs were utterly neglected, and her hus- 
band reduced to abject poverty, by the extension of 
her hospitality to swarms of visitors, to whom he 
was an entire stranger. The consequence was, he 
was obliged to have a legal divorce, a step rendered 
all the more necessary from her revolting doctrines 
on the subject of ‘carnal marriages.” It is re- 
markable that she never adopted her husband’s 
name in her early letters, which are all signed 
‘S ELSPETH Simpson ;’? and which make no dis- 
closures on the grand point of her intention to carry 
her disciples to heaven in the body, without tasting 
of death. Her correspondence, at this period, is 
filled with rhapsodies about the overflowings of her 
love for her spiritual children, ‘‘ amidst a generation 
of vipers,” and the destroyers of this world ‘all 
coming against us like bulls of Bashan, with their 
mouths wide open to devour.” She warned them 
that “ Satan was trying to sift them,” but that they 
were to rejoice in tribulation, for their past suffer- 
ings would now be “no more than a dream, or a 
tale that is told.” 

A change of locality was now deemed advisable. 
and as Andrew Innes’ mother had come to Glasgow 
in quest of her strayed son, Luckie Buchan was 
persuaded to accompany them to Muthill, ‘a pious 
wheelwright” of that place, Duncan Robertson, 
having been despatched with a riding-horse to meet 
her at Kilsyth, and assist her in her journey. She 
professed great reluctance at parting with her “ lov- 
ing friends and sweet babes” in the west; but she 
was reconciled to her new abode by finding she was 
kindly received, and might get another ‘* little vine- 
yard” to bear fruit, as at Irvine. Her only desid- 
eratum here seems to have been Mr. Hugh White, 
who was, of course, strongly urged to take up his 
residence with her immediately. 

‘¢ There being great desire and need of you, (she 
writes ;) they are thirsting for the water of life, 
and receive it greedily. ‘There are not a few young 
creatures here that have some breathings of love, 
but they are like to be choked with ignorance. I 
trust you will make no delay in coming here while 
the edge is on the people’s minds. As to removing 
your family, you need say little about that till you 
come yourself. My body is loaded with a great 
cold, but my senses are like pipes of new wine, all 
tunning from a free fountain.’ 

With this warm intention Mr. White complied, 
and travelled on foot in the latter end of Novemher, 
from Irvine to Muthill, a distance of seventy-six 
miles, in two days. His c mpanions were Andrew 
Innes, James Stewart, an! Agnes Wylie. At this 
time two of Mrs. Buchan s daughters, Peggy and 
Anne, resided in Irvine, the elder being a servant 
with Mr. White. These are the young women 
whom she afterwards geve out to be, ‘‘one am 
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incarnation of Christ, the other of the Holy 
Ghost !”’ 

Mr. White’s reception at Muthill was not so 
kindly as that of his female forerunner had been. 
He discovered no symptoms of religious ‘‘ thirst” 
anywhere except in Friend Mother. The people 
had too deep a reverence for the established church 
and the confession of faith, to listen to ‘‘ the abom- 
inations taught by Mrs. Buchan, and confirmed by 
Hugh W hite,” of which they were faithfully warned 
by the clergy. They refused to admit him into 
their houses, or totake him by the hand, or to touch 
him, as it was confidently believed Luckie had be- 
witched him; and when he preached, ‘‘ many of 
the men who had assembled to hear him, rose to 
their feet, and waved their staves before him ina 
very threatening manner.’ Discouraged by this 
opposition, the two fanatics and their discipleg re- 
solved to venture back to Irvine, where some of Mr. 
White's former congregation seemed to think that 
poverty would make him recant, and that the Bu- 
chanites would thereby be scattered. In this they 
were mistaken, ‘‘ and when they saw cart after cart 
arrive from Mauthill, laden with people, goods, and 
chattels, their rage became ungovernable. Mr. 
White’s house was again attacked, and the win- 
dows demolished. The inhabitants petitioned the 
magistrates to have the lady apprehended and pun- 
ished legally as a blasphemer, and her reverend 
paramour also, as a disseminator of herdogmas. A 
sentence of banishment was issued, (May, 1784,) 
ordering her to leave the royalty within two hours. 
The summary decision was instantly obeyed ; *‘ and 
such was the hurry, that some had scarcely time to 
pack up a hand-bundle, put out the fire, and lock 
the door.” One left a washing on the green—an- 
other left a cow bellowing at the crib. Although 
the act applied only to Mrs. Buchan, her followers 
resolved to share her exile. 

“ With this intention, (says Andrew Innes,) we 
had rallied round her in Mr. White’s parlor, each 
man with a staff in one hand, and a small bundle 
in the other; each woman with her coats kilted, 
and a small bundle in a handkerchief, tied round her 
waist. Mr. and Mrs. White seemed rather down- 
cast, but Friend Mother was more cheerful than 
ordinary. She spoke to us individually, and quoted 
passages of Scripture with surpassing aptitude, to 
fortify our minds in that trying hour. She often 
repeated the twenty-eighth verse of the sixteenth 
chapter of Matthew with great composure and dig- 
nity—‘ Verily, I say unto you, there be some stand- 
ing here which shall not taste of death till they shall 
see the Son of man coming in his kingdom.’ 
When the magistrates and constables appeared at 
the door, she proceeded with them, Mr. White ac- 
companying her on one side, and Mr. Gibson on the 
other. The women and children followed, the men 
bringing up the rear. The streets through which 
we passed were crowded to such excess, that the 
constables could scarcely open a passage. All those 
that came from Muthill were very ill used ; the peo- 
ple made sport of pushing their staves between our 
legs so as to make us fall, and then pushed others 
over us; chiding us at the same time tor ruining 
ourselves by following an old witch-wife, who had 
evidently cast her cantrips over us. Just as the 
Magistrates were about to return, a drunken sailor 
tore off the cap of our Friend Mother, and pulled 
her to the ground; and then ran past the magis- 
trates, exclaiming, ‘I have got a right handful of 
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About this period these fanatics attracted the no- 
tice of the poet Burns, then residing at his farm of 
Mossgiel. Ina letter to a friend in Montrose, he 
alludes to their society, and describes their tenets 
as ‘* a strange jumble of enthusiastic jargon.” Of 
their libertine principles he also speaks freely, but 
without exaggeration :— 

‘ Old Buchan (he adds) pretends to give them 
the Holy Ghost, by breathing on them, which she 
does with postures and practices scandalously inde- 
cent. They hold a community of goods, and live 
nearly an idle life, carrying on a great farce of de- 
votion in barns and woods, where they lie and lodge 
all together ; and hold likewise a community of wo- 
men, as it is another of their tenets that they can 
commit no moral sin. Iam personally acquainted 
with most of them, and can assure you the above 
mentioned are facts.” 

The ejected emigrants, on quitting Irvine, which 
they denounced as another Sodom, to be overtaken 
with some signal judgment for the wickedness of 
the people, beut their steps towards the south. The 
cause of their moving in that direction, Mr. Innes 
explains :—‘‘After consulting on the road a short 
time, we agreed to keep our faces as steadily as 
possible towards that part of the heavens where we 
supposed the Saviour of the world would appear at 
his second coming, (Matthew, chapter 26th,) and 
moved off very slowly,” &c. 

Their society consisted of forty-six, but was after- 
wards reinforced to sixty, chiefly by converts from 
England. ‘The style of their travelling was pictur- 
esque. Mrs. Buchan, attired in a scarlet cloak, the 
discarded minister, and one or two of her higher 
dupes, were seated in a cart, while the remainder 
followed on foot. Allan Cunningham states that 
Luckie sometimes rode in front on a white pony, 
‘and often halted to lecture them on the loveliness 
of the land, and to cheer them with food from what 
she called the gardens of mercy, and with drink 
from a large cup, called the comforter.” Her com- 
pany ‘‘ were for the most part clever chiels, and 
bonny, spanking, rosy-cheeked lasses, many of them 
in their teens. Over their dark petticoats they wore 
short gowns, reaching from the chin half-way down 
the thigh, and fitted close to the bosom. They 
werc bare-headed, and their locks of unusual length 
were restrained from falling in a fleece over their 
back and breast by small buckling-combs.”' 

They had difficulty in procuring food, as the 
country shunned them. Oat cake, when they could 
purchase it at the farm-housvs, and cold water, was 
their common fare. When they came to a stream, 
they sat down on the bank, Friend Mother dividing 
to each a bit of cake, and a tankard of water was 
handed round, brought from the rivulet by one of 
the women. All shared alike; the only distinction 
in the way of luxury being that our lady ‘¢ after 
she had divided the bread, lighted her pipe and took 
a smoke of tobacco.’’ Inthe article of lodgings they 
were miserably provided for, as few public houses 
could accommodate them, and farmers declined to 
harborthem. Near Dundonald they were permitted 
to occupy a cart-shed and a killogie for the night. 
At New Cumnock they were granted the use of a 
hay-loft ; but at Slunkford the farmer would not 
give them his barn, nor even allow them the shelter 
of his hay-stack. Mr. White preached to them and 
cheered them on their journey, by drawing compar- 
isons between their difficulties and those of Christ 
and his apostles. During their march they chanted, 
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kind of rude psalmody, which attracted general at- 
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tention wherever they passed. ‘They made the 
hills and woodlands ring with rhymes of their own 
composing, sung in full chorus to what is called 
profane music,” one of their favorite airs being The 
Beds of Sweet Roses, then a popular song in the 
west. 

The first resting place they procured was at New 
Comple, a farm-house in Nithsdale, near Thornhill 
thirteen miles above Dumfries. There the wander- 
ing Buchanites were induced to halt, in consequence 
of one of the wealthiest of their members, Mr. Hun- 
ter, being apprehended and carried back to Irvine, 
on the charge of having deserted his business and 
property, but in reality to detach him from the idle 
company he had joined. Tho tenant of the farm, 
pit. Davidson, at first gave them only the temporary 
use of a barn ; but finding they consumed and paid 
ready money for a considerable amount of his farm 
produce, and assisted him in his field labors, he al- 
lowed them to remain for some time, and afterwards 
gave them grounds to erect a house for themselves, 
called Buchan’s Ha’, a name which it still retains. 
-*¢T¢ was here,” says Andrew Innes, “‘ like the dis- 

‘Giples of Christ after Pentecost, our apostolical life 
commenced ; all that believed were together, and had 
all-things common.” Their money was put into a 
joint-stock purse, and placed at the disposal of John 
Gibeon, who was both treasurer and purveyor of the 
kitchen. Janet Grant, who had kept a cloth-shop 
in Irvine, was mistress of the robes, and had charge 
of all the uaoccupied clothes, to keep them clean 
-and whole, asd give them out when any person 
wanted a change. The other women assisted in 
washing, knitting, and darning stockings, and they 
had tailors and oobblers for mending their shoes and 
outer garments. They occasionally wrought at hay 
or harvest for their neighbors, but never accepted 
wages, and always took their meals apart by them- 
selves, concluding it with singing one of their own 
rhymes. 
heir food was mean and scanty, consisting of 
potatoes and salt, or herrings, or ‘* a drop of milk, 
when that was attainable.” It was cooked in the 
farmer’s kitchen, and served on a small table, round 
which they sat; and if any religious discussion was 
goiag on in the barn, they would run, with a potato, 
en chemise, in their hand, to hear the controversy. 
Having neither hay nor straw to sleep on, they 
were obliged to pull heather from the moors, which 
they, bound in bundles of about six feet long and 
four, broad, ** thereby forming a bed for two per- 
sons.’ Those bundles were placed in a double 
row. on the barn floor, closely pressed together, with 
the Lops uppermost for softness, the space between 
being scarcely more than sufficient for a single per- 
son to pass; their only covering was one blanket 
to each bed, and for pillows they used their body- 
clothes. By degrees, and after they had erected 
their house, which they built entirely themselves, 
their condition improved—each had two blankets, 
and for bedsteads they nailed four rough boards 
together, which were filled with straw for mat- 
trassos as soon as it could be procured. Their 
cabin was only one story high, thirty-six feet long, 
and sixteen broad, covered with heather. It was 
provided with a loft, supported by poles, and this 
rimitive attic was the general sleeping apartment. 
Fo this bed-room they ascended by a trap-ladder in 
the middle of the house, there being only two beds 
below in a small closet. 

‘Our furniture (says Andrew Innes) consisted 
of two long tables, or deals, surrounded by links or 
cutty stools. In the kitchen was a dresser, a meal- 
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chest, and a few stools. In Mr. White’s closet was 
a table, and a few chairs, intended for strangers.” 

In this miserable hovel, and in beds of heather or 
straw, 80 closely jammed together that a person 
could scarcely move between them, were immured 
about sixty individuals of both sexes, who embraced 
some of thé worst dogmas of the ancient Essenes, 
and of the modern Socialists. Among them the 
marriage relation was entirely disregarded. Chil- 
dren did not know their parents; the title of Mr. 
and Mrs. was abolished, and new names substituted 
for the old; thus, Mr. Hunter, who had retumed, 
was called Peter—Mr. White, Isold Whitehead— 
and so of the rest, except the Man-Child, who 
wished to be named Friend White. For these 
changes, Scripture reasons were assigned ; but the 
general belief was, they adopted this device for the 
purpose of committing and concealing crimes of a 
flagitious character. 

The fixture of these abominable enthusiasts in 
the Vale of Nith, where many persons alive still 
remember them, created a strong sensation, which 
was soon inflamed into violence by Mr. White’s 
preaching, and announcing Friend Mother as the 
‘* mysterious woman predicted in the Revelation, 
in whom the light of God was restored to the 
world.” Disgusted with these blasphemous rav- 
ings, the people attacked their house, smashed 
doors and windows, ransacked the beds and chests, 
and even the farmer’s draw-well, for * Luckie,” 
who might have been torn to pieces, had she not 
escaped privately to Closeburn Castle, the seat of 
Mr. (now Sir Charles) Monteith, being warned on 
the previous evening of what was to take place; 
for guns were fired and lights kindled on the hills, 
as signals to collect for the attack. Forty-two of 
the rioters were tried for the assault, and upwards 
of twenty of them were fined at Dumfries by the 
sheriff of the county. The clergy of the local Pres- 
bytery also interfered, and attempted to have ‘* Mrs. 
Buchan and the man-child, W hite,” libelled before 
the church court for teaching blasphemous doctrines ; 
but they did not succeed, and the proceeding was 
abandoned. Luckie’s correspondence must have 
been voluminous ; for she sometimes wrote all 
night, and complained grievously of the expense of 
postages. She paid a visit, accompanied by her 
“ high priest,” to a very old acquaintance, near 
Moffat, the Rev. Mr. Nicholson, of Wamphray, in 
the hope of converting him. She boldly maintained, 
‘ She was actually the spirit of God, which all un- 
believers would soon know to their cost.” But 
when the neighbors learned that the manse was pol- 
luted by such unholy visitants, they threatened to 
mob them, and call the minister to account. 

Much of Mr. White’s time, while at Closeburn, 
seems to have been occupied in writing hymns for 
the use of the society, and in composing the Divine 
Dictionary, or summary of their doctrines; for as 
they professed having Scripture to support all their 
opinions, they deemed it necessary that they should 
publish to the world such an exposition of their 
faith and practice as would tend in future to silence 
their enemies! The work is described as a com- 
plete jumble of fanatical nonsense, and denunciations 
against those who dared to disbelieve the divine 
mission of the mysterious woman. ‘It showed 
them,” says the historian of the Relief church, Mr. 
Struthers, ‘to be illiterate, erroneous, visionary, 
and rhapsodical. So little reason was mixed up 
with their madness, that it is often impossible to 
comprehend their ravings, and to say exactly what, 
on various topics, was their belief.”’ It treated of 
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the propagation of mankind—the human soul—the 
decrees of God—the nature of true devotion—the 
meeting Christ in the clouds—and pretended to give 
“t a divine receipt, instructing how all may live for- 
ever.” The principal object of the work, however, 
was to proclaim to the world that they (the Buchan- 
ites) ‘‘ are actually waiting for the second coming 
of Christ, and believe that they alone shall be trans- 
lated into the clouds, to meet the Lord in the air.” 
This leading article of their creed was engrossed in 
the title-page of the work: and the publication blas- 
phemously concludes by declaring that ‘‘ the truths 
contained in it were received from divine inspiration, 
by a babe in the love of God, Hugh White, revised 
and approved by Elspeth Simpson!” Repeated 
warnings are given in it “to this poor deluded 
world’ not to despise their admonitions, but to 
repair forthwith to New Comple, if they would be 
saved from sin and death, for there alone was the 
light of God restored back to this earth. ‘‘ Never 
mind the style, but attend to the sentiment,’’ was 
the laconic advice they gave to all readers of the 
Divine Dictionary. 

If their ambition was, as stated, to spread their 
fame by this publication, they were grievously dis- 
appointed. ‘Their worst enemies could not have 
advised them to do anything more injurious to their 
expectations of success. It was scarcely known 
beyond their own locality, and no clergyman deemed 
it worth while to lift a pen to refute it. Even the 
printing of such infamous doctrines could not be tol- 
erated in Dumfries; and such was the popular 
odium against Mr. Jackson, who threw off the first 
sheets, that the remainder was transferred to Edin- 
burgh, in Mr. Innes’ pocket. 

heir only other writings appear to have been 
hymns; but judging from a single specimen, the 
inspiration of their muse could not have proceeded 
from a very sublime fountain. The following stan- 
zas commence a kind of psalm, or song of deliver- 
ance from their ill-treatment, by the ‘‘ People of 
Closeburn :”— 


“ The people in Closeburn parish residing, 
Came often our sermons to hear ; 
And rudely they questioned our words, though most 
pure— 
Our persons they threatened to tear. 


‘* They often, with batons and cudgels combined, 
With billets of wood, and with stones ; 

But He who has power all men to control, 
Prevented them breaking our bones.” 


Mrs. Buchan herself, in one of her letters to the 
Rev. Gabriel Russell, of Dundee, celebrates her 
troubles and her triumphs, at New Comple in a 
similar strain :— 

‘ I have been, these ten years past, the very butt 
of the great red dragon’s wrath, and a gazing-stock 
to a worthless, blinded world, who are continually 
spewing out floods of falsehood, cruel mockings, 
and murdering plots against us, either to scatter or 
kill us; but oh, praise! praise! eternal praise and 
thanksgiving to divine wisdom and almighty power, 
the worst of their intentions have hitherto turned 
out for our good, for none of our society has yet 
fallen before the enemy.” 

Instead of diminishing, the society increased, 
having about this time gained an accession of more 
than ee rsons, the greater part being from 
the northo England. George Hill, a well-educated 
young man, a native of Edinburgh, and at that time 
clerk to the Closeburn lime-works, was the first to 
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join them ; and he, with Mr. Hunter, the ex-town- 
clerk of Irwine, proved useful assistants, as aman- 
uenses, to Mr. White. The fame of the sect, and 
of the ‘* Lady of Light,” or “ Great Luminary,” as 
Mrs. Buchan was now called, was carried to Eng- © 
land by James Brown, a merchant tailor from Sun- 
derland, who had accidentally visited New Comple, 
and was captivated with their expectations of pass- 
ing into glory without tasting of death. A more 
important acquisition was Mr. Thos. Bradley, from 
Hartlepool, in Durham county, who disposed of his 
property in Yorkshire, and his farming-stock at 
Stranton, and joined the Buchanites. His friends 
attempted to prevent this foolish expedition ; but he 
absconded before day-light, with clothing and vict- 
uals, for the journey, wife, children, and chattels, in 
a large wagon drawn by two horses, and was re- 
ceived joyfully at New Comple—his wealth being 
of material advantage to the society. 

It was to be expected that doctrines so palatable 
to human nature, both spiritually and carnally, 
would attract proselytes of somewhat equivocal 
character. One applicant of this kind that appeared 
was a young naval officer, Mr. C. E. Conyers, lieu- 
tenant of marines, who consented to “‘ leave all the 
vain-glory of his former life,” and cast in his lot 
with ‘those blessed expectants of immortality.” 
But as it was a rule of the society that no member 
could retain any earthly drag or entanglement, 
whereby his ascension to the next world might be 
retarded, Mr. Conyers was obliged to resign his 
half-pay, which he did in a letter to the secretary 
of the admiralty, intimating his determination to 
hold no longer any commission under an earthly 
crown. On first appearing in his new service, he 
was bare-headed, which our Jady took as a mark of 
profound respect and superior breeding, to which 
she was not always accustomed. It soon transpired, 
however, that he had been regaling himself the 
night before at a neighboring wayside inn, (Brown- 
hill,) and having no money to pay his bill, the land- 
lord kept possession of the hat. This explained the 
mystery of the obeisance ; but the old hat was re- 
deemed, and the next time the owner appeared 
bare-headed was on the scaffold at Tyburn. The 
society had early. discovered that, notwithstanding 
his seeming zeal, ‘‘ he was a wolf in sheep’s cloth- 
ing, and had sought their community for other 
reasons than the hope of an immediate translation to 
heaven. He had defrauded a life assurance com- 
pany in London, and probably expected to be car- 
ried into the clouds before his villany was detected. 
He was mistaken. The officers of justice traced 
him to his lurking-place, and handed him over to 
the fate he deserved. Other ‘‘ moneyless rakes” 
sought admission, but in vain; none being accepted 
in future without being subject to examination and 
investigation by Mrs. Buchan, in which she was the 
chief actor, but of which delicacy forbids a more 
particular description. 

Various circumstances now made it necessary 
that Friend Mother should give some evidence of 
the truth of her doctrine. Their creed had been 
age to the world. Expectation was excited. 

he English converts had been summoned to 
“ make haste and join their loving brothers the 
saints in glory.” ‘The faith and hope of the whole 
community were wound to the highest pitch, ‘“ long- 
ing for the time of the bride’s translation.” Scrip- 
ture confirmed these devout warnings. The 1260 
days which the woman in the Revelation was to 
tarry in the wilderness, after giving birth to the man- 
child, who was to rule all nations with a rod of iron, 
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had nearly expired, reckoning from Mr. White’s | become spiritual bodies, like the great founder of 


conversion at Irvine. ‘This coincidence of dates and 
hopes led the sanguine enthusiasts to believe that 
the great event so ardently desired was at hand. 
An accident, the burning of a neighboring farmer's 
premises, ‘Sone of their most violent enemies,” 
brought on a premature crisis. Imagining the noc- 
turnal conflagration to be the commencement of the 
general judgment that was to destroy all unbelievers, 
a panic seized the whole inmates of Buchan Ha’, 
from the oldest tu the youngest. Andrew Innes, 
who was an eye-witness to this Midnight Manifes- 
tation, as he calls it, says :— 

‘* All the members below instantly started to 
their feet, and those in the garret hurried down as 
fast as they possibly could through the trap-door. 
But it being about midnight, and there being no 
light in the house, Mr. Hunter, in the agitation of 
the moment, tumbled headlong down the trap-lad- 
der. In an instant, however, he bounded from the 
ground, and with a voice as loud as a trumpet, 
joined in the general chorus, which every one in 
the house sung most vehemently— ‘ 


‘Oh! hasten translation, and come resurrection ! 
Oh! hasten the coming of Christ in the air.’ 


‘* The bodily agitation became so great, with the 
clapping of hands and singing, that it is out of my 
power to convey a just idea of the scene. Every 
one thought the blessed moment was arrived; and 
every one singing, and leaping, and clapping their 
hands, passed forward to the kitchen, where Friend 
Mother sat with great composure, while her face 
shone so white with the glory of God as to dazzle 
those who beheld it, and her raiment was as white 
as snow.” 

The extraordinary noise and tumult collected a 
crowd of neighbors, who dispersed when the agita- 
tion subsided. Here a curious scene is described 
by old Andrew :— 

“ I remember, when daylight appeared, of hav- 
ing seen the floor strewed with watches, gold rings, 
and a great number of trinkets, which had been, in 
the moment of expected translation, thrown away 
Jy the possessors, as useless in our expected coun- 
try. We did so, because Elijah threw away his 
mantle when he was, in like manner, about to as- 
cend to heaven. My own watch was of the num- 
ber; I never saw it more, but I afterwards learned 
that John Gibson, our treasurer, had collected all 
the watches and jewelry, and sold them in Dum- 
fries.” 

This sudden explosion of fanaticism did not in the 
least disconcert Mrs. Buchan, who quietly called for 
a tobacco-pipe and took a smoke ; ** telling her people 
she now saw they were not sufficiently prepared for 
the mighty change she intended them to undergo.” 
The failure on this occasion she ascribed wholly to 
the want of faith in her followers, and therefore 
another ordeal was prescribed for them. As Moses 
and Ilijah fasted forty days and nights, as Christ 
remained the same time in the wilderness without 
food, and finally, as Peter, James, and John needed 
no terrestrial support on the Mount of Transfigura- 
tion, 80 Friend Mother, in order to bring her dupes 
into the spiritual state necessary to their translation 
without tasting death, enjoined a total abstinence 
from all earthly nourishment for forty days. This 
she declared to be an indispensable preliminary, and 
assured them, at the same time, that as the blood 
receded from their veins, the Holy Spirit would oc- 
cupy its place, and that they would consequently 


their society. 

Severe as this test of orthodoxy was, it was 
cheerfully and unanimously complied with. The 
enthusiasts shut themselves up from all intercourse 
with strangers, doors bolted, windows nailed down 
and screened—their only exercise being reading. 
and singing hymns composed for the occasion, oue 
of which began thus :— 


“t On words of God his children feed, 
For little by this mouth they need,” &c. 


In this imprisonment they continued like so many 
Jonahs in the fish's belly. The narrative thus de- 
scribes their condition :— 

“ We never went to bed; some stretched them- 
selves on coverlets by turns on the floor. The in- 
firm generally lay couchant on the beds in the cock- 
loft, and being about the middle of June, we scarce- 
ly knew night from day. When the fast com- 
menced, we had eight gallons of molasses, a little 
manna, and a few stones of oatmeal ; but during the 
whole six weeks of the fust, there was no such 
thing as cooking victuals, and no complaint was 
made for want of food, even by the children. There 
was, indeed, sometimes a desire for a little drink, 
and as Friend Mother was always stepping about 
among us, she kept a little treacle mixed with hot 
water, which she gave to any person that was 
thirsty ; but it was very seldom required.” 

The only recipient of this liquid was ‘an old 
blind and deaf woman, who lay in bed most of the 
time.’’? Whether this insane attempt to live with- 
out food amounted to total abstemivusness, it is im- 
possible to know. Certainly, the fasting was not 
imaginary, as the personal appearance of the whole 
fraternity showed, for they were reduced to skele- 
tons. Mrs. Hunter, fearing that her husband and 
children micht be starved to death, succeeded in 
having them conveyed home, by virtue of a war 
rant, charging him with “ folly and ill-behavior, in 
having left a good property and an excellent busi- 
ness fur the purpose of following a filthy, lascivious 
witch, to the ultimate ruin of his family.” For 
this act of defection, the Lady of Light opened her 
spiritual artillery in full wrath against the offending 
female, denouncing her as an imp of Satan, ‘‘ with 
all the cunning of a serpent and the deceit of a 
devil.” To prevent desertion in future, any one 
suspected of an intention to leave the society was 
locked up, and every day ducked in cold water! 
But before this rule had passed, Mrs. Innes had 
contrived to carry off her two daughters, also resid- 
ing “under the wings of mercy at Buchan Ha’.”” 

It would appear that before the expiry of the 
forty days, Luckie resolved to give her adherents 
confirmation of the fulfilment of her promises. Thev 
were assembled first on a small green hillock behind 
their cabin, where they remained till midnight, 
“ singing with such united strength that the deeply- 
mixed melody of their voices was frequently heard 
at Closeburn Castle, a mile distant.” They then 
moved slowly off towards Templand Hill, which 
they ascended before day-break, to hold a ‘ love 
meeting’? preparatory to the grand translation. 
Platforms were erected for them to wait patiently 
until the wonderful hour arrived. The hair of each 
head was cut short, except a tuft on the crown 
“for the angels to catch by when drawing them 
up.” Mr. White was so confident, or appeared so, 
of being carried aloft, ‘‘ that he dressed himself in 
his canonicals, put on his gloves, and walked about 
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scanning the heavens.” Luckie Buchan was her- 
self the most conspicuous figure. ‘‘ She was raised 
nearly her whole length above the crowd by whom 
she was surrounded, who stood with their faces 
towards the rising sun, and their arms extended 
upwards, as if about to clasp the great luminary as 
he rose above the horizon.” Her platform (an empty 
cask turned upside down, according to some ac- 
counts) was exalted above the rest. 

The utmost anxiety prevailed among the specta- 
tors who witnessed this extraordinary scene, ‘‘ ex- 
pecting every minute that the sound of the archan- 
zel’s trumpet would break upon their ears.” The 
finale was ridiculous enough. The momentous 
hour arrived; ‘‘a gust of wind came, but instead 
of wafting them upwards to the land of bliss, it 
capsized Mrs. Buchan, platform and all!’ After 
this “ unexpected downcome,’’? Luckie and the 
whole band made their way back to New Comple. 
An eye-witness who had been on the hill says— 

« We all hastened to see them retrace their steps 
to thcir wonted abode, and such a company of half- 
famished creatures I never saw before. They were 
all deadly pale, and emaciated to the last decree ; 
they seemed like hving skeletons just escaped from 
the grave, or newly imported from Ezekiel’s valley 
of dry bones, with the exception of Luckie herself. 
She was like one of those beauties who crowd the 
canvass of painters with hillocks of rosy flesh. Her 
hair was unbound, and hung profusely over her 
back and shoulders. She was downcast and mel- 
ancholy, as were all her followers, evidently from 
the exposure of their reckless folly.” 

It is plain that Friend Mother had not abstained 
from terrestrial nutriment, and her credulous dupes 
believed her when she told them that ‘‘ being a par- 
taker of the divine nature, she partook of earthly 
sustenance during the fast, merely to prevent her 
tabernacle from becoming too transparent for human 
eyes to behold!” 

Two of the Englishmen, the Sunderland tailor 
and the Durham farmer, broke down in the middle 
of the fast, not liking that species of training ; they 
waited the result at a little distance, and had their 
faith considerably shaken. One of Mr. Bradley's 
children was obliged to be removed nearly lifeless ; 
and after tasting food she became quite delirious, 
and at fast died insane. Andrew Innes was also 
compelled to depart privately for Muthuill, before the 
termination of the fast, in consequence of Catherine 
Gardiner, who had left the society pregnant, being 
advised to enforce her claims upon him by law. 
Being completely exhausted with hunger, he was 
conveyed away *‘ by cock-crow. on the landlord's 
old mare,” so weak, that he required to be lifted 
on horseback, and his tattered habiliments hurriedly 
put on by mistake, a world too wide for his 
shrunken person he afterwards married Catherine, 
who returned with him to New Comple, and treated 
her with the affection of a wife, although the old 
heartless vagabond confessed that he submitted to 
the ceremony, knowing that the most legal union 
that marriage could form, would be done away on 
entering the society. She lived with him fifty- 
eight years, having died in November, 1845. 

The failure of the attempt to acale the skies was 
a sore disappointment, and may be said to have 
exposed the absurdity of this ‘* most romantic 
enthusiasm.” The lady of light sank in the esti- 
mation of her followers, who began to doubt the 
reality of her pretensions. The English people, all 
of them Methodists, and many of whom had placed 
their whole worldly means at the disposal of the 
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society, were reduced to beggary, and returned 
home loudly inveighing against the darker shades 
of Luckie Buchan’s character, and the miseries she 
had entailed upon them by ‘her irreligious fool- 
eries.” The Sunderland tailor was the most vio- 
lent, as he had additional cause for unbelief, having 
witnessed the failure of a pretended miracle in a 
time of severity, whereby Friend Mother promised 
to draw a supply of cash from heaven. They went 
to the summit of a neighboring hill, with a sheet 
held by the four corners, to receive the money ; but 
the man tired before the golden shower fell, leaving 
madam alone, who upbraided him, when she came 
home with £5, for his want of faith. Mr. White, 
too, became arrogant and disrespectful, accused his 
spiritual mother of being a deceiver, debarred her 
from quitting the house, or receiving visitors, and, 
in a short time, was the means of breaking up the 
society. Quarrels ensued about the distribution of 
the funds, the treasurer's honesty was questioned, 
and on his claim of £85 being refused, he obtained 
a fuge warrant against Mr. White and Mrs. Buchan, 
who were apprehended and laid in Dumfries jail. 
From this unpleasant situation they were liberated 
by the spontaneous generosity of Thomas Bradley, 
who lodged the sum claimed by Gibson, by way of 
bail, until the matter should be decided in due 
course of law. The decision of the sheriff went 
against the treasurer, as it appeared he had put his 
money voluntarily into the general funds of the 
socicty. Failing in this issue, Gibson impeached 
the luckless couple before the kirk sessions of 
Closeburn, for having carried on an improper inter- 
course. Several of the disaffected members were 
summoned as witnesses to establish the charge, but 
not appearing in court, the case was dismissed, 
although Andrew Innes afterwards admitted that 
“the fact of Mr. White and Mrs. Buchan sleeping 
together was never intended to be kept a secret in 
the society.” Ultimately, Gibson returned to Ir- 
vine, to resume his occupation as a builder; his 
wife, however, refused to accompany him, because 
“t like Judas, he had betrayed his mistress.” 

The county magistrates now became apprehensive 
lest, in the dilapidated condition of the society, its 
remaining members might fall a burden on the par- 
ish for support. To avert this danger, an order 
was issued that they should leave Dumfrieshire ; 
and accordingly, on the 10th March, 1787, the 
moved off in a body from New Comple ; their land- 
lord, Mr. Davidson, supplying horses and carts for 
removing their bedding and furniture. They were 
under great alarm of a second attack, as crowds 
had aseembled from various parts to witness, as 
they expected, the fina] dispersion of the society, 
and endeavor to recover their infatuated friends. 
But they were allowed to depart without much 
injury, though not quite unmolested, as we learn 
from Mr. White’s poem on the oceasion :— 


‘ The tenth day of March, being closely impend- 
ing, 
Like voracious hawks which the doves doth pur- 


sue, 
Or wolves, which the sheep and the lambs doth 
devour still, 
Came Closeburn’s people God's course to undo,” 
&c. 


The emigrants took up their next residence at 
Tarbreach, and afterwards at Auchergibbert, a 
small farm on the borders of Galloway, in Kirk- 

atrick Deeham parish, the lease being in Mr. 
hite’s name. There they had literdlly to begin 
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the world anew; and as they had never wrought 
for wages, a shower of money would have been of 
real service to them—their whole stock consisted 
of only one cow, a calf, two stirks purchased on 
credit, and a pair of old horses, gifted to them by 
Bradley and their former landlord—they had to 
erect the entire farm-steadings, which they accom- 
plished themselves, there being builders, carpenters, 
and tin-smiths, as well as spinners and knitters, in 
the society. These expenses obliged them to take 
hire for their labor; the women spun yarn, at 3d. 
the hank—and the men went to harvest, at 8d.a 
day, with victuals. Luckie occasionally superin- 
tended ‘‘ her bairns” personally in the fields; the 
deference they paid her was quite extravagant— 
they threw down their sickles, embraced each other, 
moved towards her with their heads uncovered, 
singing at the pitch of their voices the hymn “O 
hasten translation’’ to their favorite tune, ‘* Beds 
of sweet roses;’’ and forming a circle, kneeling 
round her, she laid her right palm on the forehead 
of each, when they started up in succession, like 
automaton figures, raised by the pressure of internal 
springs. But it was in the kitchen that her mater- 
nal cares displayed themselves most usefully. 
Her prowess in cookery according to Innes, must 
have been miraculous, as she could turn simple 
fare into the most delicious dishes, make a few 
potatoes, carrots, or cabbages, with a handful of 
oat, or barley meal, feed upwards of forty persons 
daily—and produce ‘‘ more palatable and substan- 
tial broth from a single spoonful of butter, than any 
other person could do with a whole joint of mutton 
and plenty of vegetables of the best description.” 
he supernatural gift, however, that nearly 
rivals the miracle of the loaves and fishes, could not 
rolong the author’s lite beyond the natural time. 
he disobedience of her children, and espccially 
the violent and uncourteous conduct of Mr. White, 
had broken her peace of mind and crushcd her 
spirit. She rebuked their ingratitude and unbelief 
in bitter reproaches :—‘‘ Since I cannot prevent 
some of you going hell-ward, I will cast my body 
down in your way, and those who wish to do so 
may go over it.” Her declining health left no 
doubt of the result, however reluctant her followers 
might be to credit the possibility of her death; and 
after a severe illness she expired on the morning 
of the 29th March, 1791, in the seventh year of 
the Buchanite Hegira, or flight from Irvine. Her 
last breath was received by the group of devotees 
who stood in consternation around her bed, ‘all 
being greatly agitated, with the exception of Mr. 
White; nothing was then to be seen but the deep- 
est emotions of distress—nothing heard but the 
unsubdued wailings of heart-felt sorrow.” Before 
becoming speechless, she had exhorted them to 
continue steadfast and unanimous in their adherence 
to her doctrines. 

“ She said they had received a convincing proof 
that she was the Spirit of God—that Christ was 
her elder brother, and that she was, consequently, 
the third person in the Godhead, or the Holy Ghost, 
and, therefore, she could not die; and though she 
would appear to do so, they needed not be discour- 
aged, for she would only sleep; and if their faith 
was pure and without alloy, she would return for 
them at the end of six days. But if they still re- 
mained faithless she would not come back to take 
them to heaven till the end of ten years ; and if they 
still continued unprepared, fifty years would elapse 
before she would reappear on the earth; but then, 
at all events, she would descend to convince the 
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faithless world of its error in supposing hor to be 
only one of the false prophets mentioned in the 
18th chapter of Deuteronomy.” 

To this graduated scale of faith most of her dis- 
ciples clung to the last. A rude coffin of boards, 
without being planed or blackened, was prepared, 
into which the body was laid, wrapped in a simple 
shroud; ‘‘and what was most singular, (says her 
devoted chronicler, Innes,) our hands, after touch- 
ing her, emitted an odoriferous perfume, which 
spread over the room, as if we had been handling 
myrrh, or some other aromatic herb.’ The great- 
est pains were taken to conceal the death, and 
strict orders given that no lamentation should be 
made, nor any appearance of funeral mtes. That 
no obstacle might interpose to obstruct the ascen- 
sion, the lid of the coffin was not nailed down; and 
instead of being carried to the grave, it was secretly 
removed at night to the barn. In his zeal to main- 
tain his mistress’ immortality, Andrew contrived 
to abstract the corpse the first night, and hid it ‘in 
a mow of corn,” to prevent its being buried. But 
fearing the rats might set upon it, and the trick 
being discovered, ‘‘ he plainly told where he had 
concealed her.’’ A platform was then erected in 
the centre of the barn, on which the coffin was 
placed ; and as the sixth day approached, the re- 
turn of Friend Mother was waited for with breath- 
less expectation. A second stratagem was now 
attempted to-prove the fact of a veritable resurrec- 
tion. The body being clandestinely removed by 
those who watched it, and a hole cut in the roof, 
exactly close where the corpse lay, ‘‘ they next day 
told the rest of Luckie’s deluded followers, that an 
angel had come and carried her away before their 
eyes; in proof of which they showed the aperture 
in the roof through which they had ascended.” 

The two daughters of Mrs. Buchan had quitted 
the society two years before her death, in con- 
sequence of her rude treatment by Mr. White. 
Annoyed by the reports in circulation, some alleg- 
ing the body was thrown into Auchergibbert loch, 
others that it was buried in the house under the 
hearth-stone, they applied to the sheriff to cause 
Mr. White to surrender the remains of their de- 
ceased parent. But the public agitation being 
great, it was deemed more advisable to have the 
corpse regularly buried; and accordingly, at the 
dead of night it was interred under the coffin of 
another in the church-yard of the neighboring 
parish, Kirkguzion; the only individuals present or 
cognizant of the fact being Mr. White, Mr. Hill, 
and the stewart depute, Sir Alexander Gordon, by 
by whom the secret was disclosed thirty years after- 
wards, 

The body, however, which had been carefully 
packed in feathers, was not allowed to remain Jong 
in its resting-place. White, Robertson, and Hill 
carried it away, and deposited it beneath the hearth- 
stone, in the kitchen of Auchergibbert. Thence it 
was removed, with all possible privacy, to their 
next abode, at Longhill, where it was enclosed in 
a large chest, previously used for holding the spare 
blankets of the society. Finally it was conveyed, 
like the bones of Joseph. to the last residence of 
the Buchanites, at Crocketford, near Castle Doug- 
las, where it was kept many years, in a little abut- 
ment, or charnel-house, attached to the dwelling, 
and immediately behind the bed-room fire-place of 
Andrew Innes, who displayed a singular enthusi- 
asm in the preservation of this sacred treasure. 
Twice every day in the year he regularly warmed 
the skeleton with a heated flannel cloth, which he 
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ushed through a hole, made on purpose, at the 

k of the grate directly above the coffin, into 
which it fell, and was carefully spread over the 
remains by this superstitious devotee, who had pri- 
vate access to them by a lock-door in his sleeping 
apartment. Daily did the old man pay his respects 
to this venerated mummy, with its dark brown skin 
cemented like parchment to the bones; and when 
he expired his last directions were, that the coffin, 
or packing-box, with its precious contents, should 
be interred with his own in the kail-yard, ‘‘ on the 
left flank of the line of the graves of his former 
associates.” Time had not dulled the edge of his 
fanaticism, and to the end he cherished his darling 
hope of translation without death, consoling him- 
self with the pleasing reverie that ‘‘ every night he 
slept in Friend Mother’s house, and breakfasted 
every morning with her family.” 

The sequel of this strange record of human vice 
and folly is soon told. The death of the founder 
dispersed, but did not annihilate, the sect. White, 
whose zeal gradually subsided after the failure of 
the Templand Hill demonstration, and whose con- 
tempt for Mrs. Buchan increased so far as to 
lead him to assume the apostleship of the society 
himself, was the first to break up the concern. 
Farming added to his wealth and to his worldly- 
mindedness ; and as Luckie waxed old his affection 
for her waned, and reverted to his wife and family. 
The disingenuous part he acted in first pretending 
that the dead impostor was only in a trance; and, 
when the delusion would no longer avail, having 
her clandestinely buried, that her votaries might 
believe that she had ascended to heaven, was the 
natural prelude to his recanting her doctrines alto- 
gether. Having disgusted his associates with his 
arrogance and hypocrisy, and providing for his 
worldly comforts as far as he could, he emigrated 
to America, in June, 1792, taking with him such 
members as could pay their passage, or be persuaded 
of his power to promote their interests in that coun- 
try. His abortive attempt to become the leader of 
a new sect in Scotland, appears to have deterred 
him from setting up in that capacity to propagate 
his dreamy mysticisms in the new world. He 
adopted the profession of teaching ; and when last 
heard of, he was school-master in a small village 
in Virginia, occasionally preaching to a few Uni- 
versalists. His fellow-emigrants were all unfor- 
tunate, with one exception, Joseph Innes, Andrew’s 
brother, who realized property to the amount of 
£8,000. George Hill, who had married Jean 
Gardiner, (Catherine’s sister, and one of Robert 
Burns’ many ‘“‘darling Jeans,’’) became a bookseller 
in Baltimore, but was reduced to abject poverty by 
the failure of a shipping company. Mrs. Buchan’s 
son had been long removed from the society ; he 
entered the British naval service about the begin- 
aing of the French revolution, and was killed at 
the battle of Trafalgar. 

The secession of Mr. White left a remnant of 
fourteen, who immediately removed to the neigh- 
‘boring farm of Larghill, a waste moor of four hun- 
dred acres, which they had leased at a rent of 
twenty guineas a year. There they were again 
obliged to erect a house, and support themselves by 
manual labor, the women spinning, and Duncan 
Robertson exercising his trade of wheel-making ; 
no distinction in regard to the Sabbath being 
observed in carrying on their in-door work. The 
costume of the society, male as well as female, was 
cloth of their own manufacture, and all of a light 
green color. Being of small sjature, this peculiar 
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dress gave them in their lonely moor more the 
appearance of a race of elves than human beings. 
All their farm utensils, barn and stable doors, carts, 
corn sacks, &c., were marked in large characters, 
‘* Mercy’s Property,” a device fallen upon to pre- 
serve, the community of goods and chattels, in case 
of any one assuming, like Mr. White, authority 
over the rest. 

When the farm (which once belonged to the 
famous persecutor, the Laird of Lag) was im- 
proved, the proprictor took it under his own man- 
agement, which obliged the faithful remnant again 
to shift their quarters. Having purchased five acres 
of building ground, at Crocketford, at a cost of 
£900, they removed, in 1808, to their new prem- 
ises, which were destined to be the final resting- 

lace of the remaining members of the society. 

any of them had paid the debt of nature, and were 
always buried in the kail-yard, ostensibly to prevent 
the graves being trodden by strangers, but more 
probably because no other burial ground would 
receive them. It was their rule to show no symp- 
toms of grief, nor wear any of the usual badges of 
mourning. 

Of the fourteen residuaries, two were interred at 
Larghill, the other twelve sleep under the green 
sward at Crocketford ; Andrew and his partner (he 
refused her the name of wife) being the last sur 
vivors. Old Katie’s shrivelled form must have been 
of grotesque appearance. Originally diminutive, 
the pressure of fourscore years had bent her down 
to the pigmy size of fifty inches. Her head, natu- 
rally large, was augmented by an incredible accu- 
mulation of caps and bandages, so as nearly to 
conceal her Jittle hatchet face; the most conspicu- 
ous feature of which was a pair of black horn- 
mounted spectacles, with colored yarn wrapped 
round the bridge, to save the skin of her nose. Her 
attachment to Andrew was inalienable; her great 
anxiety being lest the timber soles of his clogs, as 
he sat with his feet on the ribs of the grate, might 
take fire and roast his legs before he could shift his 
chair. The old man survived her little more than 
a year; and with him the name, and race, and doc- 
trines of the Buchanites became extinct. He was 
certainly the most devoted of all the adherents to 
this delusion. In defiance of all ovidence, his belief 
remained unshaken in the anticipated resurrection 
of Friend Mother, and the reality of his own trans- 
lation. The first decade came, and the fifty years 
elapsed without shaking his convictions; and when 
his end came, he met it with the firmness of a stoic, 
the hope of a martyr, and the credulity of a fool. 

The details of the history of this sect furnish one 
of the most extraordinary instances of fanaticism, 
superstition, and profligacy, that modern times have 
to record. Its tenets were not calculated to win 
converts ; it made not a single proselyte in Gallo- 
way, and was merely tolerated because its profes- 
sors were civil and obliging neighbors. . 

It were easy to trace a striking resemblance 
between the mystical and blasphemous reveries of 
Mrs. Buchan and those of Ann Lee, Johanna South: 
cote, Jane Leadley, John Peterson, the Gorlits 
tailor, Behmen, the Heren-hutters, Muggletonians, 
and scores of other semi-bedlamite reformers. 
There was no doubt, however, that the real proto- 
type of Elspeth Simpson was Antoinette Bouvignon, 
whose heresies were flagrant in Banffshire, a few 
years before Mrs. Buchan was born. This cele- 
brated fanatic excited no small disturbance with her 
religious pretensions in Flanders, Holland, Ger- 
many, and Denmark, being driven from city to city, 
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in consequence of her visionary and indelicate doc- | 
trines, until she at length died, in 1680, at 
Francker, in the province of Frieseland. She was 
a great pretender to divine effusions, sacred elyci- 
dations, &c., and had her spiritual children, of 
whom she travailed in birth—her dear proselytes, 
M. de Cort, and Peter Poiret, a great master of the 
Cartesian philosophy. She carried a printing-press 
with her in all her wanderings, and published a 
vast number of books, stuffed with very singular 
doctrines ; but the work by which she is best known 
in Scotland is, “ The Light of the World,” which 
was translated into English, with an apology, of 
which Dr. George Gordon, of Aberdeen, was 
alleged to be the author. It would be needless 
here to attempt any analysis of her wild, incoherent 
doctrines ; they spread extensively at the time, and 
required the utmost vigilance of the General Assem- 
bly to extirpate. They are now, however, become 
obsolete, or only known as matter of record in the 
laws and proceeds of the church courts. Buchan- 
ism and Bouvignonism are alike extinct, destined to 
pass away like hundreds of other memorials of 
human folly and misguided religious feeling. 


From the Life of Mrs. Jordan. 
THE WESLEYAN AND THE ACTRESS. 


During Mrs. Jordan’s short stay at Chester, 
where she had been performing, her washerwoman, 
a widow with three small children, was by a mer- 
ciless creditor thrown into prison. A small debt, 
of about forty shillings, had been increased in a 
short time, by law expenses, to eight pounds. As 
soon as Mrs. Jordan had heard of the circumstance 
she sent for the attorney, paid him the demand, and 
observed, with as much severity as her good- -natured 
countenance could assume, 

« You lawyers are certainly infernal spirits, 
allowed on earth to make poor mortals miserable,” 

The attorney, however, pocketed the affront, and 
with a low bow made his exit. “e 

On the afternoon of the same day the poor woman 
was liberated. As Mrs. Jordan was taking her 
usual walk with her servant, the widow with her 
children followed her, and just as she had taken 
shelter from a shower of rain, in a kind of porch, 
dropping on her knees, and with much grateful 
emotion exclaimed, 

“ God forever bless you, madam! you have saved 
me and my poor children from ruin.” 

The children, beholding their mother’s tears, 
added, by their cries, to the affecting scene, which 
a sensitive mind could not behold but with strong 
feelings of sympathy. The natural liveliness of 
Mrs. Jordin. disposition was not easily damped by 
sorrowful scenes. However, although she strove 
to hide it, the tear of feeling stole down her cheek, 
and stooping to kiss the children, she slipped a 
pound note into the mother’s hand, and in her usual 
playful manner replied, 

‘“ There, there ; now it’s all over. Go, good 
woman ; God bless you! Don’t say another word.” 

The grateful creature would have replied, but 
her benefactress insisted on her silence and depart- 


ure. 

It happened that another person had taken shel- 
ter under the porch, and witnessed the whole of 
this interesting scene, who, as soon as Mrs. Jordan 
observed him, came forward, and he, holding out 
his hand, exclaimed with a deep sigh, 

“ Lady, pardon the freedom of a stranger, but 
would to the Lord they were all like thee !”’ 


THE WESLEYAN AND THE ACTRESS. 


The figure of this man bespoke his calling. His 
countenance was pale, and a suit of sable, rather 
the worse for wear, covered his tall and spare per- 
son. ‘The penetrating eye of Thalia’s favorite 
votary soon developed his character and profession, 
and with her wonted gouod-humor, retreating a few 
paces, she replied, 

“ No, I won't shake hands with you.” 

66 Why’ 43) 

‘‘ Because you are a Mcthodist preacher, and 
when you know who l am, you’ll send me to the 
devil!” 

‘ The Lord forbid! Iam as you say, a preacher 
of the gospel of Jesus Christ, who tells us to clothe 
the naked, feed the hungry, and relieve the dis- 
tressed, and do you think I can behold a sister ful- 
filling the commands of my great Master without 
feeling that spiritual attachment which leads me to 
break through worldly customs, and offer you the 
hand of friendship and brotherly love ?”’ 

“« Well, well; you area good old soul, I dare 
say ; but—I don’t like fanatics, and you ll not like 
me when I tell you I am a player.” 

The preacher sighed. 

“« Yes, Iam a player; and you must have heard 
of me. Mrs. Jordan is my name.” 

After a short pause he again extended his hand, 
and with a complaisant countenance replied, 

“ The Lord bless thee, whoever thou art. His 
goodness is unlimited. He has poured on thee a 
large portion of His spirit; and as to thy calling, 
if thy soul upbraid thee not, the Lord forbid that I 
should.” 

Thus reconciled, and the rain having abated, they 
left the a together. The offer of his arm was 
accepted, and the female Roscius of comedy and 
the disciple of John Wesley proceeded, arm in arm, 
to the door of Mrs. Jordan’s dwelling. At parting, 
the preacher shook hands with her, § saying, 

« Fare thee well, sister. I know not what the 
principles of eople of thy calling may be. Thon 
art the first I ever conversed with; but if their 
benevolent practices equal thine, I hope and trust, 
at the great day, the Almighty God will say to 
each, ‘ Thy sins are forgiven thee.’ ” 


Pontoons ror Generat Sir Harry SMITH.— 
Sept. 11.—Two India-rubber pontoons have been 
sent down to Portsmouth from the royal engineer 
department, for the purpose of conveyance to the 
Vernon, which takes out Sir Harry Smith to the 
Cape of Good Hope. These pontoons were pre- 
sented to the master-general of the ordnance by an 
American; they are portable; cach of them forms 
three canoes, eighteen feet in length, and about 
seven feet in width, and on their being required for 
use they are filled with air. The process of infla- 
tion is by three bellows screwed on at each end of 
the canoes, and each takes about five minutes to fill 
it with wind, and when they are fitted with rafters 
form a very buoyant bridge. ‘These pontoons were 
exhibited to Sir Harry when he was at Chatham, 
and witnessed the late siege operations. On that 
occasion a six-pounder field-piece, with fifty men, 
were carried about the river for some time on these 
pontoons, and Sir Harry was so delighted with 
them, that on his return to London he made special 
application for them at the Board of Ordnance. It 
is the intention of Sir Harry Smith to use these 
pontoons in the Great Fish river. Captain Ha- 
worth, of the royal engineers, goes out in charge 
of the pontoons, and six other engineer officers em- 
bark with the new governor for the cape. 


AN INDIAN FAMILY IN THE OREGON TERRITORY. 


From the Churchman’s Monthly Penny Magazine. 


AN INDIAN FAMILY IN THE OREGON TERRI- 
TORY. 


ANY one accustomed to read books of travels, 
will find frequent references in them to the mission- 
aries we have sent out into foreign lands. These 
are almost universally in favor of the missionaries. 
Indeed, in a long course of such reading, the only 
remarks I have ever met with that have been other- 
wise, have been all written by men who are evident- 
ly loose in their moral feelings as well as in their 
religious opinions. 

To my mind, testimonies of this kind to these 
devoted men come with much greater force than 
any other. They may not be more deserving of 
credit than what we hear concerning them from the 
avowed friends of missions; but they seem more 
deserving of it, as coming from impartial, and some- 
times reluctant witnesses, men who have no end to 
answer in the testimony they give, but only relate 
things as they themselves have seen them. They 
describe a missionary and his doings just as they 
describe a river and its windings, or a mountain 
and its cliffs—caring no more generally for the ex- 
cellence of the one than for the beauty or magnif- 
icence of the other. 

I send you, for the readers of your magazine, an 
extract from a volume of travels which has just 
come into my hands. It is written by an American, 
who appears to have gone into the much-talked of 
Oregon territory, on a tour of examination for the 
government of the United States. He is now in the 
heart of this territory, at the Rocky Mountains, 
where the foot of civilized man seldom treads, and 
where the native Indian is still for the greater part 
in a state of savage wildness. I must premise that 
the writer, as his book shows, is by no means a de- 
cidedly religious man. 

‘* About three o'clock we came into the camp of 
a middle-aged Skyuse Indian, who was on his on- 
ward march from the buffalo hunt in the mountain 
valleys. Learning that this Indian was proceeding 
to Dr. Whitman’s mission establishment, where a 
considerable number of his tribe had pitched their 
tents for the approaching winter, I determined to 
leave the cavalcade and accompany him there. My 
guide, Carbo, therefore, having explained my in- 
tentions to my new acquaintance, departed with the 
remainder of his charge for Ford Walla-walla. 

& Crickie a English, ‘ poor crane,’) was a very 
kind man. Immediately’ after the departure of 
Carbo and his company, he turned my worn-out 
animals loose, and loaded my packs upon his own, 
gave me a splendid saddle-horse to ride, and inti- 
mated by significant gestures that he would go a 
short distance that afternoon, in order to arrive at 
the mission early the next day. I gave my assent, 
and we were soon on our way. 

‘¢ Having made about ten miles at sunset, we en- 
camped for the night. I noticed during the drive 
a degree of forbearance towards each other in this 
family of savages, which I had never before ob- 
served in that race. When we halted for the night, 
two boys, Crickie’s sons, were left behind. They 
had been frolicking with their horses, and as the 
darkness came on lost the trail (the track.) It was 
an half-hour before they made their appearance, and 
during this time the parents exhibited the most af- 
fectionate solicitude for them. One of them was 
but three years old, and was lashed to the horse he 
rode ; the other only seven years of age—young 
pilots in the wilderness at night! But the elder, 
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true to the sagacity of his race, had taken his course 
and struck the brook on which we had encamped, 
within three hundred yards of us. The pride of the 
parents at this feat, and their ardent attachment to 
their children were perceptible in the pleasure with 
which they received them at their evening fire, and 
heard the relation of their childish adventure. 

“ The weather was so pleasant that no tent was 
pitched. The willows were beat, (beaten down,) 
and buffalo robes spread over them. Above these 
were laid other robes, on which my Indian host 
seated himself, with his wife and children on one 
side, and myself on the other. A fire burned 
brightly in front. Water was brought, and our 
evening ablutions having been performed, the wife 
presented a dish of meat to her husband, and an- 
other tomyself. There wasapause. The woman 
seated herself between her children. The Indian 
then bowed his head, and prayed to God! ‘A 
wandering savage in Oregon,’ the American writer 
exclaims in admiration, ‘calling upon Jehovah in the 
name of Jesus Christ.’ After the prayer he gave 
meat to his children, and passed the dish to his 
wife. While eating, the frequent repetition, in the 
most reverential manner, of the words ‘ Jehovah’ 
and ‘ Jesus Christ,’ led me to suppose they were 
conversing on religious topics, and thus they passed 
an hour. Meanwhile, the exceeding weariness con- 
sequent on a long day’s travel admonished me to 
seek rest. 

“ I had slumbered I know not how long, when a 
strain of music awoke me. I was about rising to 
ascertain whether the sweet notes of Tallis’ Chant 
which I heard came to these solitudes from earth or 
from sky, when a full recollection of my situation, 
and of the religious character of my host, easily 
solved the rising inquiry, and induced me to observe 
instead of disturbing. The Indian family were en- 
gaged in their devotions. They were singing a 
hymn in the Nez Perces language. Having fin- 
ished it they all knelt and bowed their faces on the 
buffalo robes, and Crickie prayed long and fervently. 
Afterwards they sang another hymn, and then re- 
tired to rest. This was the first breathing of re- 
ligious feeling that I had seen since leaving the 
United States, (three months)—a pleasant evidence 
that the Oregon wilderness was beginning to bear 
the rose of Sharon on its thousand hills, and that 
on the barren soil of the Skyuse heart, were begin- 
ning to bud, and blossom, and ripen, the golden 
fruits of faith in Jehovah, and hope in an after 
state.” 

I know not what the feelings of your readers may 
be after perusing this narrative in its detached form, 
but if they read it as I did, among many BEY 
descriptions of ordinary Indian life, they would, 
think, be feelings of delight and thankfulness ; they 
would see, as I did, that the gospel of Jesus Christ 
is indeed a blessed gospel, and wonder at the little 
efforts they make to send it to heathen lands. The 
writer arrives the next day at the mission station, 
and gives a very pleasing account of what he saw 
there. The missionary and his wife, it is clear, are 
indefatigable in their labors for the good of the sav- 
age tribes around them, and happy and thankful 
among their labors and hardships. With reference 
to the latter, the author says, speaking of a pleasant 
meal he took with them, ‘ When the smoking 
vegetables, the hissing steak, bread white as snow, 
and the newly-chumed golden butter graced the 
breakfast-table, and the happy countenances shong 
around, I could with difficulty believe myself in a 
country so far distant from, and so unlike my native 
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land in all its features. But, during breakfast, this 

leasant illusion was dispelled; our steak was of 

orse-flesh. On such meat this family subsist most 
of the time. It enables them to exist to do the In- 
dian good, and this satisfies them.” Crickie him- 
self, the traveller, on his departure from the station, 
ee as his future suite. and when the poor 
fellow eventually falls sick and is left behind, he bears 
this strong testimony to him—‘* He was an honest, 
honorable man; and I can never think of all his 
kind acts to me from the time I met him on the 
plains beyond the Walla-walla mission, till I left 
him sick on the bank of the Columbia, without wish- 
ing for an opportunity to testify my sense of his 
moral worth in some way which shall yield him a 
substantial reward for all he suffered in my service.” 


A HYMN, AND A CHANT; FOR 


A HYMN, AND A CHANT ; FOR THE HARVEST- 
HOME OF 1847. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘f PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY.” 


A HYMN. 


O nation, Christian nation, 
Lift high the hymn of praise, 
The God of our salvation 
Is love in all his ways; 
He blesseth us, and feedeth 
Every creature of his hand, 
To succor him that needeth 
And to gladden all the land! 


Rejoice, ye happy people, 
And peal the changing chime 
From every belfried steeple 
In symphony sublime ; 
Let cottage and let palace 
Be thankful and rejoice, 
And woods, and hills, and valleys, 
Reécho the glad voice! 


From glen, and plain, and city 
Let gracious incense rise, 
The Lord of life in pity 
Hath heard his creatures’ cries ; 
And where in fierce oppressing 
Stalked fever, fear, and dearth, 
He pours a triple blessing 
To fill and fatten earth ! 


Gaze round in deep emotion : 
The rich and ripened grain- 
Is like a golden ocean 
Becalmed upon the plain ; 
And we, who late were weepers 
Lest judgment should destroy, 
Now sing, because the reapers 
Are come again with joy! 


O praise the hand that giveth 
—And giveth evermore,— 
To every soul that liveth 
Abundance flowing o’er! 
For every soul He filleth 
With manna from above, 
And over all distilleth 
The unction of his love. 


Then gather, Christians, gather 
To praise with heart and voice 
The good Almighty Father, 
Who biddeth you rejoice: 
For He hath turned the sadness 
Of his children into mirth, 
And we will sing with gladness 
The harvest-home of earth! 


THE HARVEST-HOME OF 1847. 


A CHANT. 

O ca the God of harvest, praise him through the 
and, 

Thank him for his precious gifts, his help, and lib- 
eral love: 

Praise him for the fields, that have rendered up 
their riches, 

And, drest in sunny stubbles, take their sabbath 
after toil ; 

Praise him for the close-shorn plains, and uplands 
lying bare, 


And meadows, where the sweet-breathed hay was 
stacked in early summer, 

Praise him for the wheat-sheaves, gathered safely 
into barn, 

And scattering now their golden drops beneath the 
sounding flail ; 

Praise him for the barley-mow, a little hill of 
sweetness, 

Praise rah for the clustering hop, to add its fragrant 

itter ; 

Praise him for the wholesome root, that fattened in 
the furrow, 

Praise him for the mellow fruits, that bend the 
groaning bough : 

For blessings on thy basket, and for blessings on 
thy store, i 

For skill and labor prospered well, by gracious suns 
and showers, 

For mercies on the home, and for comforts on the 
hearth, 

O happy heart of this broad land, praise the God of 
harvest ! 


All ye that have no tongue to praise, we will praise 
Him for you, 

And offer on our kindling souls the tribute of your 
thanks : 

Trees, and shrubs, and the multitude of herbe, 
gladdening the eyes with verdure, 

For all your leaves and flowers and fruits, we praise 
the God of harvest! 

Birds, and beetles in the dust, and insects flitting on 
the air, 

And ye that swim the waters in your scaly coats 
of mail, 

And steers, resting after labor, and timorous flocks 
afold, 

And generous horses, yoked in teams to draw the 
creaking wains, 

For all your lives, and every pleasure solacing that 
lot, 

Your sleep, and food, and animal peace, we praise 
the God of harvest ! 

And ye, O some who never prayed, and therefore 
cannot praise ; i 

Poor darkling sons of care and toil and unillumined 
night, 

Who bad betimes, but did not ask a blessing on 
your work, 

Who lay down late, but rendered no thank-offering 
for that blessing 

Which all unsought He sent, and all unknown ye 
gathered— 

Alas, for yon and in your stead, we praise the God 
of harvest! 


O ye famine-stricken glens, whose children shrieked 
for bread, 

And noisome alleys of the town, where fever fed 
on hunger— 

O ye children of despair, bitterly bewailing Erin, 

Come and join my cheerful praise, for Gad hath 
answered prayer ; 


PUNCH. 


Praise Him for the better hopes, and signs of better 
times, 

Unity, gratitude, contentment ; industry, peace, and 

lenty ; 

Bless Him that his chastening rod is now the scep- 
tre of furgiveness, 

And in your joy remember well to praise the God 
of harvest ! 


Come, come along with me, and swell this grateful 


song, 

Ye nobler spears: old England’s own, her children 
of the soil : 

All ye that sowed the seed in faith, with those who 
reaped in joy, ; 

And he that drove the plough afield, with all the 
scattered gleaners, 

And maids who milk the lowing kine, and boys that 
tend the sheep, 

And men that load the sluggish wain, or neatly 
thatch the rick— 

Shout and sing for happiness of heart, nor stint 
your thrilling cheers, 

But make the merry farmer’s hall resound with glad 
rejoicings, 

And let him spread the hearty feast for joy at har- 
vest-home, 

And join this cheerful song of praise—to bless the 
God of harvest ! 


ROYAL REFLECTIONS. 


Sap.y sits old France at Neuilly, glum he waiteth 
for the Post; 

Twirleth his moustache dark Joinville, till he twirls 
it off, almost ; 

Very gingerly the lackeys move about, with secret 
shrug: 

Why so sad is all at Neuilly? Wherefore mourn- 
ful every mug? 


Not that, for Italian quarry, Austria sharpeneth 
beak and claw ; 

Not that Algiers sucketh millions into its rapacicus 
maw ; 

Not that Frenchmen seem inclined to question if 
« L'Etat cest Moi;” 

Not that guests at public dinners give up crying 
“ Vive le Roi.” 


Liberty, of course, is humbug; taxes—’tis the 
people pay ; 

Theories may be safely argued ’neath the “‘ enceinte 
continuée.”’ 

If the royal health’s forgotten, still the royal 
pocket ’s full; 

The sheep are welcome to their baaing, so they 
render up their wool. 


'T is that he is vexed with shadows in the evening 
of his davs ; 

A young queen's face, a wedded widow’s, ever 
seems on him to gaze ; 

Lies, an ugly swarm, that he hath called to being 
with his gold, 

Sins, that he hath fed and fostered, press in on 
him, blunt and bold ; 


And Napoleon’s stony image frowns upon him 
through the air, l 

Holding up the cross of honor men are now ashamed 
to wear ; 

And France, a shade of scorn and sorrow, will not 
from his side depart, 
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Pointing with accusing finger to a fester in her 
heart ! 


Wonder not that such a sadness broods o’er Neu- 
illy’s pleasant room ; 

Wonder not that from the monarch’s presence steals 
a blight and gloom ; 

Methinks, the chink of five-franc pieces only hollow 
music sends 

To a proud man with no honor—to an old man 
with no friends.— Punch, 


Tue Cuiassico-Mania.—We have been requested 
to enter our protest against a practice that now pre- 
vails of affixing classical inscriptions to modern 
English buildings. A sort of compromise is usually 
attempted by resorting to bad Latin, for the accom- 
modation of those who can only read the mother- 
tongue, as the individual thrown into the company 
of a Frenchman, and not being able to say a word 
in French, met his companion half-way by talking 
broken English. A rich specimen has been fur- 
nished to us of an inscription on a Wesleyan 
Chapel, commencing ‘‘ Hujus Wesleyani sacelli 
fundamenta posita sunt a Georgio Green, Armigero, 
de Nigro Muro.” Wesleyani and Green are cer- 
tainly not remarkable for the purity or elegance of 
their Latinity, and the attempt to elevate Blackwall, 
by turning it into Niger Murus, is as bad as the 
cort to give a lift to Turnham Green, by calling it 
Verte eos Virides. We might as well call Fleet 
street the Via Rapida, Houndsditch the Fossa 
Canum, and dignify our old friend Upper John 
street with the magnificent sounding title of Via 
Superioris Johannis! No! No! Let us call Eng- 
lish things by English names ; and if the dictiona 
is not comprehensive enough to accommodate all 
our countrymen, we will undertake to lengthen the 
language, at a half-penny for every substantive, a 
penny for a verb, and the rest of the parts of speech 
at sixpence a dozen, all round !—Punch. 


Norice to Trespassers.—The Duke of Athol 
begs to inform tourists, geologists, botanists, and 
the public in general, that his extensive estates in 
Blair Athol are shut up for the season. The duke 
has lately turned several sheep-farms into deer for- 
ests, and repose is absolutely necessary for the 
comfort of the animals. Great injury having re- 
cently been done to the duke’s heather, and several 
persons having been observed breaking pieces off 
the duke’s whinstone, offenders are hereby warned 
that all such depredations will be punished with the 
utmost rigor of the law.— Punch. 


Tae New Postace Stamps.—The new post- 
age stamps, intended principally for the pre-pay- 
ment of foreign letters, were issued on Monday. 
They are of the value of Is. each, tne color being 
green, and the form octagonal, to distinguish them 
easily from the smaller denomination of postage 
stamps at present in use. ‘These stamps may 
used for inland as well as well as foreign postage, 
but they are chiefly intended for the postage of let- 
ters to the United States, India, China, the West 
Indies, New South Wales, New Zealand, and other 
places to which the postage is Is. It is understood 
that other denominations of postage stamps are 
hereafter to be issued ; and no doubt it will be found 
desirable to have a fourpenny or sixpenny stamp, 
to avoid the inconvenience of the long rows of 
stamps now frequently required on inland letters.— 
Examiner, 18 Sept. 
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ln days of yore, when the indiscreet advocates 
of the protective system were wont to proclaim their 
determination to force this policy upon the South, 
even if it should result in the dissolution of the 
Union, we endeavored to show them that this dis- 
solution would destroy the prize for which they 
were contending. Will our southern friends listen 
to the same argument, which we copy from the Re- 
publican, Macon, Alabama t 


SAFETY OF THE SOUTH. 


Ir is truth, worthy to be repeated, that there is 
no safety for the south, but to reject and repudiate 
the idea of acquiring territory. It is risking too 
much for too little. The advantages sought to be 
gained are insignificant in comparison to those that 
may be lost. Should the dreaded collision between 
the north and south take place, and the threatened 
issue be made, the initiative will devolve upon the 
south. And what will it do? Will it dissolve the 
Uniont Have we duly considered and estimated 
the value of the Union? Are we prepared to sur- 
render the compromises, guarantees, and protection 
of the constitution, and take our chance upon the 
broad sea of anarchy, and brave the appalling calam- 
ities that many ensue! The very institution we 
seek to extend is guaranteed and protected alone by 
that constitution we would overthrow. It is the 
only bar to northern interference with slavery. By 
it the north are compelled not only to protect the 
south against foreign interference, but to suppress 
domestic insurrection. So long as that instrument 
is regarded sacred, the ‘‘ peculiar institution” of the 
south is safe from either foreign or domestic inter- 
ference, and will remain unmolested under its pres- 
ent and legitimate jurisdiction. But if we should, 
from any cause, or by any means, divest ourselves 
of the security the constitution affords, there will 
remain no well-founded hope for the future in rela- 
tion to the institution of slavery. In the event of 
the dissolution of the Union, even provided it could 
be amicably consummated, it can hardly be supposed 
that the two governments, which would be created 
could or would long remain friendly in their mutual 
relations. The same cause which would have 
brought about the dissolution would still exist to 
distarb all good understanding between the two 
governments. For instance: the.slaves contiguous 
to the free states would have every inducement to 
abscond and take refuge among the people of the 
north, because there would no longer ie a constitu- 
tion or laws prohibiting the northern people from 
receiving and protecting them. That such would 
be the case, no one can for a moment doubt. Un- 
der such provocations, it would be morally impossi- 
ble to preserve peace. War of the most relentless 
character would be the inevitable consequence, and 
slavery would hang likea millstone suspended to 
our necks, crippling our resources and paralyzing 
our energies. We could not successfully repel our 
enemies and at the same time control the slave pop- 
ulation. Slavery would be as a magazine among 
us, to which our enemies would most assuredly 
apply the torch, and dreadful would be the explo- 
sion. 

But suppose all the impending difficulties were 
for the time being smothered, and the territory ac- 
quired without restriction ; it would have to be gov- 
erned and provided for by the United States, whose 
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duty and province are to make such Jaws and regu- 
lations, as they may deem proper, among whick 
there would certainly be a clause or provision pro- 
hibiting slavery. Thus the question will inevitably 
arise, and assume its hideous and portentous aspect. 
The contest will come, and if the north stands firm 
as it promises to do, the south must be overpowered, 
and slavery will be prohibited from the acquired 
territory. What will the south do? Will it dis- 
solve the Union? Suppose it do; the power of 
the north to prohibit slavery in the territory will 
not therefore impaired, but, on the contrary, 
would be exercised with greater rigor. We would 
lose the protection and security we now enjoy, 
without gaining admission into the coveted territory. 
It would be making a bad matter worse. Look at 
it as we will, the acquisition of Mexican territory is 
attended with difficulties and danger. Could the 
territory be obtained without restriction in regard 
to slavery, it would confer important advantages 
upon the south; but it cannot be so obtained. If 
it come at all, it must come with the proviso; or, 
at any rate, in such a manner as to be subject to the 
proviso hereafter. Thus, it will bring evils with it 
of incalculable magnitude—evils that will infinitely 
counterbalance all the advantages that could pos- 
sibly be derived under the most favorable circum- 
stances. 


Tue National Era, which is a thorough believer 
in the doctrine of State Rights, even holding that 
Ohio could introduce slavery into her borders if she 
pleased, and even agreeing with what we think 
the treasonable doctrine of Nullification, makes the 
following argument, which is well deserving of 
careful examination by the South as well as by the 
North. We have not sufficiently examined the 
legal question to be able to give an opinion. 


A DANGER TO BE AVOIDED—-THE TRUF DOC- 
TRINE. 


Tue advocates of the Wilmot Proviso, led away 
by their zeal for this measure, in the excitement of 
discussion are in danger of yielding a point of vital 
importance. Their whole struggle seems to pro- 
ceed on the assumption, virtually made by their 
adversaries, and not denied by them, that slavery 
can be introduced, as a thing of course, into Cali- 
fornia and New Mexico, should the proviso be 
defeated. Important as we deem this measure, the 
assumption, we hold, is totally false, as we shall 
now proceed to show. 

An American traveller or resident in England or 
France, may recover personal property—clothes, 
money, books, &c.—of which he is deprived by 
force or fraud. The municipal laws of those coun- 
tries recognize such things as property, and provide 
a safeguard for them. 

If an American carry his slaves to cither country, 
for a day or a moment, the relation of slavery or 
property ceases instantly, and his slave becomes a 
freeman. ‘The municipal law does not recognize 
human beings as property, and has provided no 
safeguards for such a tenure. 

A citizen of Maryland, purchasing a farm in 
Penngylvania, may drive thither his flocks and his 
herds, and continue to hold them there. But, if he 
carry his slaves into that state, bis property in them 
ceases, and they become freemen. ‘The municipal 
law recognizes property in beasts, but not in men. 
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Should a citizen of Kentucky, after having set- 
tled in Indiana with his slaves, return with them to 
the former state, and undertake to continue them in 
slavery, the courts of Kentucky will hear an appli- 
cation for their freedom, and on proof of their 
having been settled in Indiana, by their claimant, 
discharge them as free. 

Citizens of Louisiana, bringing back to that state 

rsons who have become free by being taken to 

rance, cannot hold them as slaves under the laws 
of Louisiana ‘The courts in that state have decided 
this point. 

It is a@ established principle, sustained by the 
highest judicial decisions, that a slave, carried by 
the will of his master into a free state, ceases from 
that moment to be a slave; it being universally 
admitted that this case is not provided for in the 
constitation, which has guarded the right of a 
master only in the case of a slave escaping from the 
state where he is held, ¿nto another state. Prior to 
the adoption of this clause, the master of a slave 
had no legal right to reclaim him, whether he 
escapd, or was laken from the state in which he 
was held. 

Before the abolition of slavery in the British col- 
onies, slaves of the southern states of this Union 
were shipwrecked, or driven by stress of weather, 
upon their shores, and liberated. Indemnity was 
demanded by our government, and yielded, on the 
ground that slavery was recognized by the munici- 
pal laws of the colonies. Since the act of abolition, 
indemnity for slaves liberated on entering or being 
driven into their ports despite the will of their 
owners, has been peremptorily refused, on the 
ground that the municipal law had ceased to recog- 
nize the right of property in man. 

The South Carolina abstractionists are indignant 
at the inequality to which their institutions are 
attempted to be subjected by the Wilmot proviso. 
Rather than submit to such inequality, they prefer 
the dissolution of the Union and civil war. This is 
extreme folly. The inequality of which they com- 
plain relates solely to one “institution,” as they 
call it—slavery—and it already exists from the 
very nature of the case. The right of property in 
a human being is repudiated by every country in 
Europe, with the exception of Russia and Spain. 
We do not except France, because she has already 
adopted the principle of abolition, and the sole 
question before her government now, in relation to 
alavery, is one of time not principle. It is repudi- 
ated by fifteen states of this Union. It has been 
treated as an exception, entitled only to exceptional 
sateguards, by the constitution of the United States. 
which recognizes the master’s right no further than 
as its exercise may be necessary to secure a slave 
escaping from one state into another. It has been 
treated us an exception, not entitled to an equality 
ot privilege with other rights, by the act of the 
governinent prohibiting it altogether in the North- 
west territory; by the act of congress restricting 
its introduction into the Louisiana territory ; by the 
act excluding it from all that portion of the same 
territory lying north of 364 degrees; and by the 
iant resolution of congrees for the annexation of 

exas, prohibiting the right above the same degree. 

The municipal laws of Europe and of one half 
this Union ; the international laws of Christendom, 
so far as the usages of nine tenths of Christendom 
can make law; the constitution of the United 
States ; four distinct acts of the general govern- 
ment, and the decisions of the highest courts in the 
southern states, have fixed upon slavery the brand 
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of Inequality! They all assume that it is an excep- 
tion to natural right; that it can have only excep- 
tional privileges and safeguards; that it exists and 
can exist only by positive law ; and that whatever 
privileges are accorded to ìt cannot be taken for 
granted, but must be expressed in positive terms, 
which then are to be construed always with strict- 
ness. 

Slavery, in any state, is an institution of that 
state, standing alone upon positive or municipal law, 
if it stand upon any law. This is the ground, if we 
understand the state-rights men of the south, which 
they assume. They claim that slavery is a state 
institution, not created by congress, not deriving its 
existence from general usage, not standing upon the 
common law, but created and sustained by the 
municipal laws of the state in which it exists ; in all 
of which we entirely concur. 

They claim, further, that the general government 
is one of grants—has no inherent, but simply del- 
egated powers. We agree with them. They 
claim that congress is not omnipotent—is not a 
British parliament—can exercise no power not con- 
ferred in express terms by the federal constitution, 
or necessary to the exercise of a power which is 
thus conferred. We agree with them. They hold 
that congress, therefore, cannot construct a railroad 
or a canal through Ohio, for the benefit of that 
state, because such a work is beyond the charter of 
its powers. We agree with them. They hold, for 
the same reason, that congress cannot abolish or 
create slavery in the states. We agree with them. 

But we hold that congress cannot create slavery 
either in state or territory—no power to do this 
being conferred, or necessary to the exercise of any 
one that is conferred. If not insincere in their 
creed, they must agree with us, as we agreed with 
them. They must take this step, or retrace every 
step they have taken. And, if they be candid, they 
shall go one step further. Whatever may be said 
against the applicability to the legislative or judicial 
powers of a slate, of the restrictions imposed on 
power, and for the protection of right, by the 
guaranties of the federal constitution, it must be 
admitted that these restrictions apply, in all their 
force, to every department of the f: deral government 
—executive, legislative, and judicial. Deny, if 
you please, that the guaranty of the people to be 
secure in their “persons, houses, papers, and 
effects,” against unreasonable searches and seizures, 
and against arrest, except in pursuance of warrants 
issued ‘ upon probable cause, supported by oath or 
affirmation,’’ has anything to do with the action of 
an executive or a legislature of a state, in relation 
to the people of that state; still, all will admit that 
it effectually restricts the exercise of power by any 
department of the general government. To provide 
the people a safeguard against its usurpations, was, 
in fact, the primary object of the clause. But the 
same constitution provides that— 

« No person shall be held to answer for a capital 
or otherwise infamous crime, unless on a present- 
ment or indictment of a grand jury, except in cases 
arising in the land or naval forces, or in the militia, 
when in actual service, in time of war, or public 
danger; nor shall any person be subject, for the 
same offence, to be twice put in jeopardy of life or 
limb; nor shall he be compelled, in any criminal 
case, to be witness against himself; nor be deprived 
of life, liberty, or property, without due process of 
law.” 

Deny that this provision controls in any wa 
action of the state legislature or judiciary ; still 
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cannot for a moment question that ‘it absolutely 
controls the action of congress and the federal exec- 
utive and judiciary.” No department, nor all the 
departments of the federal government united, can 
deprive any person of his liberty, property, wages, 
without due process of law. No due process of law 
can be directed to the accomplishment of such an 
object, unless crime has been committed. Hence 
this clause of the constitution positively prohibits 
the general government from creating slavery. 

But, were not this reasoning sound, our argu- 
ment, drawn from the total want of power in con- 
gress, under the constitution, to create slavery, 
would remain unanswerable by any state rights 
man. 

Whether this view, or the one just presented, or 
both, extorted from F. P. Blair, of this city, the 
following remarks, we know not; but one portion 
of them fully corroborates our position. 

At a meeting of the Jackson Association in this 
city, on the 6th, to consider the death of Silas 
Wright, F. P. Blair submitted an address, from 
which we quote the following rather remarkable 


passage : l 

“It has been said that Mr. Wright originated 
the movement on the slave question made by Mr. 
King, of New York, and which Mr. Wilmot, of 
Pennsylvania, incorporated in the proviso which 
has taken his name. A letter received from Mr. 
Wright by a friend in this city, when the sug- 
gestion was first made known to him, refutes the 
assertion. He had no share in the origination of 
the measure, whatever may have been his views in 
regard to its introduction. Mr. Wright’s doctrine, 
we believe, was that of the constitution—non-inter- 
ference on the part of the federal government with 
the domestic institutions existing among the people 
of states in, or coming into, the Union. İf this 
principle be correct, congress cannot extirpate 
slavery where it exists, nor create it where it does 
not exist. Legislation on the subject belongs to the 
state immediately affected by it. Hence it would 
result, that South Carolinians and Californians have 
an equal right to maintain the law establishing 
the family relations existing in each state, re- 
spectively.” 

We have established two positions : 

lst. That slavery, not being recognized by the 
common law, but being contrary to natural right, 
can exist only by positive statute or municipal law ; 
that, by the law of nations, the municipal laws of 
Europe, generally, the laws of fifteen states of this 
Union, the constitution of the United States, and 
the highest courts of the country, north and south, 
it is regarded and treated as an exception, entitled 
to no privileges but such as are guarantied by 
express law. 

2d. That the congress of the United States can- 
not create slavery. 

The next point to be stated—for it is not neces- 
sary to prove what all admit to be true—is, that 
slavery is prohibited in California and New Mexico. 
By a decree proclaimed by the President of the 
United Mexican States, September 15, 1829, it was 
decreed : l 

«1. That slavery be exterminated in the re- 
public. Bo i 

«2. Consequently; those are free who to this 
day have been looked upon as slaves.” 

California and New Mexico are, therefore, by 
their fundamental law, free territory. No one pre- 
tends that slavery can be introduced in either, as 
they now exist. Suppose, by the treaty of peace 
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now in process of negotiation, they should be ceded 
to this country, they become territories of the 
United States, under the exclusive jurisdiction of 
congress. 

ow, if the three positions we have taken be 
true, slavery cannot be introduced into either terri- 
tory. If it be a local institution, depending alone 
upon local law, not recognized by the common law, 
but expressly ruled to be contrary to natural nght, 
it can acquire no legal claim by being smuggled 
into these free territories. If the laws of California 
and New Mexico be supposed to continue in force 
till the United States provide them a code, it can 
derive no sanction from them, because they prohibit 
it. If congress frame for them territorial govern- 
ments or laws, it has no power, as we have seen, to 
create slavery. It would therefore be absolutely 
impossible to introduce slavery there, unless it be 
assumed that the laws of the states in which it is 
established have extra-territorial force to such an 
extent, as to override the jurisdiction of congress ip 
United States territory ! 

Let the slaveholder carry his slaves, then, inte 
either territory, and unless congress pass a law 
creating the tenure of property in them—an act 
beyond its power—the slaves would become free 
of right, and all that would then be necessary would 
be for the persons held as slaves to sue for damages 
or wages, as the case might be, before the United 
States courts. 

The adversaries of the Wilmot proviso may 
inquire—“ If you believe all this, if this be the true 
state of the case, why, then, insist upon the pro- 
viso?’ The reply is easy. Do you concur with 
ust Do you believe that this is the true state of 
the case? If so, why resist so fiercely the passage 
of a resolution simply declaring that a thing shall 
not be, which you believe cannot be? If you do 
not thus believe—and the evidence is sufficiently 
strong that this is the fact, or that you have re- 
solved to smuggle slavery into these territories 
contrary to all law—then you at least must ac- 
knowledge the importance of the proviso. So in- 
sidious have been the encroachments of slavery, 
and with such tenacity she clings to her usurpations, 
imposing upon the popular mind the delusion that 
they are sustained by law, that we wish to make 
assurance doubly sure, and, by a timely measure, 
show, in advance, the resulve of the nonslaveholders 
of the country to maintain freedom intact where 
already it is the fundamental Jaw of the land. But, 
should we be defeated in this measure, we warn the 
propagandists of slavery that they shall have no 
peace ; that no usurpation of theirs shall receive 
recognition from us; that, should they insinuate 
slavery into the new territory, we shall continue to 
denounce it as an infamous fraud; step by step, we 
shall struggle against them, invoking the press, the 
pulpit, the ballot-box, for their overthrow ; appealing 
from the parties which they have used, and the sects 
they have silenced, to the people, whose eyes they 
cannot blind forever, and whose power they shall 
yet feel. 


A CORRESPONDENT of the New York Gazette and 
Times gives us a beautiful thought of Burns : 


I well remember with what delight I listened to 
an interesting conversation which, while yet a 
schoolboy, I enjoyed an opportunity of hearing in 
my father’s house, between the poet Burns and an- 
other poet, my near relation, the amiable Blacklock. 
The subject was the fidelity of the dog. Burus took 
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up the question with all the ardor and kindly feel- 
ing with which the conversation of that extraordi- 
nary man was so remarkably imbued. It was a 
subject well suited to call forth his powers; and 
when handled by such a man, not less suited to 
interest the youthful fancy. 

The anecdotes by which it was illustrated have 
long since escaped my memory ; but there was one 
sentiment expressed by Burns, with his characteris- 
tic enthusiasm, which, as it threw new light into 
my mind, I shall never forget. 

Man, said he, is the god of the dog. He knows 
no other, he can understand no other ; and see how 
he worships him. With what reverence he crouches 
at his feet; with what love he fawns upon him ; 
with what dependence he looks up to him; and 
with what cheerful alacrity he obeys him. His 
whole soul is wrapped up in his god, and the powers 
and faculties of his nature are devoted to his service, 
and these powers and faculties are exalted by the 
intercourse. It ought just to be so with the Chris- 
tian ; but the dogs put the Christians to shame. 


Tuey say, ‘ When you wish to beat a dog, it is 
easy to find a stick.’’—See how they treat a fellow- 


creature in the British Provinces; our authority is 
Sam Slick : 


A Rum FeELLow.—‘ Lawyer,” addressing him- 
self to Barclay, ‘did you ever hear of Andrew 
Wallace seizing a man that was drunk, and putting 
him up at auction? I must tell you that story. 
Squire Wallace, was a captain in the militia ; and 
one day, after training was over, and jist before the 
men was dismissed from parade, he took a guard 
with him, and made a prisoner of Pat Sweeney, 
who was a most powerful drinker—drank as much 
ata time as a camel a’ most. ‘Pat,’ says he, ‘I 
seize you in the king’s name!’ ‘Me! says Pat, 
a-scratching his head, and looking abroad, bewil- 
dered like; ‘I’m not a smuggler'—Touch me if 
you dare!’ ‘I seize you,’ says he, ‘ for a violation 
of the excise law, for carrying about you more than 
a gallon of rum without a permit, and to-morrow I 
shall sell you at auction to the highest bidder. You 
are a forfeited article, and I could knock you on the 
head and let it out, if I liked ; so no nonsense, man!’ 
And he sent him off to gaol, screaming and screech- 
ing like mad, he was so frightened. The next day 
Pat was put up at vendue, and knocked down to his 
wife, who bid him in for forty shillings. It’s gen- 
erally considered the greatest rise ever taken out of 
a man in this country.’ 


WE submit to the State Conventions of the differ- 
ent parties, the following story from the St. Louis 
Reveille : 


I must tell you of a curious echo we heard while 
lying on the Naples flats. ‘The orders of the cap- 
tain to the crew given from the upper deck, and the 
reports of the soundings on the flats, (‘‘ two feet 
scant’’) were heard repeated among the tall trees 
on the eastern shore, without the slightest variation. 
Some of the passengers, observing this curious ef- 
fect, began to call out in various tones to Mr. Echo, 
and they were always favored with a repetition of 
the question asked, or the latter part of it. Hear 
some specimens : 

‘¢ Hallo the shore !” 

Echo—‘‘ Hallo the shore!” 

‘* How are you?” 

Echo— How are you?” 


‘¢ Shall we stay here all night ?”’ 
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Echo—‘' Stay here all night !” 

‘© Tell me if Gen. Scott has entered Mexico.” 

Echo—‘‘ Scott has entered Mexico.” 

s“ Hurrah for your good news !”’ 

Echo—" Hurrah for your good news !"? 

‘© Who ’l] be the next president ?”’ 

Echo—“‘ Zachary Taylor!” 

“ Well, that is a curious echo, sure enough,” 
exclaimed an elderly lady, who was rocking herself 
on the after guard, and smoking a pipe at the same 
time. We were all somewhat startled by this un- 
expected answer to the question concerning the next 
presidency ; but after a short pause the questions 
were resumed : 

“ What is the price of com?”’ 

Echo— The price of corn.” 

‘¢ What was the reason that Pratt and Campbell 
did n’t fight ?”’ 

Echo—‘' Pratt and Campbell didn’t fight.” 

‘ What are you doing out there ?”’ 

Echo—‘' Catcuine Catrisu !”’ 

“« Ha! ha! ha! ha!” 

Echo—‘' Ha ! ha! ha! ha !—ho! ho! ho! ho!” 

Thus ended the caf-echism. A sucker was dis- 
covered sitting on a log, down at the point, quietly 
pursuing his evening sports and brushing off the 
mosquitoes. Some of the answers had evidently 
been given by him. 


A CORRESPONDENT of the National Era, whose 
letter is dated Sussex Co., Virginia, thus describes 
that region : 


The melancholy pine is springing up in deserted 
fields. As you pass along, you see a gate un- 
hinged: the path leading to that house, with its 
crumbling chimney and sashless windows, is grown 
up with thin, pale grass. Of many an old settle- 
ment, nothing remains but the well with its broken 
bucket, and a few neglected graves. Such a coun- 
try is full of the poetry of desolation. There is 
nothing in it new or noisy. In all points it is the 
contrast of the rushing, turbid world of the west. 
Everything is still. K obody makes haste. The 
white sands gleam in the hot sunshine ; vegetation 
creeps up slowly through a lean soil. The dark 
creeks steal through gloomy forests, as if afraid of 
the rustling of a leaf. You travel in the woods 
through a long, sad avenue of pines, where the road 
is but wide enough for one carriage, no one dream- 
ing of the possibility of meeting another equipage. 


WE copy part of a letter from the Journal of 
Commerce, a vivid picture : 


The attack upon Churubusco, which closed the 
operations of the day, was a scene of thrilling inter- 
est. The place was defended by at least 27,000 
Mexican troops. Their whole force in the morning 
amounted to 32,000 men, of whom 5,000 may have 
been killed, taken, or dispersed, in the affairs of 
Contreras and San Antonio, in the earlier part of 
the day. The remainder were posted behind two 
strong field works—one of them enclosing a large 
stone church. Our troops making the attack did 
not exceed one fourth the number of the enemy. 
The conflict lasted two hours and three quarters, 
during the whole of which time the deafening roar 
of artillery and small arms was continuous and tre- 
mendous, such as no man present ever before wit- 
nessed. It was a time of awful suspense, but the 
issue was not for a moment doubtful. When it was 
over, the general-in-chief (Scott) rode in among the 
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troops. It would have done your heart good to 
hear the shout with which they made the welkin 
ting. Several old soldiers seized the general’s 
hands with expressions of enthusiastic delight. 
Suddenly, at a motion from his hand, silence en- 
sued, when, in the fulness of his heart, he poured 
forth a few most eloquent and patriotic words, in 
commendation of their gallant conduct. When he 
ceased, there arose another shout that might have 
been heard in the grand plaza of Mexico. During 
this thrilling scene, I looked up to a balcony of the 
church that had been so bravely defended. It was 
filled by Mexican prisoners. Among them Gen. 
Rincon, a venerable old soldier, was leaning for- 
ward, his countenance glowing, and his eyes spark- 
ling with every manifestation of delight. I verily 
believe that the old veteran, with the spirit of a true 
soldier, upon beholding a victorious general so 
ee by the brave men he had just led to victory, 

orgot, for the moment, his own position—that he 
was defeated and a prisoncr—and saw and thought 
only of the enthusiasm by which he was surround- 


How unanswerable, and how beautiful is the ar- 
gument contained in this notice by the accomplished 
editor of the literary department of the Christian 
Inquirer ! 

Littety’s Livine Ace, No. 176, has an arti- 
cle from the North British, which we should abuse, 
(if we had time,) as containing some of those im- 
plied slanders which are the meanest of all, against 
women who venture upon fields which the lords of 
creation have chosen to consider as exclusively their 
own. The idea that a woman devoted to astronom- 
ical studies is likely to bea worse wife and mother 
than one devoted to dress and show, never was sin- 
cerely entertained by any man whose opinions on 
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i any other subject were entitled to a hearing; but 


this and similar fadaises, are broadly insinuated in 
the Review, apropos to the novels of the Countess 
Hahn Hahn, whom the reviewer affects to consider 
as a fit representative of literary women—a ‘“* mis- 
take on purpose,” we suspect. 


WE are very willing that the Presbyterians should 
give good measure, but do not choose to give up to 
party what is meant for mankind ; and so copy for 
the use of the Church Catholic the following piece 
from the Presbyterian : 


What a PRESRYTERIAN SHOULD no.—We sin- 
cerely hope that the following hint may not be 
needed by any reader of our paper; but if there be 
one Presbyterian within the compass of our circula- 
tion who likes to drive a hard bargain, and who, to 
pick up an odd penny, would screw down his meas- 
ure to the extreme verge, so as barely to escape the 
charge of fraud, we will, perhaps, do him a service 
by bringing the following paragraph under his eye: 

“ When I was a young man, there lived in our 
neighborhood a Presbyterian, who was universally 
reported to be a very liberal man, and uncommonly 
upright in his dealings. When he had any of the 
produce of his farm to dispose of, he made it an 
invariable rule to give good measure—over good, 
rather more than could be required of him. One 
of his friends observing him frequently doing so, 
questioned him why he did it, told him he gave too 
much, and said it would not be to his advantage. 
Now, my fricnds, mark the answer of the Presby- 
terian : ‘God Almighty has permitted me but one 
journey through the world, and when gone I can- 
not return to rectify mistakes.’ Think of this, 
friends, but one journey ane the world !”— 
James Simpson. 
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From the Dublin University Magazine. 
A HIGHLAND CHIEF ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 


Amonc the names which intestine commotion has 
from time to time withdrawn from obscurity and 
rendered historical, none has come down to poster- 
ity with a fairer or more honorable reputation than 
that of Donald Cameron, of Lochiel, who, one hun- 
dred years ago, was zealously engaged, with his 
numerous and valiant clan, in the last enterprise of 
the Stuart party. 

The object of the present paper is not to pass 
over ground so much beaten as the expedition in 
question, nor to detail the particulars of the con- 
spicuous part borne in it by Lochiel, which narra- 
tives approved by general acceptance have already 
sufficiently set forth—but to throw together, in a 
very brief furm, a few circumstances less generally 
known regarding that memorable Highland chief. 

Born about 1698 or 1700, he was too young to 

bear a part in the insurrection of 1715, (as his 
. grandfather, the celebrated Sir Ewan, of Lochiel, 
-was too old, being then eighty-seven years of age,) 
which preserved for him the succession to the es- 
ta d chiefdom, on Sin Ewan’s death, in 1719. 
His er, John Cameron, of Lochiel, had been 
outla and attainted for his share in the rebellion 
of 1715, and mostly remained an exile for thirty- 
‘tw years, o_o term of his subsequent exis- 
tence. ' 
Lochiel not onl yimbibed attachment to hereditary 
d indefeasible right, from the martial achieve- 
nts in behalf of the Stuart family of his renowned 
ather, the most famous chief of his own day, 
m the courageous example of his father, who, 
with his’ younger brother, Allan, perilled his life, 
and lost his fortune in that cause. 

This Allan Cameron, the uncle of the subject of 
my paper, an of very considerable abilities 
; years one of the prime agents 
Tn company with Stuart of 
ed by the Highland chiefs 
to present at€ourt + as commonly called the 
“ sword-in-hand"’ addreS®, ih 1712, and it well de- 
served that name, fort openly asserted principles 
altogether inconsistent with the Hanoverian suc- 
cession. l 

It is, I think, highly probable that Allan and his 
colleague were the Highland gentlemen mentioned 
hy Swift, in a letter of that period, as having dined 
in his company at Lord Treasurer Harley's, and 
wnom he specially distinguishes as ‘‘ very polite 
men ;*’ no small compliment to two Scottish High- 
landers, from that caustic pen. Allan exercised a 
very considerable influence over the mind of his 
nephew, the young chief, and employed it all in 
establishing his principles, and inflaming his zeal, 
on behalf of the Stuarts. “ 

Lochiel, in his youthful days, paid many visits 
to France, and when about to return home from one 
of these, in 1729, received a regular commission 
from the old chevalier, to treat with such of his 
friends in Scotland as he considered trustworthy. 

This was accompanied bya letter from his uncle, 
Allan, (who was chamberlain to that unfortunate 
prince,) then at Albano, in Italy, which contains 
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ample proof of the tact and ability already attributed 
to that relative. A few extracts are subjoined :— 
‘You are to keep on good terms with Glengarry 
and al] neighbors, and to let bygones be bygones 
as long as they continue firm to the king's in- 
terests. You must see to win them by courtesy 
and good management, which will, I hope, enable 
you to make a figure amongst them—not but that 
you are to tell the truth, if any of them fail in their 
duty to their king and country. * * * Asto 
Lovat, pray be always on your guard, yet not so as 
to lose him; on the contrary, you may say that the 
king trusts a great deal to the resolution he has 
taken to serve him. * * * But, dear nephew, 
you know very well that he is a man whose chief 
end has always been his own interest. It is true 
he wishes our family well, and, I doubt not, would 
wish the king restored, if he has grace to lend a 
helping hand to it, after what he has done. So, 
upon the whole, I know not what advice to give 
you concerning him, only you are to make the best 
of him you can; but always be upon your guard, 
for it is best not to put too much in his power, be- 
fore executing a good design. The king knows 
very well how useful he can be, if sincere, which J 
have represented as fully as necessary.” 

Thus ably instructed, and possessed himself of 
an excellent understanding and accomplished man- 
ners, Lochiel was an invaluable auxiliary to the 
cause which, unhappily for himself, he so ardently 
espoused ; and he root a strength to it, superior 
to any resulting from mere force of intellect, or 
gentlemanlike bearing—the solid respect attached 
to an upright, honest, honorable character, which, 
through his entire life, he maintained unblemished, 
by the universal admission of friend and foe. 

Placed at the head of a numerous and warlike 
clan, long distinguished for military achievement, 
but as much distinguished for predatory habits, he 
set his face steadily and consistently against every 
act of aggression and violence. ‘* Burt’s Letters 
from the Highlands” prove that he had done so as 
early as 1726. ‘* The chief of the Camerons,” 
writes that intelligent officer, ‘* has, as I am very 
well informed, positively forbidden all such outrages, 
(cattle-lifting, &c.,) which has not at all recom- 
mended him to some of his followers.” 

But, however some of the fiercer spirits might 
chafe at being reigned in from their accustomed 
turbulence, the clan in general soon became sensible 
of the inestimable qualities of their amiable chief. 
A chieftain of the clan, a few years deceased, and 
a worthy example of a hospitable, warm-hearted 
Highland gentleman, (the late Cameron of Clunes,) 
who was probably better acquainted with the local 
history of his sept than any person now surviving, 
and on whose authority many of the statements in this 


paper are made, gave me the following description - 


of the estimation in which the subject of this me- 
moir was held by his clan :—‘‘ There never was a 
chief more beloved than Donald of the Forty-five. 
He took the greatest pains to improve his clan, and 
was himself a most amiable gentleman, so just, gen- 
erous, and condescending, that he governed them 
iter by the love which they had for him person- 
y 129 
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His generosity was indeed only restricted by his 
means. His estate, though forty miles in extreme 
length, by many in breadth, did not produce more 
than £600 or £700 a year. The same estate now 
produces £10,000 per annum, as it is possessed by 
his great-grandson. Indeed, the rental itself of the 
estate did not amount to the sum above stated, but 
part of it was covered with vast woods, and where 
these were contiguous to the sea, Lochiel had many 
large transactions in their timber with the merchants 
of Whitehaven, and others. 

His residence at Achnacarrie, in Glenarkaig, 
through which a river rushes connecting the two 
large lakes, Arkaig and Lochy, and which was sur- 
rounded on all sides by extensive woods, formed a 
Yomantic and suitable abode for a Highland chief. 

The tourist will there vainly seek any extensive 
-ruins of Lochiel’s mansion, burned by the military 
iin 1746; nothing of it remains but a small portion 
œf a cross wall. With the exception of a cross 
wall and a stene foundation, it had been entirely 
‘built of wood, which was the most abundant mate- 
tial in the neighborhood, about the year 1725. 

A summer-house erected by him may be seen by 
the river-side, within which a large ash-tree grows, 
marking the long period during which the building 
has been roofless. This was a favorite resort of 
his, and from the window it is said he could shoot 
a deer in the opposite wood, or draw a salmon from 
the stream, in order to which a bell rang when a 
fish was taken by machinery fixed in the river. 

Lochiel had considcrable taste for the improve- 
ment of grounds. He laid out gardens, and formed 
plantations of trees (such as beech) which did not 
grow naturally in his forests. 

Just at the time of the young chevalier’s landing 
in the Highlands, he contemplated the drainage of 
a large tract of ground, and the addition of it to his 
demense, as well as the erection of a new mansion- 
house, for which preparations had been made, and 
timber actually sawn, which was thrown by the 

-soldiery into the general conflagration, at the burn- 
ing of the house already in existence at Achmacar- 
rie. 

Amidst such pursuits, and acts of real benev- 
olence and general utility to his country, mingled, 
however, of course, with political plots, many years 
of his life passed away in the enjoyment of domestic 


happiness. 

He was already closely allied to the clan Camp- 
bell, by near relationship to the Breadalbane family, 
and also to the Lochnell, the oldest cadets of Ar- 
gyle, of which house his mother was a member, 
and he drew the bond of union witha clan generally 
60 Opposite in politics, still closer, by marrying the 
daughter of Sir James Campbell, of Auchenbreck, 
Bart. 

His father-in-law, however, was of the same po- 
litical principles with himself, and they were alike 
Protestants in religious profession—a curious in- 
consistency, but one very common in Scotland at 
that day. 

There were persons of all religious persuasions 
to be found among the Scottish adherents of the 
Stuart family, but men of rank were in general (as 
Lochiel was) of the Protestant Episcopal church. 
Romanists (except among the very lowest class of 
Highlanders) were comparatively but few in num- 
ber. The strength of the Jacobite conspiracy was 
among the Episcopalians. 

So truly respectable a character as Lochicl, in 
whom Jacobitism was presented in the fairest colors, 
naturally attracted the notice of the friends of gov- 
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ernment in Scotland, and many efforts were vainly 
made by them to detach him from his party. 

The celebrated John Duke of Argyle, to whose 
family and clan Lochiel was related, always paid 
him the most flattering attentions, and in conjunc- 
tion with President Forbes, threw temptations in his 
way, which would have deprived the Stuarts of a 
less honest and resolute adherent. 

While Lord Lovat played the game of fast and 
loose, watching any opportunity of personal advan- 


tage which either party attorded him, trusted by 


none, and disliked by all, Lochiel, steadfast in his 
political attachments, and earncst for his cause, at- 
tracted universal esteem, and his most bitter oppo- 
nents lamented the fatuity which had thrown so 
worthy a man into the ranks of the Pretender. 

I need not recapitulate the circumstances con- 
nected with the landing of Charles Edward, and the 
arrangements for insurrection. ‘The histories of 
Home and Chambers are, upon these points, suffi- 
ciently satisfactory. 

Lochiel was exceedingly distressed by so unad- 
vised and rash an advent, and, in the first instance, 
dispatched his brother Dr. Archibald Cameron, with 
a message to the chevalier, absolutely declining any 
association with so wild an enterprise. 

It had been happy for himself, as well as his fam- 
ily and country, it he had been content with this 
intimation of his views; but on further reflection he 
thought his loyalty required him to wait upon the 
prince, and explain them in person. 

Mr. Home is very distinet and particular inghis 
account of the interview which took place bagween 
Charles Edward and Lochiel, at Boradale$ and 
there cannot be the smallest question that he is a 
faithful narrator of the real truth. The genume 
character of the chief Au, Wada in that 
singular conversation—sensible and prudent, yet 
full of loyal enthusiasm and devoted bravery. 

‘¢T will share the fate of my prince, and so shal 
every man over whom nature or fortune has gi 
me any power,” was its decisive conclusion. 

In the diary of Bishop Forbes, published by Mr. 
Chambers, an assertion is made, on the authority 
of Macdonnell of Glengarry, that Lochiel required 
security to be given him for the valus of his estate, 
before consenting to join the standa- lvep if it 
were true, it is no blot upon tht@haracter of the 
chief. In the next place, thescharacter of the bish- 
op's informant was very indifferent, agd altogether 
unworthy the gallant race from whieh he sprang. 
It is too bad to find a craven, who himself skulked 
from danger, and allowed his brave clan to be led 
out by his younger brother, presume to cast a refleo- 
tion upon such a man as Lochicl, who asked no clans- 
man to encounter peril which he himself did not 
face before him, and of whom a friendly opponent 
wrote— 


« Not his the pretty, prudent, modern way, 
Bid others go, himself at home to stay, 
But like a warrior bravely drew his sword 
pnd reared his target for his native lord.’’ 


It may be observed, last of all, that there is not 
the slightest trace of such an arrangement discerni- 
ble in the correspondence between the Stuarts and 
Lochiel, subsequent to 1716, as we have it pub- 
lished in the appendix to “ Brown's History of the 
Highlanders.’ On the contrary, the high and dis- 
interested character of the chief stands in honorable 
contrast with the selfishness of others. 

When Lochiel had once determined upon the 
hazardous enterprise which put an end to the hap- 
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piness of his own domestic circle, as well as to that 
of so many other families, he threw all hie energies 
into the task of marshalling his clan for the field. 
His call was cheerfully responded to by that war- 
like people, and all his chieftains were anxiously 
engaged in prepaiing their numbers against the day 
of rendezvous — 


“ Then through the wild Glennevis, 
* And down by Lochy's side, 

Young Donald leaves his shealing, 

And Malcolm leaves his bride.” 


His accession to so rash an adventure seems to 
have surprised some who were best acquainted with 
his principles and character. Sir Alexander Mac- 
donald, of Sleat, writes to President Forbes, ‘ Young 
Clanronald is playing the fool, and, what is much 
more extraordinary, Lochiel’s prudence has alto- 
gether forsaken him.’ The lord president himself 
also writes about the same time to Cluny Macpher- 
son, ‘f I am prodigiously concerned at the folly of 
our friend Lochiel.” 

The night of the 18th of August, 1745, was 
surely an anxious and agitating one at Achnacarric. 
The next day was appointed for the erection of the 
standard at Glenfinnan, and parties of men were 
arriving from different quarters during the entire 
night. The house itself was filled with soldiers of 
the royal Scots, nearly two hundred of whoin had 
heen taken prisoners the day before, by Macdonald 
of Keppoch, and handed over to Lochiel for safe 
custody. Lochiel treated these prisuners with the 
greatest humanity and courtesy ; and finding one 
of the officers wounded, sent him on his parole to 
Fort Augustus, that he might be properly taken 
care of. I fear that this officer broke his parole. 

At an early hour on the morning of the 19th, the 
main strength of the Clan Cameron had arrived; 
but a large company, who resided in Morven and 
Suinart, in Argyleshire, were not to come to Ach- 
fiacarrie, but to join on the march to Glenfinnan, to 
raise whom and bring them up, Lochiel had sent 
his brother, Dr. Archibald Cameron, two days be- 
fore. All the Lochaber Camerons had come up 
under their different chieftains, by six or seven 
o'clock.  Letterfindlay, Glennevis, Glendessary, 
Calaart, Fracht, Strone, Clunes, Lindevra, &c., 
&c., all produced their plaided warriors. à 

Like other large Ilighland clans, the Camerons 
eonsisted of various tribes, of which the three prin- 
cipal were, the Mac Martins, under the Laird of 


Letterfindlay ; the Mac Molonys, under Strone ; | 


and the Mac Sorleys, under Glennevis. It was 
often a matter of grêat difficulty in clan regiments, 
to adjust the claims of the various chieftains to reg- 
imental rank, and required all the authority of the 
chief to prevent dissension. Lochiel’s arrangements 
were, on this occasion, submitted to with little mur- 
muring, although in general he gave the youngest ca- 
dets the highest rank, which was reckoned by some 
an innovation upon the ancient Highland usage. It 
greatly facilitated the matter, that the Laird of Mac 
Martin, or Letterfindlay, who was the head of the 
most numerous tribe in the clan, as well as the old- 
est cadet, was at this time a child, so that the nom- 
Ination to the command of the tribe rested with the 
chief, who appointed his uncle, Ludovic Cameron, 
one of the youngest cadets, to lead the Mac Mar- 
tins. This Ludovic Cameron was of a school very 
different from his nephew Lochiel, and has received 
a character from Pennant, in one of his tours, which 
I believe him to have merited; but although sel- 
fish and unscrupulous, he was an adroit and able 


147 


partisan, and was of very signal use in recruiting 
tor the clan regiment. 

Arrangements having been completed, the Cam- 
erons marched in two columns, with the prisoners 
in the centre, for Glenfinnan, which was many miles 
distant, amidst the tears and exclamations of a crowd 
of females, old imen, and children, who had assem- 
bled to see them depart. 


“ The tartan plaid it is waving wide, 
The pibroch 's sounding up the glen ; 
And I will tarry at Achnacarry, 
To see my Donald and all his men.” 


They marched by Strone, and then by the side of | 

Lochiel, past Kilmalie church, and the enormous 

ash-tree that grew beside it, full in the view of the 
X SoA 

garrison of Fort William, but they were far too 

numerous to apprehend any molestation from that 

quarter. 

They passed Achdalu, the scene of a triumph of 
Sir Ewan’s over Cromwell's soldiers, and Fassafern, 
the residence of Lochiel’s brother, John Cameron. 
who took no share in the insurrection, and had done 
his best to dissuade his brother, the chief, from the 
rash enterprise. While Lochiel rejected his bruther’s 
prudent counsel, he allowed him in his own person 
to follow the bent of a cautious and pacific disposi- 
tion. 

When Lochiel and his clansmen arrived at the 
head of the loch, and were now but a few miles 
from Glenfinnan, the Camerons of Morven and Sui- 
nart, headed by his brother Archibald, and Came- 
ron of Dungallon, were seen advancing to join them. 
Loud were the mutual shouts of congratulation with 
which the junction was effected. The clan now 
formed a body of eight hundred men, and surpassed 
the other septs that joined Charles Edward, as well 
by carly adhesion as by superior numbers. 

The public are indebted to Mr. Chambers for a 
correct version of the legend of Jenny Cameron, of 
whom so many stories, altogether false, have been 
told. She was the sister of Cameron of Dungallon 
and Glendessary, (one of the majors of Lochiel’s 
regiment, and a person of considerable importance 
as to property,) had now attained to middle age, 
never saw Charles except once, and that in public, 
on the day the standard was raised, for a short time, 
and was always a person of the greatest propriety 
of conduct and character. 

I need not enter upon the general facts of the in- 
surrection, which are so well known. Lochiel’s 
conduct was throughout distinguished by the high- 
est gallantry, as well as by signal humanity and 
moderation. He not only warmly and consistently, 
in the council of chiefs, opposed every design of a 
merely aggressive and vexatious character, but what 
was a more difficult task, withheld by terror the 
canaille of his own people from acts of rapine and 
violence. Mr. Chambers mentions, with some sur- 
prise, that upon one occasion he shot one of his men 
for committing a robbery upon a lowland farmer ; 
but what officer could lead troops, and especially 
Highlanders, through a country, with any regard 
to discipline, without inflicting summary punishment 
upon the rapacious and insubordinate ! 

Lochiel shared his last farthing with his men, 
and lived himself on the march as they lived; but 
he would not connive at the smallest act of oppres- 
sion upon their part, and however mild and indul- 
gent towards them in his general disposition, was 
on this point resolute and inflexible. He was the 
first man to enter Edinburgh when the Highlanders 
took it by a coup-de-main, but was careful to pre- 
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serve the sentinel at the gate from injury, by grasp- 
ing him by the arm, so that the city was occupied 
by his detachment without spilling one drop of 
blood, or depriving any one of the smallest item of 
property. 

Indeed, the generally admitted moderation and 
ood discipline of the Highland army in this expe- 
ition, were greatly owing to the influence of 

chiel, and the admirable example set by him through- 
out to the other chiefs and commanders. At the 
battle of Prestonpans he was the foremost chief in 
Jeading his men into the right of the enemy's line ; 
a contemporary ballad thus describes his conduct— 


«The brave Lochiel, as I heard tell, 
Led Camerons on in clouds, man.” 


And although under a heavy fire of artillery and 
musketry, with a threatened charge of dragoons, 
nothing could be more completely successful than 
his attack. . 

It is said that he was not favorable to the march 
into England, considering the Highland army quite 
too small to produce any decisive result in that 
country, though sufficient for tho occupation of 
Scotland. 

There can be no question that at Derby he joined 
Lord George Murray in urging a retreat, while 
there was still time to make one. They argued 
that there had been no movement throughout Eng- 
land in their favor, and that even if thcy did get to 
London without a battle, or after a successful en- 
gagement, they had not men enough to secure and 
guard the public places. 

As Lochiel and Keppoch stood in the street of 
Derby, talking to Lord George Murray, after the 
determination had been taken, a person came up to 
them and said, ‘‘Oh, shame! a Cameron vote for 
retreat! a Macdonnell turn his back upon the ene- 
a. It was certain that the three brave men 
who stood there together had courage enough, as 
they amply proved, to face any peril, but they did 
not choose to lead on their men to what plainly 
appeared inevitable destruction. Atthe same time, 
such was the panic which prevailed in London, that 
it is hard to say what would have been the result 
of their continued and rapid advance upon that 
capital. They would probably have beaten any of 
the three armies that covered it, the more that the 
Highlanders would have fought with unusual des- 
peration, as having no retreat. But their numbers 
were small, and the risk was fearful. 

An anecdote is preserved of Lochiel, during the 
march into England, wich marks the extreme 
terror that had seized the minds of the country peo- 
ple. One evening, as he entered the lodgings 
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his usual aversion to harsh and oppressive meas- 
ures, interfered in its behalf. The merchants and 
principal men of Glasgow were very sensible that 
any favor they obtained was through his influence, 
and, however odious to them his political poonpis 
might be, he was long remembered by them with 
respect and gratitude.* About this time, in con- 
cert with Secretary Murray and Cluny Maepher- 
son, he wrote a letter to Lord Lovat, which a good 
deal marks the diplomatie talent early cultivated in 
him by Allan, his able uncle. The letter itself 
may be found in Lord Lovat’s trial, as well as a 
remarkable one from that cunning and urpniucipled 
nobleman to Lochiel. 

Lochiel, in his letter to Lovat, designates the 
conduct of Sir Alexander Macdonald and the Laird 
of Macleod as ‘‘ the shameful apathy of the one, 
and the scandalous activity of the other. Sir Alex- 
ander had hitherto been simply quiescent, but 
Maclecd had raised men for the service of govern- 
ment. It is an undoubted fact, that they were both 
under positive engagements to the Stuarts. 

At the battle of Falkirk, the Camerons were placed 
opposite the hest Fnglish regiment in the field 
—viz., Barrell’s, which bravely stood its ground, 
when all the rest of the army broke into a general 
flight. The ground certainly favored it, for there 
was a ravine in its front, which prevented the Ca- 
merons attacking sword in hand, according to their 
wont. Lochiel lost a good many men by the se- 
vere fire, and was himself wounded in the leg; but 
his regiment imitated his gallant example, and in 
the end he pursued his foes into the town of Fal- 
kirk, when dake alone saved them from entire 
destruction. 

Shortly after this affair, the Highland army sep- 
arated into various bodies, and Lochiel, with his 
neighbors, the Macdonnells of Keppoch, and Stu- 
arts of Appin, marched for his own country, to lay 
siege to Fort William. : 

While engaged in that design, he forwarded, 
in conjunction with Keppoch, an emphatic remon- 
strance against the conduct of the Clan Campbell, 
with reference to the people of Lochaber. 

It appeared that the Campbells, taking advan- 
tage of the absence of the able-bodied, had devas- 
tated a part of the country, and committed outrages 
on the helpless inhabitants—burning houses, strip- 
ping women and driving them to the mountains, 
shooting horses, houghing cattle, &e. &e. 

Lochiel felt the wrongs committed against his 
vassals the more keenly, that he himself had ex- 
hibited very different conduct, and had even offended 
some of his brother chiets, by preventing, through 
his superior influence in the Highland army, incur- 


assigned to him, his landlady threw herself at his | sions upon the property of those very same Camp- 


feet, and implored him to take her life, but to spare 
her children. Lochiel, astonished, asked her what 
she meant, and desired her to explain herself; upon 
which she said it was commonly thought the High- 
landers ate children as their common food! The 
chief assured her that they would not injure her or 
her little children, or any person whatever. After 
looking at him for an instant, she called out, 
“ Children, you may come out; the gentleman 
won’t eat you,” when several children came from 
a press, and threw themselves at his feet. 

The Highland army was exceedingly incensed 
against the city of Glasgow, and resolved, on its 
return from England, to visit it with particular ven- 
geance. It had well nigh been determined to give 
the city up to plunder, as a punishment for its zeal 
in the service of government, when Lochiel, with 


bells. 

He also felt that the Clan Campbell ought to have 
remembered his near relationship to their most con- 
siderable chieftains, and however they might have 
opposed him fairly in the field, ought not to have 
selected his people as the prime objects of peculiar 
and malicious outrage. 

It is not surprising, therefore, that he expressed 
himself warmly and indignantly in a joint letter 
despatched by him and Keppoch to Stuart of In- 
vernahyle, that he might make the contents known 


* A merchant of Glasgow many years ago assured me 
of this, and informed me that he heard by tradition of 
townsmen, that Lochiel was a man of fine person and 
engaging manners. He was called hy his clan “ Donald 
Bean,” on account of his light-colored hair and fair com- 
plexion. 
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to the Campbells, and from which I subjoin a few 
extracts :— 


“ As you happen, for the present, to be contiguous 
to the Campbells, it is our special desire that you 
communicate our sentiments (which, God willing, 
we are determined to execute) to their sheriff Airds, 
and to other leading men amongst them. * * + 
When courage fails against men it betrays coward- 
ice to a great degree to vent the spleen on helpless 
women, and dumb brutes that cannot resist. We 
purpose to apply for permission to enter their coun- 
try, with power to act at discretion, and should we 
be fortunate enough to obtain it, hope to show that 
we wage war, not against women and the brute 
creation, but against men. * * ® No such 
act was committed by us since the commencement 
of the war, though we had it in our power, if bar- 
barous enough, to take advantage of it. © * 7° 

Lochiel added the following postscript to the 
letter :—** I cannot omit taking notice that my peo- 
ple having been the first that have felt the cowardly 
barbarity of my pretended Campbell friends, I only 
wish that I may live to have an opportunity to 
thank them for it in the open field. 

“ DonaLD CAMERON.” 


The crisis of the adventure now rapidly drew 
nigh, and Lochiel, having raised the siege of Fort 
William, arrived, on the evening of the 14th of 
April, 1746, at the camp of the Chevalier, in the 
park of Culloden. , 

The sound of the Cameron pibroch was a joyful 
one to that prince and his officers, as they were 
never in so much need of valiant men and un- 
daunted leaders. 

The Duke of Cumberland was within a few 
hours’ march of them, yet their forces were not 
nearly concentrated. So entirely had the commis- 
sariat been neglected that they had not provisions 
`- sufficient for the men already with them, even for 
a single day. Under these circuinstances, Lochiel, 
at a council of war on the 15th, agreed with the 
other principal officers to a night attack on the 
enemy's camp at Nairn, though he was sensible of 
the risk of attempting it with such an inferior force. 

Mr. Home, in his account of the transaction, 
says—‘ Lochiel, who was not a man of many 
words, said that the army would be stronger next 
day by fifteen hundred men at least.” Had all the 
other regiments in the small army marched with 
the same alacrity as Lochiel’s, during that event- 
ful night, the Duke of Cumberland’s camp would 
have been reached by one o'clock in the morning, 
and an attack have been made with the fairest pros- 
pect of success. ‘The Atholinen and Camerons, 
led by Lord George Murray and Lochiel, had the 
van of the column, followed by the other High- 
landers, and had been retarded throughout the 
night by repeated messages from the Lowland regi- 
ments in the rear, requesting them to march slower, 
so that on reaching Culraik at two o’clock in the 
morning, they were still four Scotch miles from 
the enemy’s position, which they could not now 
hope to reach before daylight. 

It had been a better arrangement to have marched 
the clan regiments, amounting to about 3000 men, 
in a completely separate body, and that the Lowland 
regiments should have followed only as far as the 
wood of Culraik, and there in position have awaited 
the issue of the attack, and in case of failure have 
covered the retreat. The Duke of Cumberland 
knew from spies that the Highlanders were march- 
ing towards his camp, but he had no idea that they 
meditated anything more than taking their ground 
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in the night, and attacking early the next morning, 
as they had done at the battle of Prestonpans. 

If the attack had been made (as would have been 
done) fiercely and resolutely, with shouts rendered 
more terrific by darkness, and from more points than 
one, with the advantage derivable in such a combat 
from the nature of the Highland weapons, there can 
scarcely be a doubt that the issue must have been 
disastrous to the Duke of Cumberland’s army. 

Here, again, then, the fate of England trembled 
on the beam ; never was the house of Hanover, in 
all probability, so near ruin, as when saved by the 
bad marching of a few inferior regiments. The 
weary and starved clansmen had but little time to 
rest after returning to Culloden, and altogether con- 
trary to the opinion of Lord George Murray, Lo- 
chiel, and the most sensible officers, were formed 
on the open moor to meet the far more numeroug 
amy of the Duke of Cumberland. 

he Camerons stood in the right wing, next tc 
the Atholmen, which had hitherto been the position 
of the Macdonalds, and which Lochiel had himself 
persuaded the other chiefs to yield to them without 
dispute, at the battle of Prestonpans, and doubtless 
he was governed by his usual good sense on this 
occasion. Though Macdonald of Morar, in his 
journal, has this record, ‘* Our sweet-natured prince 
was persuaded by Lochiel and his faction to give 
this honor (the right) to another, which we judge 
they will be ready to yield us back next fighting- 
day.” This sarcasm is, however, pointless, for the 
Camerons, even surpassing their usual bravery, 
fought on the right, not merely with valor, but with 
headlong desperation, while the Macdonalds, by 
theic weak and irresolute conduct on the left, and 
more especially by saan the gallant Keppoch* 
to perish alone before the English line, dishonored 
their long-established martial reputation. 

When the right wing and centre, after suffering 
dreadfully from the cannonade, moved under the 
orders of the intrepid Lord George Murray, against 
the hostile line, Lochiel led his regiment right upon 
Barrcll’s, (the present 4th foot,) his former adver- 
saries in the field of Falkirk. 

Under a fearful shower of grape-shot, which tore 
their ranks and levelled many of their boldest, and 
a close-sustained fire of musketry, the Camerons 
rushed on, sword in hand, and, within two minutes, 
entirely pierced and broke Barrell’s regiment, kill- 
ing and wounding more than a hundred, and forcing 
the routed corps to run towards their right, in a 
disorganized mass. The same fate, at the same 
instant, overtook Munro’s regiment, on the right of 
Barrel}‘s, under the attack of the Macintoshes, &c. ; 
and had the singularly gallant onset of the right 
wing of the Highland army been duly supported, a 
different story might have been related of the field 
of Culloden. But the attack had no support from 
any quarter, and, after the exhibition of extraordi- 
nary daring and prowess, and the loss of innumera- 
ble lives, was finally defeated by the fire of the 
second line of infantry, and the dragoons coming in 
on the flank. 

Lochie] did not himself share in the short-lived 
triumph of his valiant clan. He was within ten 
paces of Barrell’s line, and had fired his pistol, and 
was drawing his sword, when he fell, wounded 
with grape-shot in both ankles. He was seen fall- 


* There was not cordiality between this brave chief and 
his clan on the subject of religion. Sir Walter Scott tells 
us that he was a Protestant, while they were Roman 
Catholics, and he had offended them by positively refasiag 
to allow a Romish priest to be with them in the expe- 
dition. 
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ing by a person in Barrell’s regiment, who knew 
him, and hence a report of his death was gener- 
ally believed ; but the two brave and strong brothers, 
between whom, according to Highland usage, he 
advanced to the attack, and whose sole duty it was 
to guard the person of the chief, raised him up, and 
bore him away out of the sanguinary tumult. Before 
they arrived at the rear of the Highland army, it 
was evident that the day went against it, so they 
carried the wounded chief into a hut, and proceeded 
to take off the clothes he wore, appropriate to his 
rank, and to dress him in a common Highland plaid. 
While they thus consulted for his ae safety in 
retreat, the house was surrounded by a troop of 
dragoons, and a file had actually dismounted to 
enter it, when the whole party was called off else- 
where, by a peremptory order. By this time some 
other clansmen had come to the assistance of their 
beloved chief, and when the dragoons drew off, he 
was brought out of the hut, and placed upon a 
Highland pony. He was in a weak and fainting 
condition, and could scarcely be supported on the 

ny by a man on either side, while it was led out 
of the field, and towards a rough and inaccessible 
country, where danger of pursuit was at an end. 
The painful and distressing journey was continued 
from day to day, until he reached the covert of his 
own forest, but he was frequently on the very point 
of expiring, from agony and exhaustion. 

He did, not stop at Achnacarrie, but sought a 
concealment near the head of Locharkaig, where he 
remained until his wounds were beginning to heal. 
A. dead body was found, some weeks after the battle 
of Culloden, which was mistaken for his, and this 
second report of his death greatly contributed to 
his escape from his numerous pursuers. 

He had many hair-breadth escapes, and was, on 
one occasion, surprised alone, while asleep, by a 
soldier, but who allowed him to get off, on receiving 
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expressed the vain expectations of his sorrowing 
vassals, who were never to see him more. 

In France, Lochiel was joined by his family, 
whom, at one time, he had little hope of ever seeing 
again ; but however the feelings of the husband and 
father were gratified, the heart of the chief was 
continually wrung by the melancholy tidings con- 
cerning his friends and vassals, which he received 
from Scotland. 

So far from pressing his own individual interest 
on the notice of the Stuart family, for whom he had 
performed and suffered so much, he continually 
urged an expedition for the relief of the Highland- 
ers, whose bluod, he said, cried to him and claimed 
his help; and even when offered the command of a 
regiment in the French service, he expressed the 
uppermost desire of his heart in the following noble 
words :—‘* Others may desire to make a figure in 
France, but my ambition is to serve my king, and 
serve my country, or perish with it.” It is recorded, 
on excellent authority, that the Duke of Cumberland 
caused it to be intimated tu him when in France, 
that if he only sent him a message, he would pro- 
cure for him pardon and favor from the British gov- 
ernment, but that Lochiel shrank from owing obli- 
gation to one whom he regarded as the destroyer 
of his country. 

Placed in the command of the regiment of Al- 
bany, and quartered in the fortress of Bergue, near 
Dunkirk, on the frontiers of the Netherlands—a 
most unhealthy situation—he took his last illness, 
and died in October, 1748, of an inflammation in the 
head, (as reported to the old chevalier, by his cousin 
Macgregor Dramimond: of Bochaldy,) or, perhaps, 
of one of the country fevers. His death made a 
great impression at the time in his own country, 
and the following lines, written by a political oppo- 
nent, appeared shortly afterwards in the Scots’ 
Magazine :— 


a guinea. This soldier was, of course, ignorant of /| « Dead is Lochiel, the terror of whose arms 


his rank, as the reward offered for his apprehension 
was very considerable. 

I need not detail circumstances so well known as 
the failure of an attempted rally after the battle of 
Culloden, (which was to have been made at Ach- 
nacarrie ; but Lochiel alone, wounded as he was, 
kept his appointment,) the devastation of the coun- 

by the Duke of Cumberland, and the adventures 
of Lochiel after he met Charles Edward in Bade- 
noch. He gave his distressed clansmen who re- 
sorted to him in his covert, all the consolation and 
assistance in his power, advising them to the best 
course, and sharing with them his last shilling. He 
thus wrote to some brother chiefs, who had ap- 
pointed with him a rendezvous :—‘‘ The above is 
our present determination, and what I have advised 
all my people to, as the best and safest course, and 
- the interest of the public, yet some of them have 
delivered up their arms without my knowledge, and 
I cannot take it upon myself to direct in this partic- 
ular, but to give my opinion, and let every one judge 
for himself.” 

The embarkation of Lochiel, in company with 
Charles Edward, in September, 1746, is said to 
have been an affecting scene. A considerable num- 
ber of Highlanders had assembled on the shore, and 
many were the tears shed on all sides. The chief 
promised his mourning clansmen that he would 
shortly return to their relief—a promise which he 
afterwards vainly exerted himself to fulfil, for his 
heart was with his bleeding country— 


“ Lochiel ’s awa to France, 
But he ’ll be back again,” 


So Jately filled this island with alarms! 

Be just, ye whigs, and though the tories mour, 
Lament a Scotsman in a foreign urn, 

Who, born a chieftain, thought the right of birth 
The source of all authority on earth— 
Mistaken as he was, the man was just, 

Firm to his word, and faithful to his trust ; 
Humane he was, protected countries tell, 

So rude a host was never ruled so well ; 

Not his the pretty, prudent, modern way, 

Bid others go, himself at home to stay, 

But, like a warrior, bravely drew his sword, 
And reared his target for his native Jord. 
Fatal to him and to the cause he loved 

Was the rash tumult which his folly moved ; 
For this condemned in foreign realms to bear, 
Midst Gallic bands, a mercenary spear ; 

But Heaven, in pity to his honest heart, 
Forbade him long to fill so mean a part; 

To ease at once his fortune and his mind, 
With exile wretched, and with error blind, 
The awful mandate unto death was given, 
And good Lochiel is now a whig in heaven!” 


Pennant, also a whig, thus writes of him:— 
« Achnacarrte, once the seat of Cameron of Lochiel, 
but burnt in 1746. He was esteemed by all parties 
the honestest and most sensible man of any that 
engaged in the wicked and absurd attempt of that 
and the preceding year, and a melancholy instance 
of the victory of the prejudices of education over a 
naturally fine understanding and well-meaning 
heart.” Douglas says of him, in his “ Baronage :”” 
‘“ He was a man of good parts, great probity, an 
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amiable disposition, universally esteemed, and was 
at great pains to soften and polish the manners ef 
his clan.”’ 

Sir Walter Scott writes of him:—‘‘ It might 
have been our lot to have represented patriarchal 
authority in a very different light, as exercised by 
Donald Cameron of Lochiel, who, to the high spirit, 
courage, and loyalty of a Highland chief, added the 
marners of an accomplished gentleman, and the 
morals of a good Christian.”’ 

Campbell, who would have rendered his name 
famous in literature, by the beautiful poem of ‘* Lo- 
chiel’s Warning,’’ even if he had written nothing 
else, thus speaks of his character :—‘* He was famed 
for the social virtues, as much as his martial and 
magnanimous, though mistaken loyalty.” It would 
be easy to multiply similar testimonials. 

After Lochiel’s death, an ingenious application 
was made to the court of sessions to obtain his for- 
feited estate for his eldest son, on the ground of his 
being erroneously described in the act of attainder 
as ‘‘ Donald Cameron the younger, of Lochiel,” 
whereas he was the real fiar of the estate, though 
his father was alive, having succeeded at ance to 
his grandfather, on account of his father’s attainder 
in 1715. The application was, however, refused, 
fut the estate was restored by act of parliament with 
the other Highland torfeitures, in 178-4. 


Notse.—In an article on the United Irishmen, in the 
University MAGazine, it was remarked of one whose 
courage fuiled in the last extremity that “this is not the 
stuff traitors should be made of.” Lochiel’s brother, Dr. 
Archibald Cameron, a physician hy profession, but who 
took a forward and courageous part in 1745, showed the 
very material referred to as desirable under such circum- 
stances, at his execution, under the act of attainder pre- 
viously passed against him, in 1753. 

“When Dr. Cameron came to the place of execution, 
he looked on the preparations and spectators with an un- 
daunted and coinpused countenance, and on being loosed 
from the sledge, he started up, and with an heroic de- 
meanor stepped up into the cart, whence looking round 
with unconcern on all the awful apparatus of death, he 
smiled, and seeing the clergyman who attended him com- 
ing up the steps, he endeavored with his fettered hands to 
help him up, saying, ‘ This is a glurious day to me—it is 
my new birth-day ; there are more witnesses at this birth 
than were at my first? * * He thus addressed the 
sheriff: — Sir, you see a fellow-subject just about to pay 
his last debt. 1 the more willingly resign my life, that 
it is taken from me for doing my duty according to my 
conscience. I freely forgive all my enemies, and those 
who are instruinental in taking away my life. I thank 
God, I die in perfect charity with all men. As to my re- 
ligion, I die a sincere though unworthy member of the 
church in which I have always lived, the Church of Eng- 
land, in whose communion I hope, through the merits of 
my blessed Saviour, for forgiveness of my sins, for which 
I am heartily sorry.” * * * He then said, ‘I have 
now done with this world, and am ready to leave it.’ He 
joined heartily in the commendatory prayer, repeated 
some ejaculations from the psalms, after which he em- 
braced the clergyman and took leave.” 

Dr. Cameroa has, I think, heen condemned in rather 
too sanguinary a manner by Mr. Brown, in his “ History 
of the Highlanders,” with regard to the abstraction of a 
sum of money belonging to Charles Edward, which was 
concealed in the Highlands. I shall only observe that 
the witnesses brought forward against him, viz., Mac- 
donnell, of Glengarry, and Ludovic Cameron, of Torcas- 
tle, were “arcades ambo,” and unworthy of credit in a 
court of justice, in any case where their own interests 
were at all concerned. That Dr. Cameron did remove 
some of this money, I believe; but in 1752 he wrote an 
explanation of the transaction to Cluny Macpherson, stat- 
ing that he was compelled to do so by the extreme des- 
titution of his deceased brother Lochiel's family. Unless 
his own application of the circumstances were fully had, 
it is most unfair to asperse the memory of this courageous 
partisun aud humane gentleman, on such evidence. 


151 


From the Literary World. 
AN HOUR WITH ALEXANDER VON HUMBOLDT. 


BY MR. STEPHENS, THE TRAVELLER. ' 


Towarns sunset on the first of July, the railroad 
cars from Hamburgh brought me to the gate of 
Berlin. Entering the citv, the twilight of a north- 
ern summer illuminated the stately houses, and the 
broad avenue of Unter Den Linden. Leaving the 
proud portal of the Brandenburgh gate, with the 
car of victory on the top, carried off as a trophy by 
Napoleon, and after eight years of captivity, restored 
in triumph to its place—and riding on to the other 
extremity of the avenue, I had before me at one 
view the Schlosa Platz, or Palace Square, with the 
colossal palace, and all the most magnificent build- 
ings of the city, all enlarged and made more grand 
by the mellow twilight, and exhibiting an architec- 
tural splendor hardly to be met with in any capital 
of Europe. Turning off on one side of the square, 
at nine o’clock, I was ‘‘ taking mine ease” in the 
salon of the Hotel de Russie. 

I had gone over in the Washington, the pioneer 
of the American mail-steamers to Bremen, and was 
striking over the continent for a paseo on the Rhine, 
and to intercept the steamer at Southampton on her 
return to New York. I had but a day for Berlin. 
There was but one object in it I had any special 
desire to see, and that was—Humboldt. I might 
visit Berlin again, the other monuments of the city 
would remain; but he might pass away. 

Early in the morning, Í called upon Mr. Donald- 
son, Our minister, and to my extreme regret learned 
from him that Baron Humboldt was with the king 
at Potsdam, thirtv miles distant, in feeble health, 
and unable to receive visitors. Fortunately, I had 
occasion afterwards to call upon Baron Von Renne, 
formerly Prussian minister to this country, and 
incidently mentioning to him my disappointment 
and regret, he stopped me abruptly, and with 
friendly earnestness said, that I must not leave Ber- 
lin without seeing Baron Humboldt, at the same 
time looking at his watch, calling up my servant, 
telling him that the cars for Potsdam started at 12, 
and hastily writing a line of introduction, without 
allowing me any time for acknowledgments, he 
hurried me off to my carriage. A brisk ride 
brought me to the depot just in time for the cars; 
three quarters of an hour carried us to Potsdam, 
and almost before I had recovered from my sur- 
prise, I was at Baron Humboldt’s residence. 

It was in the royal palace, a stately and historic 
pile, once the residence of Frederick the Great, 
with his apartments remaining in the same state in 
which he left them. One wing was now occupied 
by Baron Humboldt, and it seemed a just tribute 
and a right reward—a proper crowning of his fame, 
alike honorable to prince and subject, that after 
years of travel, of physical and intellectual labor, 
he should, in the evening of his days, return to the 
town in which he was born, to live in the royal 
palace, the guest and friend of his king. 

Ascending to the door of his apartments, I was 
disappointed anew by positive word from the ser- 
vant in attendance, that the baron would not receive 
any visitors that day. With very little hope of 
success, but disposed to try every chance, I left m 
letter and card with an intimation that I would call 
again at 2 o’clock. 

On my return, the expression of the servant’s 
face as he T the door relicved me of all appre- 
hension. Showing me into an adjoining apartment, 
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Baron Humboldt came to meet me, with the flat- 
tering greeting that no letter of introduction was 
necessary. 

I was entirely mistaken in the idea I had formed 
of his personal appearance, and was surprised at 
not finding him bowed down, and bent by age. 
Nearly half a century ago, he had filled the first 
place in the world of letters, sitting as it were, 
upon a throne, lighting up the pathway of science 
to the philosopher, and teaching the school-boy at 
his desk. He was recorded in the annals of a past 
generation. Indeed, his reign had been so long, 
and his fame went back so far, that until I saw him 
bodily, I had almost regarded him as a part of his- 
tory, and belonging to the past; even then, alone 
ad in the stillness of the palace, I could hardly 
keep from looking at him as something monu- 
mental, receiving the tribute of posthumous fame. 

He is now nearly eighty, but has the appearance 
of being some years younger. In stature, he is 
rather under than above the middle size, with a 
frame, probably in youth, well-fitted for the hard- 
ships of his arduous travels. His head might serve 
as a study for a craniologist; his face is broad, and 
his eye remarkable for its intellect and expression. 
He was dressed in a plain suit of black, without 
ribands or decorations of any kind, and his apart- 
ments corresponded with the simplicity of his per- 
sonal appearance. He was dibilitated from an 
attack of illness, but the vigor and elasticity of his 
mind were unimpaired. He spoke English with 
much fluency, but with an accent, and his manner 
of speaking and the tone of his conversation re- 
minded me of Mr. Gallatin, who was an old per- 
sonal friend, and to whom he wished to be remem- 
bered. 

The ruined cities of Amcrica, being the means of 
bringing me to his acquaintance, were of course 
the first subject referred to, but learning that my 
connection with the line of mail-steamers to Bremen 
was the immediate object which had brought me to 
Germany, he expressed his satisfaction that I was 
identified with an enterprise at that moment most 
interesting to Germany. He considered the action 
of our government in establishing the line, wise 
and statemanlike, as, for a commercial people like 
ours, it must be the means of opening new rela- 
tions, and a wide field for the enterprise of our 
citizens. He himself felt a lively interest in its 
success, believing that the Germans of all classes 
were desirous of direct intercourse with us; that 
they had a great variety of manufactures which 
might be exchanged to advantage for the large 
amount of our staples now consumed in that coun- 
try, when more frequent intercourse should give a 
better knowledge of each other's wants and re- 
sources: as between the United States and Ger- 
many there never could be any feeling of rivalry 
or any cause of collision, and the closer we could 
be drawn together, the more advantageous would it 
be to both countries. He spoke of the long lines 
of railroads now constructing in Germany, to con- 
nect the Rhine and the Danube, the Adriatic and 
the North Sea, with branches from towns and 
manufacturing districts, winding into each other all 
over the country, furnishing facilities for travel and 
transportation to the sea-board, such as had never 
been known before, the greater part of which, both 
as a matter of feeling, and on the score of interest, 
must in the first instance turn towards the United 
States. 

He inquired about Mr. Wheaton, our late min- 
ister to that country, whether he had arrived in the 
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United States before my departure, and what was 
to be his future career. He said that it was under- 
stood at Berlin, that he was to be appointed minister 
to France, and expressed his surprise that the 
United States should be willing to lose the public 
services of one so long trained in the school of 
diplomacy, and so well acquainted with the political 
institutions of Europe. 

Although I had heard Baron Humboldt spoken 
of as one of the privy councillors of the king, 
I did not expect to find him, at his advanced age, 
and with his great work Cosmos to occupy hig 
mind, bestowing much of his attention upon polit- 
ical relations ; but the political condition of Prussia, 
and indeed of the world, seemed to be the subject 
which interested him most. It was, in fact, just at 
that moment an interesting point in the history of 
Prussia. The long-called-for Diet, which had been 
looked to with great anxiety throughout all Ges- 
many, had closed its session but two days before 
my arrival. For the first time in the history of 
Prussia, delegates had been permitted to assemble 
at the capital, and, in the hearing of the king, dis- 
cuss the measures of his government. Great re- 
forms had been proposed, and boldly and fearlessly 
debated. ‘The debates had been published, and the 
voice of a liberal party heard all over Germany. 

Baron Humboldt himself is a liberal, a firm 
believer in progress and improvement, known and 
recognized as sympathizing with that great political 
party which has for its lofty aim the greatest good 
to the greatest number, bettering the condition of 
the masses, and increasing the sum of human hap- 
piness ; and while throughout the civilized world 
he has filled the ‘‘ measure of fame” as a traveller 
and philosopher, in Prussia he is regarded besides 
as one of her soundest and best statesmen. 

Out of Europe, Mexico seemed to be the country 
which interested him most; perhaps from its con- 
nection with those countries which had brought me 
to his acquaintance, or, more probably, because it 
was the foundation of his own early fame. He 
spoke of Mr. Prescott’s History of the Conquest, 
and said that I might, when the opportunity offered, 
say to that gentleman, as from himself, that there 
was no historian of the age, in England or Ger- 
many, equal to him. 

And he was keenly alive to the present condition 
of Mexico; he was full of our Mexican war; his 
eyes were upon General Taylor and the American 
army. Iwas well aware, that in the conduet of 
this war, General Taylor was drawing upon him- 
self the eyes of all Europe; and that, whatever 
might be the differences of opinion as to its neces- 
sity or justice, it was producing everywhere, in 
monarchical and anti-republican countries, a strong 
impression of our ability and power for war—which 
in enlightened (?) Europe, even at this day, more 
than al] the fruits of peace, industry, and extended 
commerce, more than the exhibition of twenty mil- 
lions of people abounding in all the comforts of Fife, 
raises us to the rank of a “first-rate power,” and 
makes us ‘ respected.’’ 

Baron Humboldt said that with one of his own 
maps before them, the king and his military council 
had followed General Taylor from his encampment 
at Corpus Christi, to Palo Aho and Resaca de la 
Palma, through the storming of Monterey, and the 
bloody scenes of Buena Vista. They had fought 
over all his battles, and with his positions all marked 
on the map, were then looking for further tidings. 
They had seen and appreciated all his difficulties at 
Buena Vista. In Prussia war is a science, and 
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according to the leading policy of Europe, to be 
always ready for war, every male in Prussia, the 
highest nobleman’s son not excepted, is compelled 
to serve his regular term in the army. In the teeth 
of all settled opinions, and as it were upsetting the 
whole doctrine of standing armies, General Taylor, 
with a handful of regulars, and a small body of vol- 
anteers who had never been in battle, had stood up 
for a whole day against a murderous fire, and had 
finally defeated four times his number. Fjeld 
marshals and generals of Prussia, among them vet- 
erans who had studied the art of war on the great 
battle-fields of Europe, were struck with admiration 
at the daring and skill displayed at Buena Vista; 
and this admiration, Baron Humboldt said, they 
expreased without reserve, freely, publicly, and 
everywhere. Amid the bitterness and malignity of 
the English press, it was grateful to hear from such 
lips, that the leading military men of a military 
nation did justice to the intrepidity and firmness of 
our voluuteers, and to the courage, skill, and high 
military talents of General Taylor: while Baron 
Humboldt’s comments upon his dispatches and 
orders, and in fact upon all that related to him per- 
sonally in the conduct of the war, were such as no 
American could listen to without feeling proud. 

I had occupied, without any interruption, more 
than an hour of Baron Humboldt's time, when the 
servant entered to summon him to dinner—with the 
king. I would have left him at once, but courte- 
ously saying, that, if late, he would excuse himself 
by mentioning the cause that detained him, he 
urged me to remain a few days, for the purpose of 
making certain acquaintances at Berlin, and, pressed 
as he was, insisted upon giving me a line to a distin- 
guished gentleman of that place, without seeing 
whom he said I ought not to leave. Circumstances 
did not permit me to deliver the letter; but I had 
the satisfaction of bringing it home with me, written 
in German, in a strong, firm hand, as an autograph 
of Humboldt, and a memento of one of my most 
interesting incidents of travel. 


JOHN RANDOLPH’S CASE. 
DR. PARRISH’S DEPOSITION. 


Joseru Parris, of the city of Philadelphia, doc- 
tor of medicine, aged 55 years or thereabouts, being 
roduced, affirmed, and examined, on behalf of 
illiam Meade, named in the annexed commission, 
deposeth as follows : 
hat being legally required to make a deposition, 
relative to John Randolph of Roanoke, I do hereby 
state my recollections of such incidents as I con- 
sider calculated to show the state of his mind dur- 
ing the period of my medical attendance. 

John Randolph died under my medical eare on 
the morning of fifth month (May) 24th, 1833, at 
one quarter before twelve o’clock. He breathed 
his last in a chamber of the City Hotel, No. 41 
North Third street. 

I was present at his departure, elosed his eyes, 
and placed his limbs in a decent position. I was 
called to visit him on the 20th inst., by Edmund 
Badger, one of the proprietors of the City Hotel. 
It was a stormy night. The patient had arrived 
that afternoon in the steamboat from Baltimore. 
He was bound for Europe, and had been disap- 
pointed in getting on board the packet. He soon 
informed me that he was acquainted with my char- 
acter. ‘‘I know you thro’ Giles,” alluding I pre- 
sume to Wm. B. Giles, late governor of Vi¥ginia, 
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respecting whose case I was repeatedly consulted. 
The patient appeared much disturbed on account 
of some difficulties he had encountered after leaving 
the steamboat. It was evident he was extremely 
ill; his debility was such, that it was with great 
difficulty he could expectorate, which caused much 
distress in respiration. He appeared fully aware 
of his danger; told me he had attended several 
courses of lectures on anatomy, described his sy mp- 
toms with medical accuracy, declaring he must die, 
if he could not discharge the puriform matter. On 
rues how long he had been sick, he replied, 
*¢ Don’t ask me that question. I have been sick all 
my life.” He svon told me, however, that he had 
been affected for three years with his present dis- 
ease, which had been greatly aggravated by his 
voyage to Russia. ‘ This had killed him.” On 
feeling his pulse he said, ‘ You can form no judg- 
ment by my pulse, it is so peculiar.’ I soon per- 
ceived that to manage the case before me, would be 
like steering between Scylla and Charybdis, and 
concluded to proceed by cautious soundings, rather 
than advance under full sail. I told him he had 
been so long an invalid, he must have acquired an 
accurate knowledge of the general course of prac- 
tice, adapted to his case: he replied, ‘* Certainly, at 
40, a fool or physician, you know.” I remarked 
there were idiosyncracies in many constitutions, and 
wished to ascertain what was peculiar about him; 
he said, ‘‘ I have been an idiosyncracy all my life.” 
This appeared truly a most trite and correct view 
of the subject, although the querist did not think it 
necessary to give a concurring reply. He informed 
me that all the preparations of camphor invariably 
injured him, iad as to ether, ‘“ It would blow me 
up.’’ Not so of opium and its preparations—for I 
soon discovered he was accustomed to free use of 
this drug in some form or other. 

On one occasion he told me that he either did or 
could (I am not clear as to the words did or could) 
take opium like a Turk; but I certainly received 
from him the impression, that he was in the habit- 
ual use of opium in some shape or other. 

His conversation was curiously diversified, and 
he complained with no small asperity of the diffi- 
culties he encountered after leaving the steamboat. 

He was put into a wretched hack, the glass of 
the carriage was broken—he had been obliged to 
go from one hotel to another, in search of lodgings, 
exposed to the peltings of the storm, and every- 
thing was in a state of discomfort. He soon intro- 
duced the subject of the Quakers, complimenting 
us in his peculiar manner for ‘* neatness, economy, 
order, comfort in everything, right in everything, 
except politics—there, always twistical.”? Before 
I departed, he repeated a portion of the Litany of 
the Episcopal church with apparent fervor. The 
following morning he sent for me at I was 
called from bed ; he apologized handsomely for dis- 
turbing me, and from this period, we appeared mu- 
tually to enter into our new acquaintance in the 
capacity of patient and physician. 

After considerable experience in sick chambers 
and at death-beds, I may say, I never met with a 
character so perfectly original and unique. He 
might be sometimes compared to a spoiled and frao- 
tious child, but a little observation convinced me 
that, in the midst of his extreme constitutional irri 
tability, petulance, impatience, and sarcasm, there 
were some noble traits of character; among these 
was a keen sense of propriety, and when this wae 
gently appealed to there was a disposition to be con 
On more 
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than one occasion, it seemed proper for the patient 
to understand, that while his physician felt every 
disposition to treat him with kindness and respect, 
he was not insensible to what was due to himself. 

On one occasion, when F proposed something for 
his relief, he petulantly and positively refused com- 
F I paused and addressed a few words to 

im; his good sense predominated—he apologized, 
and was as submissive as an infant. One evening 
I proposed a medical consultation, leaving the choice 
to himself. With an assurance of entire confidence 
in his medical attendant, he promptly objected to 
the proposal, with the remark—*‘ In a multitude of 
counsel there is confusion—it leads to weakness 
and indecision—the patient may die, while the doc- 
tors are staring at each other.” 

On parting with hiin, especially at night, I would 
receive the kirdest acknowledgments in the most 
affectionate tones, generally with the addition— 
& God bless you, He does bless you, and He will 
bless you.” 

It seemed as though his disposition to criticise on 
the pronunciation of words could not be restrained 
under any circumstances of bodily suffering or im- 
mediate danger of death—the slightest doviation 
from his standard of propriety must be met and cor- 
rected. 

In the application of words to convey ideas, he 
was extremely exact. He once remarked to me, 
that “although the French was a vile language, 
yet it was preferable to any other for treaties and 
public documents, because every word was in its 
exact place, no double meaning—there ‘it stands.”’ 
The night preceding his death, I passed about two 
hours in his chamber; he told me, ina plaintive 
tone, that his poor John was worn down by fatigue, 
and compelled to go to bed. 

A most attentive substitute supplied his place, 
but neither he, nor I, were like John, who knew 
where to place his hand on everything, in a large 
quantity of baggage prepared for an European 
voyage. 

he patient was greatly distressed in breathing, 

in consequence of dificult expectoration, and re- 
quested me at my next visit to bring instruments 
for performing the operation of bronchotomy, for he 
could not live, unless relieved ; yet in the same in- 
terview he directed a certain newspaper to be 
brought to him;—it was found after a difficult 
search—he put on his spectacles as he sat propped 
up in bed, turned over the paper several times and 
examined it carefully—then placed his finger on a 
part he had selected—handed it to me with a request 
that I would read it; it was headed ‘* Cherokee.” 
In the course of reading, I came to the word ‘** Om- 
nipotence’’—I gave it the full sound Omni-potence, 
he checked me instantly, repeating it according to 
Walker. I offered my reasons for pronouncing it 
as I did; he did not rebut, but quickly said, ‘* Pass 
on.” Not long after I pronounced the word ‘‘ Im- 
tus,” with the e long—he corrected me instantly. 
hesitated on his criticism, and in an inquiring and 
doubtful tone, repeated the word as he had pro- 
nounced it; he sharply replied, ‘ There can be no 
doubt of it.’’ An immediate acknowledgment of 
the reader that he stood corrected appeared to sat- 
isfy the critic, and the piece was concluded. I now 
observed to him that there was a great deal of sub- 
limity in the composition ; he directly referred me 
to the Mosaic account of creation, and repeated, 
‘¢¢ Let there be light, and there was light.’ There 
is sublimity !’? He spoke, in the interview, of the 
slanders and lies that had been published against 
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him in the newspapers; even his domestic arrange- 
ments, his silver cups, &c., had been noticed, when 
every one might know that silver was more eco- 
nomical than highly finished china, or cut glass, that 
was liable to be broken. I believe the patient never 
fully relinquished his hold on life until the day he 
died ;—it is true he had often said he was dying, 
he must die, or words to that effect, but these were 
rather to be considered as the ebullitions of a mor- 
bidly irritable mind. The hope of getting off to 
Europe still lingered with him—in proof, 1 will state 
that, perhaps on the third day of my attendance, he 
informed me that he intended to go to New York 
the next morning, and wished my bill to be left at 
the bar. I understood it to be his intention to em- 
bark at New York for Europe. Instead of going 
as he expected, he was so extremely ill in the night 
that I was called from my bed to visit him. He also 
requested me to have some sulphate of morphia 
which he had in his possession, as a pure imported 
article, divided into papers of one grain each. 

The morning of the day that John Randolph died, 
I received an early and urgent message to visit him 
—several persons were in the room, but left it, ex- 
cept his servant John, who appeared affected at the 
situation of his dying master. I remarked to John, 
soon after I arrived, that I had seen his master very 
low several times before, and he had revived, and 
perhaps he would again; the patient directly said, 
‘“ John knows better than that.” 

The interview of this morning was peculiarly im- 
pressive. I had not been long with him, before he 
looked at me with great intensity, and said, na 
very earnest and distinct manner, ‘t I confirm every 
disposition in my will, especially that respecting m 
slaves whom I have manumitied, and for whom 
have made provision.” This declaration was to 
me altogether unexpected; it involved a subject, 
which in our previous interviews had never been 
touched. It was one I should not have introduced. 

I assured him I was rejoiced to hear such a dec- 
laration from him—he appeared anxious to impress 
it on my mind. Soon after this, I proposed to go 
for a short time, to attend an urgent message, re- 
ceived just before I left home, assuring my patient 
I would return as speedily as possible. He posi- 
tively objected to my leaving him. ‘* You must not 
go, you cannot, you shall not leave me.” He 
called to his servant John to take care that the doe- 
tor did not leave the room, and John according) 
locked the door and soon reported. ‘‘ Master i 
have locked the door and got the key in my pocket ; 
the doctor can’t go now.” My proposal to leave 
him for a short time, even on a promise of return, 
evidently irritated him for a moment. 

It may show the situation of his mind, when I 
state, that in the moment of excitement to which I 
referred, he said, ‘‘ If you do go, you need not re- 
turn.” 

I appealed to him as to the propriety of such an 
order, inasmuch as E was only desirous of discharg- 
ing my duty towards another patient who might 
stand in need of assistance. His manner instantly 
changed, and he said, ‘‘ I retract that expression ;’” 
and probably a quarter of an hour afterwards, cast- 
ing on me an expressive look, he again said, * I 
retract that expression.” I told him I thought I 
understood him distinctly on the subject he had 
communicated, and I presumed the will would ex- 
plain itself fully—he replied in his peculiar way, 
‘** No, you don’t understand it—I know you don’t. 
Our laws are extremely particular on the subject of 
slaves. A will may manumit them, but provision 
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for their subsequent support requires that a decla- 
ration be made, in the presence of a white witness, 
and it is requisite that the witness, after hearing the 
declaration, should continue with the party and 
never lose sight of him until he is gone or dead. 
You area good witness for John! You see the 
propriety and importance of your remaining with 
me! Your patients must make allowance for your 
situation.” I saw and felt the force of the appeal. 

The interest of the scene increased every mo- 
ment. I was now locked in the chamber with a dy- 
ing statesman, of no common order ; one whose com- 
manding talents, elevated political station, combined 
with great eccentricity of character, had spread his 
fame, not only through his native land, but over 
Europe. He then said, ‘ John told me this morn- 
ing, ‘ Master, you are dying.” ’’ [made no attempt 
to conceal my views; on the contrary, I assured 
him, I would speak to him with entire candor on 
the occasion, and told him it had been rather a sub- 
ject of surprise that he had continued so long. 

He now made his preparations to die. Between 
him and his faithful servant there appeared to he a 
complete understanding. He directed John to bring 
him his father’s breast button which was imme- 
diately produced. He then directed him to place it 
in the bosom of his shirt. It was an old-fashioned, 
large-sized gold stud. John placed it in the button- 
hole of the shirt-bosom ; but to fix it completely re- 
quired a hole on the opposite side. When this was 
announced to his master, he quickly said, ‘* Get a 
knife and cut one.” I handed my pen-knife to 
John, who cut the hole and fixed the valued relic 
to the satisfaction of the dying patient. A napkin 
was also called for, and was placed by John upon 
the breast of the patient. Fora short time he lay 
agen quiet, his eyes were closed, and I concluded 

e was disposed to sleep. He suddenly roused 
from this state, with the words, ‘* Remorse,” ‘* Re- 
morse.” It was twice repeated; at the last time 
at the top of his voice, evidently with great agita- 
tion, he cried out, ‘‘ Let me see the word.” No 
reply followed : having learned enough of the char- 
acter of my patient to ascertain, that when I did 
not know ezact/y what to say, it was best to say 
nothing. He then exclaimed, ‘‘ Get a dictionary— 
let me see the word.” I cast my eyes around me 
and told him I believed there was none in the room. 
“ Write it down, then—let me see the word.” I 
picked up one of his cards from the table, ‘‘ Ran- 
dolph of Roanoke,” and inquired whether I should 
write on that. ‘* Yes, nothing more proper.” 
Then with my pencil [ wrote Remorse. He took 
the card in his hands in a hurried manner, and fas- 
tened his eyes on it with great intensity. ‘* Write 
it on the back,” he exclaimed. I did so, and handed 
it to him again. He was excessively agitated at 
this period—he repeated, ‘‘ Remorse! you have no 
idea what it is—you can form no idea of it what- 
ever; it has contributed to bring me to my present 
situation; but I have looked to the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and hope I have obtained pardon.” He 
then said, “ Now let John take your pencil and 
drawa line under the word,’’ which was according- 
ly done. I inquired what was to be done with the 
card; he replied, ‘‘ Put it in your pocket and take 
care of it; when I am dead look at it.’” 

This was an impressive scene. All the plans 
of ambition, the honors and the wealth of this world, 
had vanished as bubbles on the water. He knew 
and he felt that his very moments were few, and 
even they were numbered. It afforded his physi- 
cian an opportunity, without being intrusive, of 
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offering to him a few serious observations, and 
pointing the expiring statesman to a hope beyond 
the grave. My situation at this period was serious 
and embarrassing. Locked in the chamber of a’ 
patient, and solemnly called upon as a witness, con- 
firming a will already made for the liberation and 
support of his slaves, when the only human ear that 
heard these declarations, except myself and the tes- 
tator, was one of the very slaves included in the be- 
quest. It required no unusual foresight to antici- 
pate the construction which might be put upon such 
testimony : perhaps in a distant court, where the 
witness might be personally unknown, especially 
when, added to this, it was found he was a mem- 
ber of the religious society of Friends, who long 
since had washed their hands from the stain of 
slavery, and whose sentiments on that subject were 
universally known. I saw that even under a char- 
itable construction of the testimony, the force of 
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early impressions and the bias of education might 
be supposed imperceptibly to influence even an up- 
right mind, and give a coloring to words and facts, 
which to others, differently educated, might be 
viewed in another light. 

Under these views, I introduced the subject of 
calling in some additional witnesses, and suggested 
sending down stairs for Edmund Badger, whose at- 
tentions were very great to him. He replied, “I 
have already communicated that to him.” I stated 
that it was my intention to be with him as steadily 
as possible until his death, but with his concurrence 
I would send for two young physicians who should 
remain and never lose sight of him until he was 
dead, and to whom he could make the declaration. 
| My son, Dr. Isaac Parrish, and my young friend 

and late pupil, Dr. Francis West, were proposed to 
‘him, saying the latter was a brother of Captain 
West. He quickly asked, ‘‘ Captain West of the 
packet?’ On receiving an affirmative reply, he 
said, ‘* Send for him, he is the man, Ill have him.” 
From some circumstances that had come to my 
knowledge, I had reason to believe that Capt. 
James West was a favorite with the patient. Be- 
fore the door was unlocked, he pointed to a bureau, 
and requested I would take from it a remuneration 
for my services. To this | promptly objected, in- 
forming him, I should feel as though I were acting 
indelicately to comply. He then waived the subject 
by saying, ** In England it is always customary.” 

The witnesses were now sent for, and soon ar- 
rived. The dying man was propped up in bed with 
pillows, nearly erect. ‘Those only who know his 
form and singular physiognomy can form an idea 
of his appearance at this moment. Being extreme- 
ly sensitive to cold, he had a blanket over his head 
and shoulders, and he directed John to place his hat 
on over the blanket, which aided in keeping it close 
to his head. The hat bore evident marks of age, 
and was probably the one exposed to tho peltings 
of the storm during his discomforts on the day of 
his arrival. 

With a countenance full of sorrow, John stood 
close to the bed-side of his dying master. The four 
witnesses, viz., Edmund Badger, Dr. Francis West, 
my son, Dr. Isaac Parrish, and myself, were placed 
in a semi-circle in full view. It was evidently an 
awfully interesting moment to the patient. He ral- 
lied all 4he expiring energies of mind and body to 
this last effort ; his whole soul seemed concentrated 
in the act; his eyes flashed feeling and intelligence, 

Pointing towards us with his long index finger, 
he thus addressed us :—‘ I confirm all the directions 
in my will respecting my slaves, and direct them to 
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be enforced, particularly in regard to a provision for 
their support ;’’ and then raising his arm as high as 
he could, he brought it down with his open hand on 
the shoulders of his favorite John, adding these 
words, ‘‘ especially for this man.” He then asked 
each of us whether we understood him. 

At the close of this exhausting effort, I remarked 
to my fellow-witnesses, that my patient a short time 
before informed me in private, that according to the 
laws of Virginia, a will might manumit slaves, yet 
in order for their subsequent support, it was necessa- 
ry that a declaration should be made, in the presence 
of one or more white witnesses, who, after receiving 
it from the party, should remain and never lose sight 
of him until he was dead. I then appealed to the 
dying man to know whether I had stated it correct- 
ly; he replied, ‘ Yes!’’ and gracefully waving his 
hand as a token of our dismission, he said, ‘‘ The 

oung gentlemen will remain with me.’’ I took 
eave, with an assurance that I would return as 
speedily as possible, and remain with him. After 
an absence of perhaps an hour or more, and about 
fifty minutes before his decease, I returned to his 
sick room—but now the scene was changed; his 
keen, penetrating eye had lost its expression, his 
powerful mind had given way, and he appeared 
totally incapable of giving any correct directions 
relative to his worldly concerns. To record what 
now took place may not be required further than to 
say, that almost to the last moment, some of his 
eccentricities could be seen lingering about him. 

He had entered within the dark valley of the 
shadow of death, and what was passing in his cham- 
ber was like the distant voice of words which fell 
with confusion on the ear: the further this master 
spirit receded from human view, the sounds became 
less distinct, until they were finally lost in the deep 
recesses of the valley—and all that was mortal of 
Randolph of Roanoke was hushed in death. 

In conclusion, perhaps it may be proper for me 
clearly and distinctly to state, that at the time he 
made the declarations in my presence, relative to 
his will, he was capable of discriminating correctly 
between thing and thing, and he also possessed 
tenacity of memory ; hence, I give it as my decided 
belief, that he was of sound disposing mind and 
memory. 

Early on the afternoon of the day on which John 
Randolph died, it was concluded by the four wit- 
nesses to commit to writing the declarations which 
he had made, according to their understanding of 
them. This I did in a room, contiguous to the 
one wherein he died, and where his corpse was 
then lying, and the original paper is now in my 
possession. The paper hereto annexed, marked 
and subscribed with my name, is a true copy of the 
same. Jos. PARRISH. 


The Bottle. In Eight Plates. By Georce Cruix- 
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Ir is remarked of Hogarth’s genius, by Lamb, in 
his incomparable essay, that his graphic representa- 
tions are books, and have the teeming, fruitful, sug- 
gestive meaning of words. ‘‘ Other pictures we 
look at—his prints we read.” Mr. Cruikshank 
aspires to the same kind of praise; and no trifling 
share of it may be conceded to his honorable ambi- 
tion. 

The Bottle has the same object as Hogarth’s Gin 
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Lane, and, like that immortal print, is made acces- 
sible by its price to the poorest people, for whose 
instruction it has been composed. ‘The series of 
eight plates are published for a shilling; with a 
more expensive edition on tinted paper, for the port- 
folios of lovers of art. We recollect nothing half 
so good that was ever so cheap. The plates are 
printed from surface blocks, by the new art of 
glyphography. There is no end to the new arts 
since Hogarth’s time. What a pity itis that we 
have not made corresponding improvements in those 
higher matters, the condition of which, in our day 
as in his, still renders necessary such publications 
as this, for the amendment of the poor and the 
warning of the rich. 

Mr. Cruikshank has adopted Hogarth’s manner 
of a Progress to show the fatal influences and 
results of gin. The first plate is a happy homely 
mechanic's room, with every sign of comfort and 
order ; the husband and wife at dinner, the eldest 
daughter attending them, the two younger children 
at play, and all the minor accessories of chimney- 
ornaments and furniture indicating habits of sobriety 
and virtue. But the bottle is introduced, and the 
husband induces the wife “just to take a drop.” 
In the second plate the drop has done its work ; the 
husband has been discharged from his employment, 
the wife is sending out the daughter with clothes 
to pawn for a fresh supply of gin, and the younger 
children look in amazement at their father, who sits 
in a state of bestial drunkenness before the disor- 
dered fire-place. In the third plate an execution is 
sweeping off the furniture, the bed, the clock, the 
Bible, and the little picture ornaments, while the 
bottle, held by the degraded wife, still consoles the 
wretched man. The effect of this on the children, 
and the half-sorrowful, half-stupefied gaze of the 
mother at the departing picture of the village 
church, are excellent points in this plate. In the 
next the children are begging at the railings of a 
churchyard, and a neighboring gin-palace receives 
their miserable earnings. The fifth plate shows 
that cold and want have destroyed the youngest 
child, and that even the bottle 1s become a very 
inefficient consolation. The figure of the daughter 
as she stands by the coffin of her sister, the lid of 
which she has gently opened, is very truthful and 
affecting. The sixth plate portrays fearful quar- 
rels and brutal violence. In the seventh the hus- 
band has murdered the wife with the hideous 
instrument of all their misery. The attitude and 
face of the boy in this plate, and of his sister as she 
points to the broken bottle lying at her dead 
mother’s feet. are admirably conceived ; indeed, the 
treatment of these children, from step to step of 
their degradation, is the finest stroke of the artist. 
There is also something appalling in the imbecile 
phrenzy of the murderer. in the eighth plate “ the 
bottle has done its work : it has destroyed the infant 
and the mother, it has brought the son and the 
daughter to vice and to the streets, and it has left 
the father a hopeless maniac.” 

We cannot doubt that this series of plates will 
contribute to the artist’s benevolent object, as they 
will certainly support his deservedly high reputa- 
tion. In his peculiar walk of observation Mr. 
Cruikshank is unrivalled ; and with this he has com- 
bined, in the present series of plates, touches of 
universal truth, and indications of the highest artis 
tic genius.— Examiner. 
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Harb.y more prevailing was the licentiousness 
in the time of Charles II. than is the corruption in 
France under Louis Philippe. That it is not, as 
profligacy was with our cavaliers, actually a fash- 
lon, is the most that can be said in the way of favor- 
able distinction. It is not paraded, but for the 
extensive practice there is an indulgent toleration. 
The delinquents in the recent exposures were not 
regarded as more culpable than their neighbors, but 
less fortunate. They were pitied. The common 
reflection was multi (if not boni) idem feccrunt. Or 
as it is expressed in the old song, 


‘The greatest and gravest— 
A truce to grimace— 
Would do the same thing, 
Were they in the same place.”’ 


To prey on the public when opportunity offers is 
thought fair play. The shame is only the Spartan 
shame, in detection, and it is but faint and transi- 
tory. 

As we have before had occasion to remark, the 
broad difference between corruption in France and 
in England is, that with us the lower trusts are 
most abused, and with our neighbors the highest. 
It lies at the root of the tree in England, and 
amongst the flowers and fruits in France. Here we 
have corrupt voters, across the channel corrupt 
ministers. But have we even in the last the high- 
est of those who in France do not scruple to turn 
their public trusts to private account ? hat is the 
example of the king himself? He does not, he can- 
not, peculate; but he makes the policy and the 
honor of France subservient to the enrichment of 
his family. To make great a family, he makes a 
nation little. He tricks in one quarter, and he 
truckles in others to procure sufferance. What he 
perfidiously gains on the one hand, he endeavors to 
secure on the other, by sacrificing the lasting inter- 
ests and the glory of the nation. The feelings that 
do most honor to France, sympathy with oppressed 
Poland, sympathy with oppressed Italy, have all 
been outraged by the policy of the government, 
from the date of the intrigues for the Montpensier 
marriage. For the last two years the whole policy 
of France has been a Montpensier policy. All the 
powers and influences of a great nation have been 
adjusted to compassing a provision for a son, and 
stealing a crown for his descendants. For this ob- 
ject tagland has been defied, and Austria truckled 
to; and all the worst desigus of the worst powers 
in Europe have been encouraged to action by the 
position to which France has been reduced to pur- 
sue the miserable intrigues in Spain for family 
aggrandizement. France, in the hands of Louis 
Philippe, is as much the instrument for his private 
gain, apart from the national interests, as any 
tradesman’s stock is the means of making his profit, 
and to be huxtered or bartered for that end. 

The example bears out the observation in our last 
number, on the text of abdications, on the prefer- 
ence of the private to the public, not indeed in this 
instance in respect of station, for Louis Philippe 
has no disposition whatever to abdicate, but of turn- 
ing the opportunities of royal station to private 
account, or, in homely phrase, ‘feathering the 
nest.”’ 

When we see what France is now—a nation for 
the uses of a family, what a melancholy mockery 
appears the revolution of the Barricades, whose 
three days of glory bave been the last she has seen 
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in any exalted sense! Never was there such devo- 
tion as that which hurled down the tyranny of 
Charles X., and asserted the principle of the sov- 
ereignty of the people in the setting up of Louis 
Philippe. And what have been its consequences? 
A government not for the nation that made it, but 
for the family which it made. The constitutional 
forms of the government render this perversion the 
more mischievous. In a despotism, a prince like 
Louis Philippe would carve out of the substance of 
the people the provisions he wanted for his sons and 
daughters, and there would be the end of the wrong ; 
or if he coveted a neighboring throne, he would 
consider whether he was strong enough to seize it 
or not, and act accordingly. But in a country like 
France this direct procedure is impossible, and it is 
through and at the expense of the influence and 
credit of the nation that the machinations for the 
object in view must be carried on. It is a grand 
peculation, not in pelf, but in policy, and an em- 
bezzlement of national honor exchanged for so much 
connivance at a crooked scheme to get a throne. 
The difference of stations makes no difference in 
abuse of trust. A constitutional monarch is a 
trustee for the nation, and is bound to discharge 
his trust with regard only to the public interests. 
If for other and selfish purposes he sacrifices the 
true national policy and honor, he is guilty of as 
low a breach of trust as the man who dips his fingers 
into the purse confided to his honor. It is the worst 
of embezzlements, preying upon the interests and 
the character of a people, robbery and demoraliza- 
tion conjoined. 

The foolish ill-will to England has hitherto 
blinded the French to their true position. As the 
Montpensier intrigue has run counter to the policy 
of England, and has been extremely offensive to 
her, it has been pardoned by, if not acceptable to, a 
large portion of the French, whose animosities are 
stronger than their reason. If the matter had had 
no bearing on England, the clamor that would havo 
arisen against it would have overwhelmed the gov- 
ernment. But too many of our neighbors have 
been content that France should be degraded so that 
England should be thwarted and mortified. The 
signs, however, of the unworthy position in which 
the nation was placed to play the selfish game of 
the monarch soon appeared in the seizure of Cracow, 
and we have now another evidence of it in Austria’s 
aggression in the occupation of Ferrara. 

Austria, the most cowardly power in Europe, 
whose empire is a bundle of robberies, and who is 
always trembling lest she should luse what she 
should never have got, and holds uneasily, would 
never have ventured to take the step she has done, 
but for the posture of France crouching to creep 
through the Spanish intrigues. England and France 
heartily allied can sway the world; but the moment 
there is an interruption of the understanding between 
them, the despotic powers are emboldened to acts 
of rapine, as in Cracow, or to endeavor to crush 
improvement, as in Italy. 

A great admiration of the wisdom of Louis 
Philippe was at one time the fashion, and many 
eulogies of him have been delivered by the leading 
statesmen in both houses of parliament. We have 
always questioned the justness of those panegyrics. 
We have never been able to discover the grounds 
for them. Louis Philippe in our view is a wily 
man, but not a wise one. He is crafty in his man- 
agement of means for an end, but short-sighted in 
his choice of objects. He does not form correct 
calculations of difficulties ; but when they arise, he 
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is dexterous in coping with them. He is perpetu- 
ally making the mistake proverbially described as 
+: reckoning without your host ;’’ but when out in 
his reckoning, he is very ingenious in shifts, and 
contrives to leave the host in the lurch. We have 
often heard it said, ‘* What a clever man Louis 
Philippe is! see how he gets out of his difficulties.” 
But the answer has always seemed to us to be— 
‘ See also how he got indo his difficulties.” But 
this is what the world does not look to. As the 
Great Britain’s getting ashore was a nine days’ 
wonder, while getting her off again has occupied 
the public attention for a year, sv Louis Philippe’s 
tnumph over embarrassments of his own creating 
has filled with admiration minds that have ceased to 
remember how he got into the scrape. His sort of 
cleverness is like that of a clown in a pantomime, 
who vigorously knocks his head against the wall 
without hurting himself. Never was there a greater 
mistake than that of ascribing prudence to him. 
He is adroit, but not prudent. He has in an emi- 
nent degree the French genius for making shift— 
for making the best of bad positions, and turning 
men and circumstances to account. But this kind 
of dexterity will not always avail, it will be over- 
mastered at last—the pitcher goes once too often to 
the well. And the present imprudence of the king 
of the French threatens to be irreparable. He has 
not observed that wise rule of Nicol Jarvie, not to 
put the arm in further than it can be safely drawn 
back again. He has overreached himself in Spain, 
and for dynastic objects endangered his dynasty. 
The train of embarrassing events is likely to be 
longer than his lite, and any precipitated solution 
of them would have the most grave consequences. 
Louis Philippe’s last days will be passed in cares 
and troubles, the bitter fruits of his own cupidity— 
“ the mighty pains to mighty mischiefs due.” He 
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the throne, the dearest wish of our government 
would be accomplished. Is it not sot Well, the 
effect of this single fortunate chance would be to 
destroy all the hopes of the Duchess de Montpensier 
succeeding to the throne of Spain. That is the de- 
struction of all the advantages of the Spanish mar- 
riages so much vaunted last year. It would not 
restore the independence of Cracow, nor repair the 
bad results of our policy in Switzerland, Greece, 
and elsewhere. It would not reéstablish confidence 
between the cabinet about to be presided over by 
M. Guizot and that of which Lord J. Russell is the 
head.” —Ezaminer, 11 Sept. 


SALE OF SHAKSPEARE’S HOUSE. 


THis important national event took place on 
September 16, at halt-past one o’clock, at the City 
Auction Mart. The attendance was so numer- 
ous, that half those desirous of being present could 
not be accommodated in the spacious sale-room. 
Amongst those in the room were Sir F. Madden, 
keeper of the MSS. in the British Museum; Mr. 
Amyot, chairman of the London committee ; Dr. 
Thomson, chairman of the Stratford committee : Mr. 
P. Cunningham and Mr. Sheldon, treasurers of the 
committees of London and Stratford ; Mr. Wilkes, 
Mr. Payne Collier, chairman of the general meet- 
ing of subscribers ; Mr. Flower, Mr. Chas. Knight, 
Mr. Butterworth, Mr. Halliwell, many members 
of the Shakspeare Society, and most of the resident 
members of the several committees interested in the 
subject. 

Mr. Robins, to whom the disposal of the birth- 
place of the great dramatist was entrusted, briefly, 
but with great ability, directed the attention of the 
crowded auditory to the circumstances connected 
with the sale, which were such as to exonerate 


is, as Bacon has it, ‘ one of those great self-lovers | from all blame the trustees who acted on the part 


who will set their neighbor’s house on fire to roast 
their own eggs in the embers ;” but Louis Philippe 
in cooking his eggs has burnt his fingers most 
grievously. 

The Constitutionnel takes a just view of the 
perils which impend over Europe through the con- 
duct of the monarch who has been styled the Napo- 
leon of peace ! 

“ See on what a slight thread depends the peace 
of the world! Should the health of Queen Isabella 
suffer any injury—should, unfortunately, a fall from 
her horse or any untoward accident compromise her 
life, and she died without giving birth to an heir, 
the case of a disputed succession would arise, and 
the casus blli reserved by England would present 
itself. If the king and queen should remain separ- 
ate and irreconcilable, there can be no hopes of a 
direct heir to the throne. In such a case the dis- 
sension between Great Britain and France, the 
effects of which are suspended during the life of the 
queen, will become every day more envenomed, and 
it reserves a menacing prospect for Europe. Should 
the king and queen become reconciled through the 
exertions of Salamanca and Narvaez, and if, never- 
theless, the queen should not give birth to an heir, 
the situation would be no less embarrassing nor 
perilous. Should, on the contrary, the separation 
of the roval couple be prolonged and the queen 
obtain a divorce, the choice of a second husband 
would renew the conflict between England and 
France. Such are some of the formidable chances 
which Spanish affairs present for the repose of 
the world. Suppose, in short, that the queen, re- 
eonailed to her husband, should give a successor to 


of the minors to whom the property legally be- 
longed. ‘The property was verv valuable as re- 
garded its position in Stratford, and its extent ; but 
its great value arose from its being the spot where 
the immortal Shakspeare first saw the light—a 
spot which was regarded with reverence not only by 
Englishmen, but by the admirers of genius from all 
countries. Jt was interesting to observe the steady 
increase in the number of visitors to the shrme of 
the poet which was taking place. A few years 
ago one thousand in a year was considered a large 
number, but last year the number had increased to 
seven thousand. He was quite confident that such 
an object as the house in which William Shak- 
speare first drew his infant breath would be fully 
appreciated by such an assembly as that which he 
saw around him, and that they would exhibit in a 
practical manner that appreciation. Mr. Robins 
then read the terms of sale, which were in the 
usual form of freehold property, and stated that he 
was ready to commence the sale. 

The offer of 1,5007. was then made, which was 
immediately advanced upon to 2,000/. by Mr. But- 
ler, of Clapton. 2,100/. was then offered, and after 
a very slight pause the following offer, on the part 
of the Stratford and London Shakspeare Commit- 
tees, organized for the purchase of Shakspeare’s 
house, was placed in the hands of Mr. Robins :— 
“ To Mr. Robins. We, the undersigned, deputed 
by the united committees of Stratford and London, 
for raising subscriptions for the purchase of Shak- 
speare’s house, hereby offer a bidding of 3,0007. 
The committees having purchased another property 
which really constitutes an integral portion of 
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Shakspeare’s house, have expended a considerable 
part of the amount already raised by public con- 
tribution ; but, looking at the duty imposed upon 
them in undertaking to represent the feeling of the 
nation, they have come to the resolution of making 
this large and liberal offer for the property now for 
sale, without regard to the funds which they can 
at present command, in the confidence that the jus- 
tice of the public will eventually discharge the com- 
mittees from the individual responsibility which they 
thus incur. Signed, Thomas Amyot, chairman of 
the London committee; Thomas Thomson, chair- 
roan of the Stratford committee ; P. Cunningham, 
treasurer of the London committee; W. Sheldon, 
treasurer of the Stratford committee. September 
16, 1817.” 

Mr. Robins having read the offer aloud, said he 
had the agreeable duty of announcing on the part 
of the trustee that he intended to forego his privi- 
lege of bidding for the property, after the offer 
which the committee had made, (3,000/.,) an ad- 
vance of 900/. on the last offer. (Cheers.) He 
was now desirous to know if any one present pro- 
posed to offer a larger sum? A few moments of 
anxious suspense ensued, when no other bidder ap- 
pearing, the Stratford and London Committees 
were declared the purchasers for 3,000/., amidst 
immense cheering, which clearly exhibited the grat- 
ification which those present felt at the circum- 
stance of this most interesting nauonal monument 
having been secured for the nation by the committees. 

The following interesting lots were put up and 
sold at the subjoined prices :—Visitors’ Books of 
Autographs, seventy guineas—Mr. Butler, of Clap- 
ton, who offered 2,000/. for the house ; ditto, twen- 
ty guineas; a curious tablet, with a portrait of 
Shakspeare—J. W. Pearson, 5/. 5s.; five carved 
walnut-tree chairs, with needlework backs and 
seats— W. B. Fletcher, 5/7. 5s. ; a curious antique 
carved cabinet, elaborately worked—A. L. Butler, 
10/. 10s. ; an elaborately carved Elizabethan chair, 
cane back—Mr. Lilly, 7/7. 7s.; another equally cu- 
rious chair, high back—Mr. Lilly, 1/7.; an inlaid 
walnut-tree corner beaufet or closet—Mr. Lilly, 2. 
2s.; two ancient portraits in frames—C. D. Butler, 
1/. Is. ; a small bust of Shakspeare, carved from the 
veritable mulberry tree, to the truth of which Mr. 
Sharp deposed—Thomas Wilkinson, 18/. 18s. ; a 
spectacle case, also carved from the mulberry tree 
—Mr. Butler, 15/. 15s. ; a life-size bust of Shak- 
speure in plaster, and a copy of the church register 
tracing the family from its first settlement at Strat- 
ford—Mr. Goldsmith, 1/.15s. ; an elaborately carved 
oak cabinet, with richly decorated front and sides 
and corner pillars—Mr. Weedon, 107. 10s.; two 
carved oak chairs, leather seats—Mr. Weedon, 1. 
10s. ; a fine old black letter Bible, 1589—Mr. Wee- 
don, 2/. 2s.; a small walnut-tree table, a small 

laster bust, and a curious delf candlestick—Mr. 
eedon, 168.— Examiner. 


THE WORSE OF TWO ASSASSINATIONS. 


WE can easily believe that the murder of the 
Duchess de Praslin filled Louis Philippe with horror. 
It must have shocked his humanity, and it ought to 
have touched and alagmed his conscience ; not that 
he was in the remotest way accountable for that 
particular crime, but as the example of the direful 
extremities to which matrimonial strife may be car- 
ried in high stations should have made him reflect 
with sorrow and with fear on what he has done and 
undone in Madrid. Sickening to the imagination is 
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{the night scene of butchery in the chamber of the 
ill-fated Duchess de Praslin, but the assassin’s mal- 
ice did not go beyond the destruction of life, and 
his victim went to her account spotless in character, 
and with all her virtues unblemished. The mur- 
derer made his havoc of the body, hacked with his 
knife, stamped on the head with the impression of 
the ducal arms on the butt end of the pistol; but 
here ended his malice; he shortened a blameless 
life, he did not make a guilty one, he was assassin 
of the flesh, not assassin of what it enshrined. He 
wrought no corruption, no depravation, no debauch- 
ery, he contented himself with vulgar murder— 
there was an obstacle to his illicit desire, and he 
removed it; he did not doom the victim to a po- 
sition in which the virtues could not live, and in 
which the vices sure to spring up would tend to 
ruin of every kind, ruin of character, ruin of fame, 
ruin of inheritance. The assassin kept all the guilt 
to himself; he did not work his will through mak- 
ing his victim guilty—his instrument was a knife, 
not a snare to destroy by debauchery and degrada- 
tion, or to torture into the renouncement of rights. 

“« What the eye does not see the heart does not 
rue.” The mind’s eye sees the horrid scene of the 
wife sinking under the blows of the hand bound by 
every tie to protect her; but the assassination of 
character and peace is not palpable; we see the 
wounds, but do not trace them directly to the instru- 
ment, nor the instrument to the hand, and they are 
repeated at intervals. The butcher puts the sufferer 
out of pain in a few minutes, but demoralizing to 
destroy is a slow operation, requiring a sustained 
cruelty, which intense cupidity will supply. Such 
examples there have been in the annals of vulgar 
crime. Donellan, the guardian, who murdered his 
ward Sir Theodosius Boughton, commenced by 
giving the youth every licentious indulgence, in the 
hope that debauchery would do the work of death ; 
he never, however, had the wit to think of marry- 
ing him to some woman whom he would inveter 
ately hate, and becoming impatient of the slow 
process of destroying by immorality, he shortened 
tho matter with a dose of laurel water. For this 
act of comparative mercy he was hung. The suo 
cession to the estate was the temptation to the 
crime. Successions have much to answer for in 
wickedness, but modes are altered, and what used 
to be done by wars and throat-cutting is now brought 
about by weddings, the hymeneal torch being bor- 
rowed from the Furies. 

But to return to our text—the piteous example 
of the assassination of the Duchess of Praslin— 
what father, with the alternative for his daughter of 
a death like that of the unfortunate duchess or a life 
like that of Isabella of Spain, would hesitate as to 
the choice ?—a sudden violent death on the one 
hand, on the other the cruellest position in which a 
woman and wife can be placed, one in which it is 
| hardly possible that the virtues most befitting the 

female character could survive, and in which, if 
they did survive, they would not be believed to sur- - 
vive—an incredulity most powerfully tending to cast 
down morality in despair. A Lucretia may indeed 
exist with the repute of a Messalina, but that is not 
the question—it is whether any father would not 
prefer the worst death for his daughter with her 
mind unsullicd, her fame unspotted, her virtues in 
their perfection, to such a lot as that which has been 
cast for the Queen of Spain, whose throne is a 
pillory, whose reputation is dragged through the 
kennel, whose married life has been a series of dis- 
gusting disappointments, mortifications, and angry 
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conflict, and whose court and report, true or false, | are worth a place in it, they may perhaps run for 


is the scandal of the whole civilized world. 
may have resisted all the artful combination of 
adverse circutnstances that would have demoralized 
ninety-nine women out of a hundred in the same 
position ; but the question whether she has done so 


or not is in itself an infamy which makes her fate | 


more to be pitied than the victim in the late assas- 
sination, and which renders her destroyer not less 
to be execrated than the felon Duke of Praslin. The 
objects in the two cases have been different, but in 
morality the motives are hardly less criminal in the 
one instance than the other. The evil desires had 
different directions, but they crushed what stood 
between them and the coveted object with equal 
ruthlessness—a mistress in the one case, a throne 
for a descendant in the other. 


‘¢ Committunt eadem diverso crimina fato, 
Ille crucem sceleris pretium tulit, hic diadema.” 


For taking away a life the law has its penalties ; 
but for taking away the happiness of a lite, for 
taking all that gives it value, for taking away peace, | 
innocence, the world’s respect, and, worse still, 
self-respect, there is in the moral code no worse 
name than ambition, or the craving for family 
aggrandizement. 

‘urious it is that in France, within a year, two 
personages have made the world ring with actions 
at opposite ends of the matrimonial chain, the Duke 
de Praslin by his method of dissolving a union, the 
matchmaking king by his refinement on the torture 
of old, of uniting a living with a dead body, to 
destroy by the repugnant pestiferous connection. 

We see it announced that, by order of the Queen 
of the French, a funeral service has been performed 
in the chapel of Ku for the repose of the Duchess 
of Praslin. If the lite of the Queen of Spain should 
be shortened, and she should be despatched to the 
place where the wicked cease from troubling, it 
will be not for the Queen but for the King of the 
French to order a funeral service for the repose of 
Isabella’s soul. He will owe it to her. And when 
she is no longer in the way as an obstacle, he will 
have no indisposition to pray for the repose of the 
soul his machinations so troubled in the life, for 
there has been no malice, no ill-will in the case— 
nothing but greed—nothing but what makes a vul- 
yar villain cut a throat to obtain a coveted purse. 

t is tov general a libel on human, or on inhuman 
nature, that the injurer never forgives, but hates in 
proportion to the wrong he has dune. This is far 
from uniformly true. One of the celebrated German 
assassins, a priest, who cut the throat of a mistress 
who embarrassed him, administered the last offices 
and solaces of religion to the dying victim with his 
hands reeking with her hot blood. 

Should Louis Philippe have to order a funeral 
service for the repose of the Queen Isabella, let it be 
in the chapel of Fu, where the nuptials were dis- 
cussed and the promise given which would have 
. gaved the young queen from so much trouble and 
misery.—Examincr, 4 Sept. 
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE EXAMINER. | 


Srr—The moral and religious world must unan- 
imously agree in the sentiments you express so 
eloquently in the ‘* Examiner” of September 4. 
Certainly you have pointed out the worst of two 
assassins, and public execration will follow him to 
his grave. I believe it is seldom that you admit 
Latin verses into your paper; but, if the following 


She | ward into other channels, and shame one culprit. 


I am, sir, very truly yours, 
Watrter Savace Lanpor. 


Ad Philippum Galliarum Regem. 


O patre nequam gnate multd nequior, 
Philippe! quorsum te petat sicarius ? 
Probi-ne sunt in Gallia sicarii 

Soli? equitatis unici satellites ? 

At casta certè contigit tibi soror, 

Gnatæque castæ ; nec caret conjux fide, 
Utcunque matre scorto et infamı domo. 
Atqui neque illud pessimæ scortum domis 
Neptem alligaret conjugi haudquaquam viro, 
Adulteramque vellet et compelleret, 

Ut pecus lberum clauderet septo suo. 


Tue U. S. Fricate Raritan.—Mr. Grant's 
EXPERIMENT.—Some two or three months since, 
the frigate Raritan entered this port from the Gulf 
of Mexico with a sick crew, a large number, some 
of them officers, having died on the passage, with 
what was believed to be the yellow fever. She 
was ordered off by the Board of Health, and has 
since been anchored off Craney Island, dismantled 
and uninhabited. Such was the dread of the fatal 
disease, that though every part of her was open, 
and her valuable cargo of provisions, &c., exposed, 
no one dared board her, save some hands from the 
Vandalis, whose duty it was to trim the wind-sails, 
that were set with the hope of puritying her. Sail- 
ors who ventured below, were sure to be seized 
with a violent sickness—five out of seven who went 
on board, having been prostrated by the foul stench 
that arose from her hold. It was suggested b 
many to scuttle her, but this was objected to, as it 
would cause a loss of between 50 and 60,000 dol- 
lars’ worth of provisions, powder, &c., which could 
not be removed while she remained infected. Some 
two or three weeks since Professor Robert Grant 
received permission of Com. Skinner, Chief of the 
Bureau of Construction, Equipment, and Repairs, 
to experiment on the frigate with his newly invented 
disinfecting gas. Such was his confidence in his 
own ability and the efficacy of his invention, that all 
the warnings of his more timid friends could not dis- 
suade him from an undertaking which scemed death- 
daring. He went on board with his apparatus on 
Tuesday last week, and after laboring day and 
night, most of the time *‘ solitary and alone,” in 
a week he reported the ship to Captain Stnbling. 
of the Pennsylvania, as perfectly healthy, and 
“sweet as a nut.” The result of his experiment 
was, contrary to the expectation of manv, a com- 
plete triumph; and as a proof of his confidence in 
her purity, he will forthwith take up his lodgings 
on board, sleep in her cock-pit, and keep com- 
mand of one of our noblest frigates, if the govern- 
ment will only commission him, and furnish ** a bold 
brave crew.” — Norfolk Beacon, 25 Sept. 


APPLICATION OF THE ELectric TELEGRAPH TO 
Locomotives.—A line of clectric telegraph is in 
active preparation along the railway from Vienna 
to Prague. As soon as it is completed, every loco- 
motive engine is to be furnished with a small elec- 
tric apparatus, by aid of which, and by that of @ 
wire, which can, at pleasure, be put into communi- 
cation with that of the railway, the train can am- 
nounce to every station, far or near, the events it 
may have learnt on the road. 
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From the Examiner. 


Journal of an Overland Expedition in Australia, 
from Morcton Bay to Port Essington, during the 
years 1841—1845. By Dr. Lupwic LEICHHARDT. 

ne. 


Tue expedition described ın this book excited 
great interest during its progress. The smallness 
of the party, the scantiness of its equipment, and 
the enormous tract of country proposed to be ex- 
plored, stamped it at its commencement with a char- 
acter of rashness; and when several months had 
passed without any tidings of the travellers, the 

ople of Sydney generally gave them up for lost. 

wo parties successively went out in search of them, 
or, failing their discovery, to ascertain their fate ; 
but neither could get upon their track, or learn any- 
thing concerning them: and when at last they re- 
appeared, after more than fifteen months’ absence, 
the delight and gratitude of the colonists of Sydney 
took a very substantial form. Upwards of fifteen 
hundred pounds were collected for them by public 
subscription ; and a gratuity of a thousand pounds 
was voted to them by the legislative council of the 
colony. Doctor Leichhardt has since received, too, 
the latest honors of the Geographical Societies of 
London and Paris. ‘The successful issue of his 
perilous enterprise, the fortitude and perseverance 
displayed by the persons engaged in it, the advan- 
tages derived from it to general science, and in par- 
ticular to the colony and society of Sydney, were the 
proper and sufficient justification of these well-mer- 
ited rewards. 

The details of the expedition, in which a distance 
of upwards of three thousand miles was traversed, 
are given by Doctor Leichhardt in this volume, and 
will be read with great interest. He was the orig- 
inator, director, and animating soul of the enter- 
prise, from its cominencement to its close. He 
limited the party, in the first instance, to five beside 
himself ; exacting from them the condition that they 
were to be contented with animal food, patiently to 
submit to every other privation, and resign them- 
selves implicitly to his guidance: but, on similar 
conditions, he allowed four additional persons to 
join them at Brisbane. It seems clear that it was by 
by these prudent precautions, by confining provisions 
and stores to what were actually necessary, and by 
keeping the expedition as far as possible in what 
Doctor Leichhardt calls * light marching order,” 
they were able to encounter the difficulues of the 
broken mountainous countries through which they 
passed, to endure the unusual privauons to which 
they were subjected, and at last to achicve success. 
They took with them seventeen horses and sixteen 
head of cattle ; and not the least interesting part of 
the doctor's narrative relates to his brute compan- 
ions. The bullocks were highly unmanageable at 
first ; but ropes, iron nose-rings, and other artifices, 
were some check to their refractory bluntness ; and 
the familiarity of constant association, and of common 
wants and dangers, seems to have made it at last 
quite a family party of ‘*man and beast.” The 
horses, the dogs, and the bullocks, eame to have each 
their peculiar character, their marked individuality, 
their (as it were) personal interest for the men; 
and when the expedition fell upon its evil days— 
horses drowned, dogs lost, and bullocks of necessity 
killed—it was with no small grief they lost the old 
familiar brutish faces. ‘The men of education in 
the party, beside the doctor himself, were four, 
well acquainted, for the most part, with natural his- 
tory pursuits; the attendants were two aboriginal 

OLXXX. LIVING AGE. VOL. XV. 11 


161 


natives, a crown prisoner of Sydney, and a sturdy 
young lad. 

We shall not attempt to give any outline of what 
befell the expedition. Some notion may be formed 
of what they had to contend with, when the reader 
is told, that, having stored themselves with pro- 
visions for seven months only, which the doctor had 
calculated to be sufficient for the journey, they were 
nearly sixteen months in reaching Port Essington. 
“ I was deeply affected,” says Doctor Leichhardt, 
desenbing his arrival at the latter place, ‘ in finding 
myself again in civilized society, and could scarcely 
speak, the words growing big with tears and emo- 
tion; and even now, when considering with what 
smal] means the Almighty had enabled me to per- 
form such a long journey, my heart thrills in grate- 
ful acknowledgment.” He had arrived at Port 
Essington, too, with the satisfactory sense of hav- 
ing been engaged in no thankless or profitless labor. 
The result of his enterprise was thoroughly sue- 
cessful. It has added not a little to our existing 
stock of knowledge in the various departments of 
natural history ; and has made discovery, in districts: 
before untrodden, of an almost boundless extent of 
fertile country, replete with means for the estab- 
lishment and growth of civilization, and connecting 
the Australian continent with the shores of the In- 
dian Ocean. 

We shall borrow a few extracts from Doctor 
Leichhardt’s unassuming yet most striking narra- 
tive, to show the character of the hardships endured, 
the dangers braved, and the almost insuperable dif- 
ficulties surmounted by steady fortitude. After the 
eighth month their condition began to be very crit- 
ical. l 

“ When we left our last camp at the Lynd, John 
Murphy's pony was missing. Charley went to look 
for it, and did not join us before we had arrived at 
our camp, after an unusually Jong and fatiguing 
stage. He brought us the melancholy news that 
he had found the poor beast on the sands of the 
Lynd, with its body blown up, and bleeding from 
the nostrils. It had either been bitten by a snake, or 
had eaten some noxious herb, which had fortunate- 
ly been avoided by the other horses. Accidents of 
this kind were well calculated to impress us with 
the conviction of our dependence on Providence, 
which had hitherto been so kind and merciful. 

‘* Ag all our meat was consumed, I was com- 
elled to stop, in order to kill one of our little steers. 
t proved to be very fat, and allowed us once more: 

to indulge in our favorite dish of fried liver. Al- 
though we were most willing to celebrate the anni- 
versury of the battle of Waterloo, and to revive our 
own ambitious feelings at the memory of the deeds 
of our illustrious heroes, we had nothing left but 
the saturated rags of our sugar bags; which, how- 
ever, we had kept for the purpose, and which we 
now boiled up with our tea: our last flour was con- 
sumed three weeks ago; and the enjoyinent of fat 
cake, therefore, was not to be thought of. Should 
any of my readers think these ideas and likings 
ridiculous and foolish, they may find plenty of anal- 
ogous facts by entering the habitations of the poor, 
where I have not only witnessed, but enjoyed, sim- 
ilar treats of sugared tea and buttered bread.” 

The climate was very merciful to them; but 
against this they had to set the unceasing anxiety. 
of possible attack from the natives. 

‘© The mornings and evenings were very beautiful, 
and are surpassed by no climate that I have ever 
lived in. It was delightful to watch the fading and 
changing tints of the western sky after sunset, and 


162 


OVERLAND EXPEDITION IN AUSTRALIA. 


to contemplate, in the refreshing coolness of ad-! poor Gilbert’s existence, had entered the chest, be- 


vancing night, the stars as they successively ap- 
peared, and entered on their nightly course. ‘The 
state of our health showed how congenial the cli- 
mate was to the human constitution ; for, without 
the comforts which the civilized man thinks essen- 
tially necessary to life ; without flour, without salt, 
and miserably clothed, we were yet all in health ; 
although at times suffering much from weakness 
and fatigue. At night we stretched ourselves on 
the ground, almost as naked as the natives, and 
though most of my companions still used their tents, 
it was amply proved afterwards that the want of 
this luxury was attended with no ill consequences.” 

A few days after the above entry in Doctor Leich- 
hardt's journal, the natives suddenly attacked them. 
"They had heard, some days before, the ‘‘ subdued 
- cooees’’ which indicated their presence in the neigh- 
‘borhood, but seem to have had not the least expec- 
tation of immediate danger. ‘They had made their 
tents, and had obtained some game which enabled 
them to dine well. 

‘s After dinner Messrs. Roper and Calvert retired 
to their tent, and Mr. Gilbert, John, and Brown, 
‘were platting palm leaves to make a hat, and I stood 
musing near their fire-place, looking at their work, 
and occasionally joining in theirconversation. Mr. 
Gilbert was congratulating himself upon having 
succeeded in learning to plat; and, when he had 
nearly completed a yard, he retired with John to 
their tent. This was about seven o'clock; and I 
stretched myself upon the ground as usual, at a lit- 
tle distance from the fire, and fell into a dose, from 
which I was suddenly roused by a loud noise, and 
a call for help from Calvert and Roper. Natives 
had suddenly attacked us. They had doubtless 
watched our movements during the afternoon, and 
marked the position of the different tents; and, as 
-soon as it was dark, sneaked upon us, and threw a 
-shower of spears at the tents of Calvert, Roper, and 
Gilbert, and a few at that of Phillips, and also one 
‘or two towards the fire. Charley and Brown called 
for caps, which I hastened to find, and as soon as 
they were provided, they discharged their guns into 
the crowd of the natives, who instantly fled, leaving 
Roper and Calvert pierced with several spears, and 
severely beaten by their waddies. Several of these 
‘spears were barbed, and could not be extracted 
without difficulty. I had to force one through the 
arm of Roper to break off the barb; and to cut an- 
other out of the groin of Mr. Calvert. John Mur- 
phy had succeeded in getting out of the tent, and 
concealing himself behind a tree, whence he fired 
at the natives, and severely wounded one of them, 
before Brown had discharged his gun. Not seeing 
Mr. Gilbert, I asked for him, when Charley told me 
that our unfortunate companion was no more! He 
had come out of his tent with his gun, shot, and 
powder, and handed them to him, when he instantly 
dropped down dead. ss y ai . 

‘“Mr. Roper had recei®ed two or three spear 
wounds in the scalp of his head; one spear had 
passed through his left arm, another into his cheek 
below the jugal bone, and penetrated the orbit, and 
injured the optic nerve, and another in his loins, 
besides a heavy blow on the shoulder. Mr. Calvert 
had received several severe blows from a waddi; 
one on the nose which had crushed the nasal bones ; 
one on the elbow, and another on the back of his 
head ; besides which, a barbed spear had entered 
his groin, and another into his knee. As may be 
readily imagined, both suffered great pain, and were 
scarcely able to move. The spear that terminated 
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tween the clavicle and the neck ; but made so small 
a wound, that for some time I was unable to detect 
it. From the direction of the wound he had prob- 
ably received the spear when stooping to leave his 
tent.” 

Mr. Gilbert was one of the volunteers who joined 
at Brisbane, and Doctor Leichhardt had used every 
persuasion to deter him from the expedition ; but he 
was bent upon prosecuting certain zoologieal inqui- 
ries, and thus paid for them the forfeit of his life. 
Yet within three days of this frightful incident, (it 
occurred on the 28th of June,) and with the wounded 
relying solely on the still kindly climate and Doctor 
Leichhardt’s surgical skill, the whole party were in 
march again. They buried their ill-fated compan- 
ion, and travelled upwards of fourteen miles, on the 
first of July; nor did the severe wounds received 
form any further impediment to the progress of the 
journey. 

Among the matters that diversified it were such 
as this: 

‘ By a mere accident, we discovered a remarka- 
ble medicinal property of the glutinous secretion of 
the seed-vessels of a drooping Grevillea. John 
Murphy, having no pockets in his trowsers, put the 
seeds which he found during the stage into his bo- 
som, close to the skin, where he had already depos- 
ited a great number of Sterculia, and was much 
inconvenienced by the starry prickles which sur- 
round the seeds. Afterwards, finding the droop- 
ing Grevillea in fruit, he gathered some capsules 
and placed them as before stated. Upon arriving 
at the camp he felt great pain ; and, on examining 
the place, he saw, to his greatest horror, that the 
whole of the skin of the epigastric region was col- 
ored black, and raised intoa great number of painful 
blisters. Upon his showing it to me, I thought 
that it was caused by the Sterculia prickles having 
irritated the skin, and rendered it more sensitive to 
the sharp properties of the exudation of the seed- 
vessels of Grevillea. Brown, however, merely 
touched the skin of his arm with the matter, when 
blisters immediately rose ; showing clearly its prop- 
erties. The discoloration of the skin was like the 
effects of nitrate of silver.” 

Here is one of Doctor Leichhardt’s notices of the 
fates of his brute fellow-travellers. 

« We travelled down to the water, about four 
miles north-east along the creek, which was covered 
with cypress pine thickets, and tea-tree scrub. Mr. 
Calvert and Charley returned on our tracks to en- 
deavor to recover our poor dog. They found him 
almost dead—stretched out in the deep cattle track, 
which he seemed not to have quitted, even to find 
a shady place. They brought him to the camp; 
and I put his whole body, with the exception of his 
head, under water, and bled him; he lived six hours 
longer, when he began to bark, as if raving, and to 
move his Jegs slightly, as dogs do when dreaming. 
It seemed that he died of inflammation of the brain. - 
If we become naturally fond of animals which share 
with us the comforts of life, and become the cheer- 
ful companions of our leisure hours, our attachment 
becomes still greater when they not only share in 
our sufferings, but aid greatly to alleviate them. 
The little world of animated beings, with which we 
moved on, was constantly before our eyes; and 
each individual the constant object of our attention. 
We became so familiar with every one of them, 
that the slightest change in their walk, or in their 
looks, was readily observed, and the state of their 
health anxiously interpreted. Every bullock, every 
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horse, had its peculiar character, its well-defined 
individuality, which formed the frequent topic of our 
conversation, in which we all most willingly joined, 
because every one was equally interested. My 
readers will, therefore, easily understand my deep 
distress when I saw myself, on recent occasions, 
compelled to kill two of our favorite bullocks long 
before their time; and when our poor dog died, 
which we all had fondly hoped to bring to the end 
of our journey. Brown had, either by accident, or 
influenced by an unconscious feeling of melancholy, 
fallen into the habit of almost constantly whistling 
and humming the soldier’s death march, which had 
such a singularly depressing effect on my feelings, 
that I was frequently constrained to request him to 
change his tune.” 

Another extract will show that the doctor’s zeal 
for his four-footed friends, selfish as in some sort it 
may have been, was not confined to words. 

“ About three miles above the junction of the 
Wilton with the Roper, we again encamped on the 
stecp banks of the latter, at a spot which I thought 
would allow our horses and cattle to approach in 
safety. One uafortunate animal, however, slipped 
into the water, and every effort to get him out was 
made in vain. Its constant attempts to scramble up 
the boggy banks only tired it, and as night advanced, 
we had to wait until the tide rose again. I watched 
by him the whole night, and at high water we suc- 
ceeded in getting him out of the water; but he be- 
gan to plunge again, and unfortunately broke the 
tether which had kept his fore-quarters up, and fell 
back into the river. At last I found a tolerable 
landing place about fifty yards higher up; but, as 
I was swimming with him up to it, and trying to 
lead him clear of the stumps of trees, he became 
entangled in the tether rope by which I guided him, 
rolled over, and was immediately drowned. This 
reduced our number of horses to nine. When the 
other horses were brought to the camp, another 
rushed into the watcr, but I swam with him at once 
to the good landing place, and we succeeded in sav- 
ing him.” 

Our last quotation must be a memorial of the last 
of the bullucks, and of his instincts of regret for the 
loss of his companions. 

“ Poor Rehmond, the last of our bullocks. came 
frequently to the spot where his late companion had 
been killed; but finding that he was gone, he re- 
turned to his abundant feed, and when I loaded him 
to continue our journey down the river he was full 
and sleek. It was interesting to observe how the 
bullocks on all previous occasions almost invariably 
took cognizance of the place where one of their 
nuinber had been killed. They would visit it eith®™ 
during the night or the next day, walk round the 
spot, lift their tails, snuff the air with an occasional 
shake of their horns, and sometimes set off in a 
gallop.” 

Doctor Leichhardt has not been deterred by his 
sufferings on this expedition from engaging in an- 
other adventure, fraught with like utility and danger. 
He is now engaged in an overland journey to Swan 
viver, (which is expected to occupy him two years 
and a half,) with the object of exploring the interior 
of Australia, of discovering the extent of Sturt’s 
desert and the character of the western and north- 
western coast, and of observing the gradual change 
in vegetation and animal life from one side of the 
continent to the other. 
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Tue old adage, “it never rains but it pours,” is 
as fully verified in the history of scientific discoveries 
as by the events of life. When science rains upon 
us any new and long desiderated gift, it comes not 
in scanty crops, but torrents of inventions embody- 
ing the same principle in different shapes are 
poured down, so that we are in a perfect endarras 
des richesses,and know not which of the many to 
choose. It has been thus with most of the great 
discoveries and inventions in science ; for no sooner 
has any given problem been solved that the success- 
ful discoverer finds himself surrounded by claimants 
for a share of the honor. It has been so from the 
invention of printing by types down to the more 
astonishing invention of printing by lightning ; so it 
will probably continue to the end of time; and we 
doubt not that when the two problems of squaring 
the circle and setting the Thames on fire shall have 
been solved, the ‘‘ rain’? will descend on many at 
the same time, and multitudinous means will be at 
once discovered for doing what philosophers of all 
ages have hitherto striven for without success. 

The numerous inventions of electric telegraphs 
are apt illustrations of the abundance that attends 
the new appliance of scientific principles to accom- 
modate the wants of man. The various contri- 
vances by which electricity may be applied to 
transmit signals with the speed of lightning, have 
indced made the choice of the particular means a 
question of no small difficulty. There are four 
companies now competing with one another to send 
messages through the earth ; and not only has each 
of these companies its peculiar mode of availing 
itself of the terrestrial currents of electricity for that 
purpose, but there are at least thirty other distinct 
plans for accomplishing the same object. In some 
of these appliances the communications are made 
by the deflections of gold leaf, in others by the 
sounding of belis of different tones; in some, again, 
by causing magnetic needles to point to letters of 
the alphabet. There are also various printing tel- 
egraphs, which will print a message delivered at 
one station almost instantaneously at the distant 
station with which the instrument is en rapport. 
Among the most recent of the printing telegraphs 
is the one invented by Dr. Howse, of the United 
States; the operating parts of which are arranged 
like the keys of a pianoforte, so that by pressing 
down a key marked with a letter of the alphabet a ` 
like letter is printed on papcr at the other terminus 
of the connecting wire. ‘Telegraphs of this con- 
struction are in extensive use in America; and it is 
intended to enable friends in distant towns to hold 
direct and immediate communication with each 
other. 

The telegraph company which has succeeded in 
extending the electric telegraph most widely in 
England, transmit their signals at present by mag- 
netic needles; but we this week inspected an inge- 
nious plan recently invented by Mr. Bain, and 
which we understand it is the company’s intention 
to adopt, whereby the communications are actually 
written. The galvanic pen does not luxuriate in 
flourishes ; it neither crosses its ¢s nor dots its 18 ; 
but on it goes in one undeviating straight line ; and 
yet there is such significance in its touch, that the 
initiated can decipher its mark more readily than he 
could the handwriting of most literary scribes. ‘The 
line, though straight, is not unbroken; and it is by 
the breaks that the letters and words are made 
known. To produce this effect, a strip of paper is 
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perforated, and then placed on a clock-work mech- | much fettered the later editors; and that the only 
anism which draws it along, pressed tight against a | proper mode of getting at a pure reading is by a 
metallic drum. The point of one of the wires| verbatim print of the manuscripts from the fourth 
which forms the electric circuit presses on the paper | to the tenth century that fie scattered through the 
as it crosses the drum; and at each aperture it | libraries of Europe, comparing them with the quo- 
comes in contact with the metal. The paper being {tations of the earlier fathers as well as with the 
a non-conductor of electricity, the circuit is inter- | earlier Latin versions. In this way, M. Tischen- 
rupted whilst it interposes, and is only completed at | dorff considers that the world would have the means 
the perforated apertures. A similar piece of mech- | of arriving at the true text: and, supposing the 
anism at the distant station draws a strip of moist | munificent design executed, sueh would be the 
blue paper across the drum, and a point of the con- | case; the more ancient manuscripts bheing, cxteris 
necting wire presses also upon that. The property | paribus, clearly of the greatest authority. The 
which electricity possesses of discharging and alter- | importance of this labor and expense is not so evi- 
ing the colors of substances ia applied in discharg- | dent. M. Tischendorif speaks of the different tone 
ing the color of the paper over which the point] or coloring of the text in the earher compared with 
passes on those parts where the electric circuit is | the [ater versions; but the Jargest changes that he 
not interrupted, and on the other parts a dark-col- | novices are the text of the three heavenly witnesses 
ored line is marked ; consequently the breaksin the | —a matter that has been disputed to tiresomeness, 
line correspond with the perforations made in the} and the omission of the story of the woman taken 
strip of paper whereon the signals are stamped. | in adultery—also a subject of doubt from the days 
By varying the positions and by i increasing the num- | of St. Augustin if not earlier. And where theology 
ber of the perforated spaces, the letters and symbols | or anything like theology is at issue, such disputes 
are indicated. For example, a single small space | would arise if we had a manuscript of the age of 
marks one letter, a wider space another, two small | the apostles. Those who deemed a passage to be 
spaces together a third ; and by combining the wide | in their favor would support, and these whem i 
and narrow spaces every letter is expressed. The | bore hard upon would repudiate, its authenticity. 
operation of perforating the paper requires practice | However, M. Tischendorff is enthusiastic in his 
to do it quickly ; but when the paper is prepared it | object. In pursuit of it he had explored the repos- 
is run through the apparatus very rapidly. Much |itories of England, France, and haly, when, in 
improvement might, and no doubt will be made in | 1844, an opportunity offered of going to the ast, 
this mode of making communications ; for the prin- | and he embraced it with ardor. Leaving Leghorn 
ciple seems capable of being applied even to trans- |in March, he reached Alexandria; and after exam- 
mitting the writing of one correspondent to another ; ; | ining such collections of inanuseripts in the Egyptian 
and merchants in London, after quitting Change, | monasteries as he could get access to, he started 
might thus send their instructions in full to their} for Mount Sinai. ‘Thence he returned to Egypt; 
correspondents at Liverpool, which might be filed ; then went to Judea, to survey Jerusalem and its 
as authentic documents for reference. neighborhood ; and visited the monasteries of Mount 
We have observed that the variety of forms in | Carmel and Patmos, Smyrna and Constantinople, 
which useful inventions of the same kind present | with a vasiety of less important places, on his way 
themselves embarrass the choice. Perhaps it is this ; home. 
difficulty which paralyzes the government; for,} The scholarly results of his tour M. Tischen- 
strange to say, though the wires of the electric tel- | dorff reserves for classical publications and his edi- 
egraph are laid down trom London to Gosport, the | torial Jabors. His desenptions chictly refer to the 
government officials continue to work the eld sema- ; state in which he found the libraries and their con- 
phore on the same line, in preference to the infi- j|tents; the learning of the monks, and the valne 
nitely more speedy and certain electric telegraph. | they attached to their treasures, or rather the sort 
Instead of being the first to encourage useful inven- | of knowledge they had of them; some discussions 
tions, the government is always the Inst to T on manusenpts which were noč there, and any little 
them. even when their utility has been long proved : | incidents that occurred in connection with the pur- 
therefore, perhaps, it was not to be expected that , suit. In fact, the main objec ct of the tour merely 
80 great an innovation as the employment of light- j falls into place as forming a part of the personal 
ning-nessengers should be yet permitted. The | adventures of the writer: nay, it is Sometimes post- 
speedy operations of the electric telegraph may well | poned to antiquarian discussions on localities, as at 
terrify the tardy-moving officials, who cannot find Mount Sinai and Jerusalem. This is to be re- 
recedents for its use in the days of Pitt and Fox. | 'gretted: because the subject was a novelty in 
There seems no tangibility about a thing that, in | books of travels, and our author was strongest on 
some incomprehensible manner, glides instantane- his own ground. Writing to Germans, who do not 
ously through an iron wire and returns without any | travel quite so much as the motion-Joving Britons, 
hinderance through the solid earth. Red tape ean | and probably do not so often tell their adventures 
get no hold on lightning. The arms of the sema- | to the world, he makes too much of matters with 
phore, on the contrary, are of wood, and may be | which the English public are already familiar, and 
held steady ; they work slowly, and (weather and | which, be it said, they have had presented by artists 
daylight permitting) surely ;—the red tape sticks to | with a more graphic styJe and a better taste. M. 
them.—Spectator, Sept. 4. Tischendorff has something of the sedateness of the 
German and the rust of the scholar and recluse, 
From the Spectator, | Which he ras at ae pie at aay a 
2 ’ manner and sentiment of the frenchman ot 
TISCHENDOE PES PRAY ELS IE- THE -EAST content with describing things and routes which are 
Constantine TiscuenporFF is a German savan, | familiar to English readers, he must indulge in 
who seeks to establish a purer text of the New | rhapsodies, sometimes upon the scene before him, 
Testament. He considers that the text from the | sometimes about personal reminiscences, the last 
Jater manuscripts, used by Erasmus and Stephens, | not always intelligible, but intended to be tender. 
(because they wanted access to earlier,) have too} There is, too, a dash of bad taste about some of his 
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stories, and for a learned man he seems occasionally 
rather ignorant of oriental usages. 

Upon other matters of learning our author is 
more at home. He is familiar with the early trav- 
ellers in the East, and by that means is sometimes 
able to give to the present the interest of contrast 
by comparing it with the past. The foreign eye 
with which he regards things is another source of 
occasional novelty, or at least of curiosity, espe- 
cially when German and British ideas clash. The 
saviin’s personal qualifications fora traveller are not 
ofthe highest kind: in the desert or in Syria he 
takes every one for a bandit; “ the sea, the open 
sea,” turns him very queasy; and the common 
accidents of navigation become memorabilia— 


—*‘ the waves oozing through the port-hole made 
His berth a little damp and him afraid.” 


But in spite of these amusing traits, the book is 
slow, and somewhat dry. The descriptions of 
nature are short, without producing the effect which 
follows a brief exhibition of salient points; and the 
author falls into the plan of the common tourist who 
has crammed for his journey and exhibits at every 
spot the cammonplaces of its history. In the case 
of Tischendorff the knowledge is probably genuine ; 
and the scenes of Palestine are memorable both in 
sicred and profane story. The mode, however, is 
so commou that it has become vulgarized. 

The best parts of the book are those which relate 
to the search for manuscripts. The interest may 
often be only bibliographical, and the result is 
somctimes nothing; but there are reality in the 
Subjects, understanding in the author, and often 
some incident in the pursuit. 


THE GERMANIC GRECIAN AND THE GREEK PATRIARCH. 


“ I was informed by many persons of a treasury of 
manuscripts that had reached Cairo from Antioch 
about twenty years ao. 
library conveyed to Cairo as security, and was in 
the immediate possession of the putriarch. No 
person conversant with such matters had seen these 
inanuscripts, and therefore the stories about them 
Were exaggerated into romance. The incredible 
addition was soon made that this library was walled- 
up. The Austrian consul-general endeavored in 
the kindest manner to obtain for me an elucidation 
uf the mystery. To effect this, he thought the best 
plan would be to make a direct application to the 
patriarch, with whom he was personally acquainted. 
We therefore rode one Sunday in company with a 
native Greek to Old Cairo, where the patriarch 
resides when absent from Alexandria. 

“ After the preliminaries of reception by an aged 
fomaie domestic, who hospitably entertained us with 
coffee and pipes, the patriarch himself appeared in 
his home costume, which was sufficiently distin- 
guished to indicate his high rank. Pope Gregory 
XIV. was more simply clad when he admitted me 
to a private audience. The patriarch, who is now 
in his ninety-first year, has great dignity in his 
appearance; Ins long white beard, which falls 
down upon his breast, becomes him very well; his 
stature is above the ordinary height. We ex- 
changed a few friendly words; in the course of 
which I told him, that the chief ecclesiastic of my 
own country wus, like him, a wonder also in his 
reverend appearance; for he equally resisted the 
attacks of extreme old age by the indestructible 
bearing of a cheerful temperament. 

“ We rapidly approached the object of our visit. 
The consu)-general told him that i was a profound 
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Hellenist, although I had never been in Greece. 
The patriarch then called for a printed Greek book 
in folio, I think it was a volume of Chrysostomus, 
and he requested me to read init. I presumed he 
wished to hear how we un-Grecians pronounce 
Greek, and I read him a couple of lines according 
to our Leipsic pronunciation. To my great morti- 
fication, I did not succeed in this examination; I 
may fairly record it as a failure. The patriarch 
upon this experiment was of opinion that I had 
scarcely yet learnt the alphabet. We intermingled 
a little mirth in our hasty explanations; but the 
mishap was not to be repaired. I conversed also in 
Greek with him: but the least mistake in the 
Romaic pronunciation, or even a false accent—] 
had latterly become accustomed to pronounce the 
Greck according to its quantity—he urged harshly 
in confirmation of his opinion. It would seem that 
the patriarch had the delicate ear of a Parisian 
lady. It was now, indeed, difficult to make him 
comprehend that my studies of manuscripts could 
he of any consequence. My Codex Ephrami Syn 
Rescriptus sounded like a pleasant fable. Upon 
hearing of it, he retorted with how could I read 
manuscript, when I could not even read a printed 
text! 

“ The consul began to lose his temper, and told 
him he might wholly rely upon him, and that our 
great object was only to obtain the privilege of the 
sight of his concealed library. Upon wishing to 
know why we so eagerly sought to see it, we 
informed him that my object was to inspect the 
ancient codices of the original text of the New 
Testament, in order to derive a text from their 
combination which might approach as closely as 
possible to what was written by the apostles. But 
he added, we have all that we require: we have 
the evangelists, we have the apostles, what can we 
desire more! The idea of criticism seems to have 


It consisted of an entire struck his ears for the first time in his ninety-firet 


year. He became thoughtful and distrustful upon 
our explanations. At last he availed himself of the 
circumstance that the library was walled-up, and 
could be entered only at a great outlay ; whereupon 
we mentioned that we were willing to bear all the 
charges. Nevertheless he seemed only apparently 
to concur, and we very speedily withdrew. * * 

‘* But to revert to the walled-up library of the 
patriarch: we induced several Greeks of distinction 
to attuch themselves to our interests; nevertheless 
we were still unsuccessful, for as an opponent we 
had to combat with a narrow-minded dogmatism, 
which saw in my critical labors upon the sacred 
text same undefined danger threaten the status quo 
of the faith of the Greek church. 

“ At last I found a powerful auxiliary in a German 
physician, a man whose name had been already 
very long dear to ine. He made his professional 
intercourse, as family physician to the procurator 
of the patriarch, available for my objcct, and upon 
him some influence was gained by the representation 
that upon my return to Europe I should make an 
unfavorable report respecting this unapproachable 
walled-up patriarchal library. The procurator 
promised that he would have this library opened for 
me; but I was not present personally when this 
took place; and the number of manuscripts that { 
had the opportunity of examining from it was very 
small, whereas the remaining contents of the library 
consisted ostensibly of many thousand printed 
books. I strongly suspected that I was not ingen- 
uously dealt with: yet those few manuscripts have 
yielded most welcome results.” 
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“I was now anxious to visit the Samaritan 
synagogue, being exceedingly curious to imspect 
the celebrated manuscripts which it contains. 
There was no difficulty in obtaining access. A 
rabbin, but not the chief, who had remained en- 
gaged with the pasha, led us té a small oratory 
which was covered with straw mats, and not to be 
trodden except bare-footed. Upon a book-shelf I 
observed about twenty manuscripts, chiefly upon 
parchment. To several I unhesitatingly accord an 
age of many hundred years. One exhibited by 
many peculiarities—for instance, that of being 
written in three columns—an antiquity of more than 
a thousand years. But I was chiefly occupied with 
the alleged exceedingly ancient manuscript which 
is said to contain a statement to the effect that it 
was written thirteen years after the death of Moses, 
by Abischua, the son of Phineas, who was grandson 
of Aaron. The rabbin brought us a tin case, 
within which lay the manuscript, hike a large, syn- 
agogue roll of parchment, enveloped in a costly 
covering of crimson silk with embroidered golden 
letters. It bears undeniable traces of antiquity. I 
examined the parchment, the color of the ink, the 
system of the lines, the punctuation, the divisions, 
none of which have initials, and the characters, as 
well as they could be examined without a knowl- 
edge of the Samaritan. All combine to convey 
the idea of a manuscript of the sixth century. 
Even under this supposition it necessarily holds a 
very distinguished rank among all the ancient 
parchment codices of both the East and the West. 
With respect to the alleged statement, it may not, 
if in fact it exist, be considered otherwise than as a 
transcript carelessly copied from former documents, 
and incorporated in it as a note founded on a remote 
tradition. Perhaps this Abischua took some share 
in writing the original pentateuch. In that case, 
the statement in question would receive some elu- 
cidation from the practice in the Greek manuscripts 
of the Gospel, wherein is frequently noted that it 
was written by Matthew, by John, &c., as well as 
the year in which it was first promulgated. These 
notices have misled uninformed persons. For in- 
stance, E found in a celebrated library, inscribed in 
a manuscript of the gospel, a remark from the pen 
of the librarian himself, to the effect that the man- 
uscript was wnitten by the rhetorician Hebraides, 
in the tenth century after Christ's ascension, and 
referred to an ancient commentary. But what 
stood in this commentary? Nothing more than 
that the Gospel of St. Matthew was published ten 
after Christ’s ascension, and that in the 

ebrew tongue. 

** But I return to the Samantans at Naplus. I 
do not believe that it would be impossible to obtain 
their manuscripts ; and I feel convinced that thereby 
a precious treasure would be gained for even the 
largest library in Europe.” 

The following is a rather favorable specimen of 
the manner in which M. Tischendorff combines 
Scriptural reminiscences and tradition ; generally 
treating the latter with a singular mixture of critica] 
scepticism and sentimental belief. 

‘¢ Bir enjoys distinction in Christian tradition. It 
formed the first day’s journey of Joseph and Mary 
(St. Luke, ii. 43.) upon their return from the pass- 
over; and it was here they sought Jesus, when 
twelve years old, among their friends, and missed 
him. There is nothing inconsistent in this tradi- 


tion; as from ancient custom, even at the present | must share the same fate. 
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day, the Faster pilgrims extend their first day’s 
journey homeward only as far as Bir; the pilgrims 
frum Galilee may also Jong since have practised the 
same custom. Our road to Nazareth was certainly 
the same which our Lord and his disciples repeat- 
edly took when he went to the festival. ‘These 
reminiscences were the dearest company. In our 
frequent descent from the, precipitous mountain 
declivities of this district, I clearly comprehended 
how correctly the sacred text, speaking of the 
paschal journey of Jesus, usually says (John vii. 
10) ‘went he also zp unto the feast.’ ”’ 

M. Tischendorff's parting at Patmos from the 
wife and sister-in-law of his host, furnishes an 
example of the manner in which he sometimes 
mingles sentimental and Scriptura] matters with 
creature coinforts. 

“ But I must relate my farewell from the house 
of my host. As my visit happened during the 
Greek fasts, onr mid-day repast consisted conse- 
quently of appropriate dishes; but before I again 
stepped on board ship a roasted chicken was sent 
after me by the careful hostess. During the after- 
noon, I had exchanged many friendly words with 
both the black-eyed sisters, and had certainly enter- 
tained more kind thoughts than I could express in 
words. Upon taking leave, the lady herself 
hastened suddenly to a flowering shrub close to the 
house, broke two blossoms off, and brought them 
tome. The blossoms were very beauuful, but the 
eyes of the giver shone still more beautifully. Her 
sister ran to an odoriferous plant, and brought me 
a nosegay from it. It was therefore with tender 
emotion that | parted from the two sweet daughters 
of the island of St. John. I thought of the favorite 
exhortation of St. John with which he was aceus- 
tomed to address the community, * Beloved, let us 
love one another.’ (1 John, iv. 7.) Who would 
not suppose that these ladies of Patmos bore the 
farewell of their instructor faithfully jn their 
hearts ?” 


From the Spectator. 
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Destruction at certain epochs, to be followed by 
replacement in order to advance, seems a law of the 
natural, the national, and the social world. The 
history of the earth as unfolded by geology exhibits 
this principle in every stage of progress. History 
and tradition, or traditiou’s echoes, point to the in- 
vasion of an inferior by a superior race, and the 
national destruction or absorption of the former. 
Greece and [taly, under unknown or disputed colo- 
nists—Gaul, Spain, and Britain, under the Romans 
—are merely an illustration of the principle which 
is now at work among the aborigines of America 
and Australasia. Jt would be necdless to point out 
how social changes operate upon manners, and 
whole classes becoine extinct as one grade ad- 
vances upon another: where is now the feudal 
baron, or the courtier wit, or even ‘the fine ola 
English gentleman?” In looking at industrial oc- 
cupations, the destruction of copyists to be replaced 
by printers will at onee recur to every mind. In 
the memory of us all, the ‘long stage’? with its 
“ characters’? has nearly vanished from the land ; 
and other if less rapid and staring changes have 
already taken place in various branches of industry, 
or are now in progress. Jt is possible that the 
entire English and"Irish agricolturists must be re- 
placed ; probable that the West Indian planters 
Whether this is to be 
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accomplished by total ruin, or by absorption, or by 
a social change brought about by giving new ideas 
to the existing race, would be difficult to decide 
upon after the experiment, much more à priori. 

To contribute something to the last alternative— 
to change measures rather than men—is the object 
of Dr. W. J. Evans in the Sugar-Planter’s Manual. 
Dr. Evans fully admits the difficulties in which the 
planter is involved by partial free trade, which has 
destroyed his protection without giving him freedom 
of industry, by the want of labor under which he 
suffers, by the destruction of capital and the Joss of 
profits which crude and popularity-hunting legisla- 
tion entailed upon him, and the depression and lack 
of enterprise that such a state of pressure produces 
in the mind. Still he thinks that something may 
be done by the introduction of agricultural machinery 
or implements, except in British Guiana, which, 
from ‘the nature of the country, is at present 
wholly dependent on manual labor.’? In his opin- 
ion, however, the principal means of safety are, first, 
greater attention to the quality of the cane and the 
precise time of cutting it, so as to secure a richer 
quality and larger quantity of ‘‘juice;’’ second, 
improvements in the manufacture, from the first 
“ pressure” of the canes till the shipment of the 
sugar and molasses. This last section is indeed the 
subject of the book; for the quality and treatment 
of the cane are rather generally suggested than spe- 
cifically directed. 

The Sugar-Planter’s Manual consists of two lead- 
ing divisions ; the first relating to the physiology 
and chemistry of the sugar-cane, the second to the 
various processes of the sugar manufacture. In the 
first part, Dr. Evans explains the structure and 
component parts of the cane in various stages of its 
growth ; and, by an analysis of its elements, shows 
how readily sugar, through minute causes, may 
become g/ucose, (that is, the saccharine matter of 
fruits which never crystallizes,) or undergo other 
changes that injure the quality or lessen the quantity 
of the produce, or cause increased expense in ex- 
tracting it. Hence he adduces the rules he lays 
down as to judginent in the choice of the plant and 
the time of cutting, the rapidity with which it should 
be conveyed to the mill for crushing lest decompo- 
sition should ensue, and the advantage of draining 
where the soil requires it and the means of the pro- 
prietor permit it. In a literary point of view, this 
part is perhaps too elaborated, by evolving too mi- 
nutely the principles of botanical chemistry, and an 
arrangement which has the effect of repetition ; but 
it is well adapted for acquiring a thorough knowl- 
edge of the physiology and properties of the sugar- 
cane. 

The practical application of botanical and manu- 
facturing chemistry to the production of sugar is 
the subject of the second division ; and it forms, we 
think, the most useful part of Dr. Evans’ work. 
The doctor himself appears to be practically ac- 
quainted with the processes as conducted in several 
sugar-growing colonies; he has carefully studied 
the various contributions of foreign chemists to the 
science, or the business of sugar-manufacture, espec- 
cially from the beet-root ; and he has gleaned some 
floating knowledge upon the subject from those col- 
onies in which he has not been. He pussesses a 
great quality for a practical improver—a sensible 
mind. He draws a distinction between chemical 
aad commercial production—h@ween that which is 
best and that which under the circumstances can 
best be done. Many processes, available to the 
tefiner amidst the skilled labor and dense manufac- 
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turing population of Europe, are beyond the power 
of the planter, or could not in his circumstances be 
profitably applied. As the subject is of great im- 
portance to the West Indian proprietor and the pub- 
lic at large, it may not be useless to give a general 
idea of the sugar-manufacture, so far as to make 
Dr. Evans’ views intelligible. 

Healthy cane in a state of maturity is shown by 
chemical experiment to consist of 90 parts of fluid 
and 10 of solid matters ; the fluid constituting what 
is called cane-juice, the solid consisting of woody 
fibre. The quantity of sugar in the juice has been 
variously estimated ; indeed, independently of acci- 
dental circumstances, it must differ with the qual- 
ity of the cane. Dr. Evans takes the sugar at 18 
per cent. of the fluid, but considers that it not un- 
frequently exceeds 22 percent. To extract it all 
is possible to the chemist in his laboratory, but im- 
possible for the planter ; or if it could be done, the 
expenses would absorb the profit. Our author, 
however, considers that a much larger amount may 
be obtained than is now done; and the chief end 
of The Sugar-Planter’s Manual is to point out the 


way. 

When the cane is cut, the first operation is to 
carry it to the mill, where it is crushed by means 
of rollers in order to extract the juice. There are 
no regular statistics of the average amount of cane- 
juice practically extracted ; it must vary with the 
efficiency of the mills and the motive power; but 
instead of 90 parts, the highest estimated average 
is only between 50 and 60 per cent. M. Duprez, 
who was sent by the French government to Gauda- 
loupe to make experiments, could only extract from 
the mills in that island 68.5 per cent. at the highest, 
and his average was only 56 per cent. Other cal- 
culators give a lower amount for other places. Dr. 
Evans says— 

« The lowest amount that my observation, in the 
West Indies, permits me to give, is 47 per cent., and 
the highest 61 per cent.: but, as I have just men- 
tioned, it has been too limited to be offered as an au- 
thority. In the island of Madeira, I obtained at two 
different times by the same mill, and from canes of 
similar character and quality, 47.5 and 70.2 per cent. 
of juice. The mill was a small one, made at Aber- 
deen about two years previously, on the ordinary 
principle, with horizontal rollers; and the motive 
power was cattle. During the experiment which 
furnished the last and largest result, the rollers were 
braced more than usually tight, and the number of 
canes introduced at a time were five or six, being 
the utmost that the strength of the cattle would 
admit of. The canes were squeezed once only ; in- 
deed, the megass was too much lacerated to admit 
of its being passed between the rollers a second 
time with advantage.” 

Dr. Evans therefore concludes that a much larger 
quantity of cane-juice could be produced than is now 
obtained, by increasing the motive power of the mills, 
and by a better system of managing them, as well 
as by treating the canes when in a certain condition. 

“By following the foregoing rules, the quantity 
of cane-juice may be increased at least 20 per cent. ; 
that is, a mill which ordinarily gives 50 Ibs. of juice 
for every 100 lbs. of canes which are crushed by 
it, may by a little attention be made to increase the 
quantity to 60 Ibs. at least, and the one which now 
produces 60 Ibs. may be made to yield 70 lbs. from 
a like quantity. 

“ This amelioration may be obtained without any. 
additional outlay of money ; a little watchfulness on 
the part of the planter, to see that his order are car- 
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ried out, being all that is required for its accom- 
plishment. 

« There are, unfortunately, many mills, which, 
either from age, the want of solidity originally, or 
from a construction altogether imperfect, produce 
even an inferior result to those given above. A 
comparative amelioration will follow the application 
of these rules in all cases; but the only real ameli- 
oration which can be effected in the cases alluded 
to, is the removal of the old mill and the erection 
of anew one. The present, it is true, are not the 
times when sugar properties in the West Indies 
permit an indiscriminate outlay of capital for the 
purchase of new machinery. But it must be re- 
membered, that the difference between 45 or 50 lbs. 
and 70 lbs. of juice, extracted from equal quantities 
of canes, indicates a corresponding ditlerence in the 
amount of the crop; while the annual expense at- 
tending the cultivation of the estate would be in 
‘both cases the same.”’ 

There lurks, however, in the planter’s mind, a 
reason for not extracting all the juice which he can, 
and very probably he may urge it in formal argu- 
ment: the refuse of the canes, or megass as it is 
called, is his fuel, by which the succeeding crop of 
sugar is prepared. If, therefore, he increases his 
quantity of juice, he lessens his stock of fuel. To 
this Dr. Evans replies, that natural changes deprive 
him of much of the combustive matter in the me- 
gass; and that were it not so, it would be cheaper 
to make more sugar and buy fuel. 

“s Tt is found in practice impossible to dry the me- 
gass in such a manner as to preserve within it the 
quantity of combustible materials given above. For 
whether it be stacked at once, or be previously ex- 
posed for some hours to the rays of the sun, fermen- 
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tation of the juice retained in it commences, and the | 


sugar is converted into incombustible bodies, as 
gum, lactic acid, &c., or into others which are 
rapidly evolved, as carbonic acid and alcohol; so 
that when the time arrives when its use as fuel is 
required, little more remains available for the pur- 
pose than the woody fibre; that is to say, that in- 
stead of obtaining 174 of fuel from canes which 
bave given 50 parts in 100 of juice, 10 parts only 
are actually serviceable ; and the amount of evapora- 
tion which could be effected by this quantity would 
be equal to 50 lbs. of water only. 

“The planter would appear to be in a great 
measure aware of this fact, by offering as a reason 
for the imperfect pressure to which he submits the 
canes, the fear of having a larger evaporation to 
effect than his fuel is capable of accomplishing. 
When he states, however, that by imperfect pres- 
sure he is thereby obtaining a proportionately in- 
-creased supply of fuel for the following year, he is 
manifestly in error; for the only constituent of the 
cane on which he can rely for that purpose is the 
woody fibre, which will be equally abundant to 
whatever extent the pressure may have been car- 
ried. 

«c To exemplify the loss which a sugar plantation 
‘annually sustains from an adherence to this most 
shamefully extravagant system, I will suppose, that 
by increased pressure the amount of cane-juice ob- 
tained is augmented merely from 50 lbs. to 60 Ibs. 
in every 100 lbs. of canes. It is clear that the 
amount of sugar, molasses, and rum, must be in- 
creased in the same proportion ; and, therefore, an 
estate which otherwise would give 200 tons as its 
annual product of sugar, would from this cause 
alone afford 240 tons. 
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available fuel at hand in place of the megass, coals 
have to be imported from England at an expense 
of 17. per ton, and that 240 tons would be required 
to evaporate the requisite quantity of cane-juice to 
make the same number of tons of sugar; the price 
of the coals would represent the expense attending 
the augmentation of the produce. The sugar 
would be worth at least 207. per ton; consequently 
the clear gain would be 800/. less 240/., or 5602. 

“ The profit, however, would not be confined to 
the mere increase of 40 tons of sugar; the megass, 
after due fermentation, would produce an amount 
of farm and yard manure, which, when thrown upon 
the land, would augment the quality of canes for the 
ensuing crop at least 20 per cent., and in the greater 
number of colonies very much more. In Barbadoes, 
for instance, there are many estates that after a good 
supply of manure readily yield, in favorable seasons, 
three tons of sugar per acre, which without that as- 
sistance would not yield one.” 

The cane-juice, whatever may be the percentage 
extracted, holds in solution other substances besides | 
sugar. These are not large in point of quantity, 
but important from their effects. Some of these 
particles are saline, Which art cannot remove: they 
must be prevented, by acting upon the soil in which 
the cane grows. The other substances are three- 
fold—insoluble impurities, such as earthy matter, 
pieces of cane, &c. ; the proteine compounds, albu- 
men, caseine ; and soluble coloring matter. These 
are got rid of partly by mechanical means, and part- 
ly by the application of heat and the use of clarify- 
ing substances. ‘The first process, which is called 
clarifying, is tollowed by evaporation ; whose object 
is, by means of heat, to drive off some of the watery 
particles, till the cane-juice is concentrated into the 
consistency of a syrup of a certain degree of density. 
After this syrup has undergone treatments accord- 
ing to the evils to be remedied, it is fitted for crys- 
taliization ; a process which it performs of itself 
while in the act of cooling, though it requires some 
mechanical assistance. The crystals form the com- 
mon brown sugar of commerce ; the viscid part 
which drains away is the molasses; and then the 
sugar-manuftacture under the present system termi- 
nates. 

An account is given in detail of all these pro- 
cesses; and Dr. Evans enters at length into various 
modes of improving them, either with the existing 
means or by new methods. He also discusses the 
different discoveries that have lately been made on 
the continent or in this country in relation to the 
sugar manufacture, and considers how far they may 
be applicable to our colonics. ‘These points will all 
have much interest for the sugar-planter, even when 
he may be already acquainted with some of them ; 
but we have said enough to indicate the scope and 
character of the work. And the latter suggestions 
of Dr. Evans are rather distinguished for cumulative 
effect than for the large promise which he holds 
forth by improved modes of crushing the canes. 
The recommendation td reboil the molasses is per- 
paps of the most striking character. 

‘* By the mode at present pursued of potting in 
the hogshead, the drainage as it escapes passes di- 
rectly into the molasses cistern, a cavity situated 
immediately beneath the beams of the curing-house 
This cistern is consequently exposed and open. It 
is lined with cement, and is seldom ina perfect 
state of repair. 

‘* Here the molasses remain until they are ship- 
ped, or until they are required for distillation. The 


“ Let us also suppose, that there being no other | result is, as might be expected, rats, cockroaches, 
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and other vermin, creep in and assist by their de- 
composition the rapidity and degree of the fermen- 
tation which under any circumstances is sooner or 
later certain to arise. 

«In the palmy days of West India prosperity, 
this lax and improper system may in some degree 
have been excusable, owing to the highly remuner- 
ative prices obtained for all the produce ; at present 
it can only be considered as one of extravagance, 
and therefore of loss. 

“In the first place, a quantity of molasses is.al- 
ways lost, either in consequence of the leakage of 
the cistern, or from its absorption by the cement. 
2. Owing to the evaporation constantly going on, 
a quantity of a soft, whitish, and amorphous sugar 
is precipitated to the bottom of the cistern. 3. The 
vinous and acetous fermentation set in; and a part 
of the saccharine matter is converted into carbonic 
acid, alcohol, and ascetic acid or vinegar, while an- 
other part is converted into uncrystallizable glucose. 
Thus, from a fluid possessing a bland, sweet, and 
sugary taste, the molasses are often changed into 
one having an offensive smell and a foreign and dis- 
agreeable taste. During the voyage these changes 
continue, and often increase in intensity, from the 
high temperature existing in the hold of the ship. 
Nevertheless, in spite of all the injuries which they 
have received, the molasses, on thetr arrival in this 
country, find a market, and by the skill of the pur- 
chaser are converted into sugar of a quality superior 
to that from which they were originally obtained. 

s“ Can there be a greater proof of the ruinous 

management of a West India sugar estate than this 
fact? (In Jamaica, owing to the high price ob- 
tained for the rum, the molasses are wholly convert- 
ed into that spirit, and the loss is considerably di- 
minished in consequence ; but in those colonies from 
which molasses are exported, the decomposition 
which they undergo is a serious item in the depre- 
ciation of revenue of every estate.)’’ 
_ Since Dr. Evans fully admits the evils under 
which the West Indian labors from a depressing 
legislation, his last remark bears rather hard upon 
the planter. It is but a few years since refined or 
indeed improved processes were entirely forbidden 
to him, in order to protect the sugar-refiner at home. 
A duty of 8/. 8s. the hundred-weight was imposed 
upon what is popularly called ‘‘ lump” sugar; du- 
ties of varying amount, but higher than the article 
could fetch in the market, were placed upon any 
intermediate produce; and, in short, brown sugar 
(muscovado) was enforced upon the planter by act 
of parliament. From the time when the whig min- 
istry began their career of West Indian impolicy by 
the Apprentice Bill, to the moment of their death- 
bed corn, timber, and sugar budget, these evils re- 
mained unmitigated ; Sir Robert Peel left them un- 
touched in his great reform of the tariff ; and though 
some modification of the restrictions which fetter the 
sugar-grower have latterly taken place, very many 
still remain to encumber the free action of the 
planter. 


From the Literary World. 
THE PROCESS OF SCULPTURE. 


Tue Greer Stave.—This statue having, on its 
first presentation to the American public, excited 
unbounded admiration and enthusiasm, a -brief ac- 
count of it will be interesting toggs author’s fellow- 
countrymen. 

The Greek Slave is the second ideal work of the 
American sculptor, Hiram Powers; the Eve being 
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his first. The clay model was begun and finished 
in the summer and autumn of 1842. American 
sculptors having been hitherto obliged to work 
abroad, but few of our citizens have had opportuni- 
ties of witnessing the labors of the studio ; accepta- 
ble, therefore, will be some explanation of the sev- 
eral processes through which a work in sculpture 
must pass ere the artist can present his conception 
Smoothly embodied in marble ‘The visitors to the 
‘* Slave’? will thus be made acquainted with the 
bodily birth and growth of the wonderful creation 
that stands before them in dazzling beauty. 

The conception being matured in the artist’s 
mind, the first step in the process of giving form to 
it is to erect, on a firm pedestal, a skeleton of iron, 
whose height, breadth, and limbs are determined 
by the size and shape of the proposed statue. In 
this case it would be about five feet high, with 
branches, first at the shoulders, running down for- 
wards for the arms, then at the hips, to support the 
large mass of clay in the trunk, and thence divided 
in two for the legs. About this strong, simple frame 
is now roughly built, with wet clay, the predeter- 
mined image. Rapidly is this moulded into an 
approximation to the human form; and when the 
trunk, head, and limbs have been definitely shaped, 
then begins the close labor of the mind. he 
living models are summoned, and by their aid the 
surface is wrought to its last stage of finish. I say 
models, for to achieve adequately a high ideal, sev- 
eral are needed. Nature rarely centres in one indi- 
vidual all her gifts of corporeal beauty. For the 
Eve, Powers had more than a score of models. The 
modern Christian artist cannot be favored as was 
the painter Zeuxis of old, to whom a Grecian city, 
that had ordered from him a picture of Helen, sent 
a number of its choicest maidens, that out of their 
various graces and beauties he might, as it were, 
extract one matchless form. For the “Slave,” the 
character Powers had established in Florence, for 
purity and uprightness, obtained for him one model 
(who was not a professional sitter) of such perfeo- 
tion of form as to furnish nearly all that he could 
derive from a model. With this breathing figure 
before him, and through his precise knowledge of 
the form and expression of every part of the human 
body, obtained from the study of nature, and his 
own deep artistic intuitions, the clay under his hand 
gradually grew into life, and assumed the elastic, 
vital look, which no mere anatomical knowledge or 
craft of hand can give, but which is imparted by the 
genial sympathy with nature's living forms in alli- 
ance with a warm sensibility to the beautiful— 
qualities which crown and render effectual the other 
less elevated endowments for art. Thus, by the 
most minute manual labor, directed by those high 
and refined mental gifts, the clay model of t 
“ Slave’? was wrought out; and there the artist's 
work ended: the creation was complete. The 
processes whereby it was now to be transferred to 
marble, though of a delicate, difficult kind, and 
requiring labor and time, are purely mechanical, 
and are performed, under the artist’s direction, by 
uninspired hands. 

In order that the soft clay image be transformed 
into a harder substance, without suffering the slight- 
est change in its surface, a mould is applied to it in 
the same way and with the same material as when 
a cast is taken of the living face or head, by means 
of semi-liquid plaster of Paris. The clay figure is 
entirely covered with this substance, from one to 
two or more inches thick, provision being made for 
taking off the arins, and for splitting the trunk after 
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the plaster shall have hardened. The clay is then 
all taken out, the hollow mould is cleaned, and then 
refilled with semi-liquid plaster of Paris. When this, 
which now occupies entirely and minutely the place 
of the clay, has in its turn become hardened, the 
outside crust of plaster is broken from it, and then 
is laid bare an exact fac-simile of the original clay 
figure, in hard, smooth plaster of Paris, capable of 
bearing the usage of the studio, and of receiving the 
many marks that are to guide the marble-cutters, 
whose work now begins. 

First comes the blocker-out, with his heavy mal- 
let and coarse chisel. under whose rough blows the 
white block soon begins to grow into a rude likeness 
of humanity. ‘Then, a finer workman, who loosens 
more of the folds that overlay the beaming image 
that the artist is bent on disclosing from the centre 
of the marble. And finally, the artist himself, or, 
as in this case, a refined worker, schooled under the 
eye of Powers, gives the finishing touches, repro- 
ducing with unsurpassed accuracy, in the transpa- 
rent, pure marble, every swell and indentation and 
minutest curve, all the countless delicacies of detail, 
the which, combined with and forming grand sweep- 
_ ing lines, characterize the original as moulded in 
clay by the hand of Powers. 

And now in the midst of us here is the marvellous 
work, drawing from our hearts a flood of vivifying, 
purifying emotion—a revelation made by its author 
to his countrymen of the power and majesty of Art. 
They who have looked in silent delight on the Venus 
of the ‘Tribune in Florence, no longer enjoy a unique 
privilege. On our native shore, sprung from the 
warm bosom of native strength, a fresh emanation 
from the exhaustless soul of beauty, standsa work as 
resplendent with the impress of genius as the famed 
Grecian goddess, as sublimely simple, as vividly 

raceful, and more touching in its moral appeal. 

he stronger the genius, the simpler the elements 
wherewith it delights to work. How simple, how 
common are those by which such overpowering 
effect is wrought—a voung maiden in a condition 
of painful constraint. But the two great sources of 
human interest, the human body, and, shining 
through it, the human soul, are here. ‘The artist 
has had the creative vigor to reproduce, in its inde- 
scribable symmetry, its matchless grace, its infinite 
beauty, that chicf marvel of the earth, the human 
body, making transparent through these attributes, 
deep inward power and emotion ; and it is because 
he has had this inspired mastery, that, standing 
before his work, the beholder is not only spell-bound 
by beauty, but awed by a solemn, ineffable feeling, 
and mysteriously drawn closer into the chastening 
presence of God. J. H. Catvert. 


Larce Sum ror Copyricut.—The late Dr. 
Chalmers has left a large quantity of unpublished 
manuscripts, among which is a Commentary on the 
Scriptures, as far as the Book of Jeremiah. Among 
the manuscripts fully written out, and in a fit state 
for publication, are also the series of lectures which 
he, as professor of divinity in the University of 
Edinburgh, addressed to the students, whose theo- 
iogical education was committed to his care. These 
lectures are understood to be singularly original and 
brilliant. There has likewise been found among 
the correspondence which Dr. Chalmers carried on 
with nearly all the distinguished men of the present 
century, a number of letters of a decply interesting 
nature, sufficient to make, with a memoir of him- 
self, four large octavo volumes. The whole of the 
Rev. gentleman’s manuscripts have been bought by 
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Mr. T. Constable, brother-in-law of Mr. Cowan, 
the new member for Edinburgh, and son of Mr. 
Constable, the friend of Sir Walter Scott, and pub- 
lisher of all his works. Mr. Constable has given 
the enormous sum of 10,000/. for Dr. Chalmers’ 
manuscripts—a sum, we believe, much greater than 
was ever before given for the posthuinous works 
of an author. ‘The largest amount ever given, 
under similar circumstances, was 4,500/., which 
Mr. Murray gave to the sons of Mr. Wilberforce 
for his ‘* Lite and Correspondence.”’ 


Coast DEFENCES IN THE CHANNEL IsLANDs.— 
The government, in fortifying the English coast, 
have also directed their attention to the channel 
islands. A breakwater is being constructed at 
Alderney, and engineers are now inspecting Guern- 
sey. In Jersey, a breakwater is in the course of 
construction, at St. Catherine’s Bay, on the eastern 
coast of the island, extending, at about a distance 
of three miles from the shore, from the N. E. to 
S. W., a range of four miles. The sites and plans 
of these works have lately been examined by Ad- 
miral Sir Charles Ogle, the Marquis of Anglesea, 
the Farl of Auckland, Colonel Irvine, Mr. James 
Walker, civil engineer, and other eminent person- 
ages. These works are being constructed opposite 
the French coast, whieh is only about eighteen 
miles distant. The government have also ae 
chased all the heights between St. Catherine’s Bay 
and Mount Orgueil Castle, a distance of about four 
miles, and intend building important fortifications 
thereon, which are to be commenced forthwith. 


From the National Era. 
A DREAM OF SUMMER. 


Buann as the morning breath of June 
The southwest breezes play ; 

And, through its haze, the winter noon 
Seems warm as summer's day. 

The snow-plumed Angel of the North 
Has dropped his icy spear ; 

Again the mossy earth leoks forth, 
Again the streams gush clear. 


The fox his hill-side cell forsakes, 
The muskrat leaves his nook, 
The bluebird in the meadow brakes 
Is singing with the brook. 
« Bear up, oh mother Nature !”’ ery 
Bird, breeze, and streamlet free ; 
& Our winter voices prophesy 
Of summer days to thee !”’ 


So, in those winters of the soul, 
By bitter blasts and drear 

O'erswept from Memory’s frozen pole, 
Will sunny days appear. 

Reviving Hepe and Faith, they show 
The soul xs living powers, 

And how beneath the winter’s snow 
Lie germs of summer flowers! 


The Night is Mother of the Day, 
The Winter of tbe Spring, 
And ever upon old Decay 
The greenest mosees cling. 
Behind the cloud the star-light lurks, 
Throug® showers the sunbeams fall ; 
For God, who loveth all His works, 
Has left His Hope with all! 
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THE MAIDEN AUNT.—NO. IV. 


CHAPTER 1. 


« BeauTiru. !—yes, there can be no doubt that 
she is very beautiful; her face is absolutely fault- 
less, and her figure magnificent. But it gives me 
no pleasure to look at her ,—her manifest self-con- 
sciousness destroys the charm at once. It is always 
so with perfect beauties ;—you may be forced to 
admire, but you are not fascinated. They are like 
Pope’s poetry ;—all possible care seems to have been 
Javished on the form, but the soul has evaporated 
during the process.”’ 

A common-place observation enough, reader. 
Can you guess the sex of the speaker! Accord- 
ing to all conventional rules—and it is by those that 
the world walks—it oaen to be a lady. The 
poar article in the creed of that great complex, 

ollow-hearted rationalist, society, is a belief that 
women love delicately to detract from each other’s 
merits. Not a man in the world, who has out- 
lived the noble credulousness of his youth, (which, 
trust me, comes ever nearer to the truth than the 
shallow unbelief of after years—just as the man 
who walks blindfold towards a tree is more likely 
to reach it than he who goes in an opposite direc- 
tion, with his eyes wide open,) but thinks that his 
safest way of recommending himself to any woman 
is to proclaim his indifference to the attractions of 
another. And what do the ladies all the while? 
They tolerate it, as an attempt to please, however 
mistaken, and they laugh inwardly to think how 
little the mystery of their hearts is comprehended 
by those who seek to win them. 

Exactly thus felt Mrs. Dalton, while listening to 
the observation which we have just recorded ;— 
perhaps a secret consciousness that she herself pos- 
sessed, in the highest degree, the species of fasci- 
nation alluded to, rendered her peculiarly alive to 
its meaning. The speaker was Sir Mark W yvil, 
a middle-aged baronet, of unimpeachable fashion, 
Jaboriously attractive, and resolutely youthful. The 
subject of his criticism was Edith Kinnaird: 

er third season had just drawn to a close, hav- 

ing consisted, like the two which preceded it, of a 
series of uninterrupted triumphs, a perpetual incense 
of admiration. She was now staying at Selcombe 
Park, the noble owners of which had assembled a 
large circle of guests, to beguile the tediousness of 
a magnificent autumn in a beautiful country. Lord 
and Lady Selcombe were amiable, respectable, and 
moderately pleasant people ; they had great wealth, 
of which they duly expended a reputable fraction 
in charities, public and private ; the gentleman was 
a regular attendant in the house, a most affable 
president of agricultural meetings, a hearty tory, a 
steady church-gocr, (on Sundays,) and a profound 
hater of “the Oxford theology,” —in short, the 
pee ideal of a country gentleman could scarce 
ave found anywhere a better embodiment. The 
lady was passée, but elegant—of toilette studious 
and elaborate ; she patronized district societies and 
charity bazaars; was frequently heard to lament 
that she lived in such a whirl of engagements that 
she had no leisure for any serious pursuit; kept 
a first-rate governess for her daughters; worked a 
pair of slippers annually for her husband ; and was 
esteemed by all her acquaintance ‘a pattern wife 
and mother.” The other members of the party at 
Seloombe Park shall speak for themselves as they 
are introduced to the reader. Yet we must bestow 
one word on Mrs. Dalton ere we proceed to record 
her answer to Sir Mark Wyvil's observation. She 
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was, by some, considered a Kittle too blue to be femi- 
nine— Heaven forbid that we should unravel all the 
meaning of that phrase, or develop all the conse- 
quences which it involves!—but even this worst 
sin in woman was tolerated, for the sake of the fas- 
cinations which accompanied it. She might per- 
haps have seen thirty summers, but her attraction 
depended not on feature or complexion, and was 
rather increased than impaired by time. Its ele- 
ments consisted in the singular gracefulness of her 
figure, movements, and manners, the varying ex- 
pression of her large dark eyes, the only really fine 
feature which she possessed, the ready, ringing 
laugh, musical as that of childhood, and that rarest, 
and perhaps most winning of all gifts—perfect mel- 
ody of voice. For these she was fergiven if she 
presumed to discourse of literature at a dinner 
party, and to know a little more of art than most 
of the men who devoted themselves to her. Yet, 
even these would scarcely have preserved her from 
the danger of being secretly voted a bore, had she 
not added to them the charm of a vanity sufficiently 
under discipline to avoid offensiveness, sufficiently 
evident to save her friends from the painful neces- 
sity of compelled respect. She was accessible to 
delicate flattery, capable of refined coquetry, pleased 
with attention, and always ready to glide trom liter- 
ature to playfulness—from playfulness to sentiment, 
at least in the social sense of the term. She was 
therefore charming ; and when we add that her 
voice was as bewitching in singing as in speaking, 
her talent for music so remarkable as to be recog- 
nized even in these days when education labors to 
bring all students up or down to the same level of 
undistinguishable but cultivated mediocrity, it will 
be at once allowed that she was irresistible. We 
have here sketched the externa] development of her 
character—heart, mind, and soul, (if she has them,) 
must be left fora more gradual discovery. Her 
husband was a member of parliament, still engaged 
with his duties, though it was the second week of 
August. They had been married several years, but 
had no children. 

With a slightly sarcastic expression in her beau- 
tiful eyes, she rejoined—‘‘ A stronger proof of the 
omnipotence of Miss Kinnaird’s claims could scarce- 
ly be found than that she has inspired Sir Mark 

il with a simile.” 

he sting of the words was neutralized by the 
smile with which they were spoken, and Sir Mark, 
drawing his chair very decidedly forwards, seemed 
to be preparing himself in a business-like manner 
for a playful encounter of wits, when he was 
checked by the entrance of Miss Kinnaird herself. 

She came from the garden, laden with flowers. 
A scarf, hastily substituted for a bonnet, was twisted 
round her head, the ends falling on her shoulders ; 
her delicate color flushed into crimson with the | 
exertion of her late employment; her hands full of 
roses. Since we last saw her, her marvellous beauty 
has matured into a steadier brilliancy, her step has 
acquired something of stateliness, her manner some- 
thing of composure, blended with a more even 
vivacity ; the world admires her ten times as much 
as it used to do, for the last lingering tint of the 
glory of childhood has faded away—and childhood 
is a mystery aud a wonder—and the world does not 
like mysteries, and is far too well educated to won- 
der at anything. 

Two gentlemen advanced from opposite sides of 
the room—the one from a book, the other from a 
lounge—to relieve her of her fragrant burden. Sir 
Mark Wyvil lifted his cold critical eyes to her face, 
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THE MAIDEN AUNT. 


and then turned to Mrs. Dalton with an expressive |‘ there were two roses in a china vase, and a gold 


smirk (for such a man cannot smi/e—there is heart 


vinaigrette, and a sash, checked white and lilac. I 


ina smile.) In every gesture and movement of ‘said to Vaughan, at the moment, ‘I am quite sure 


poor Edith—in the manner in which she resigned 
her flowers to her two assiduous squires, in the tone 
with which she declared herself tired, in the care- 
less graco with which she threw herself upon the 
nearest chair, in the little pause which intervened 
ere she removed her unwonted head-dress—he saw 
only the panoply of conquest, consciously assumed 
and used for a purpose. His discernment was lost 
on Mrs. Dalton, however, for she had joined her 
younger friend at the table, and was helping her to 
sort the flowers. Few things had more entirely 
gratified Edith than the manner in which Mrs. Dal- 
ton had singled her out from the circle at Seleombe 
Park, with the apparent resolution of making her a 
friend. Toa girl of intelligence, enthusiasm, and 
warm affections, the caressing demeanor of the first 
woman of genius with whom she had ever come in 
contact, was absolutely irresistible, and she repaid 
it with a kind of uncalculating idolatry, which effec- 
tually secured its continuance. The influence which 
Mrs. Dalton thus acquired was of somewhat dubious 
advantage to the character of her admirer ; for if the 
delicious sophistry of love should fail in making all 
she did and said appear ‘‘ wisest, virtuousest, dis- 
creetest, best,’ the danger was rather that Edith 
would Jearn to undervalue wisdom, virtue, and dis- 
cretion, than that she would approach to any distrust 
of the perfection of her idol. Aunt Peggy would 
have been alarmed, could she have witnessed this 
period of her darling’s mental history; but her 
alarm would have been groundless. he exercise 
cf hearty love and admiration, if only the object be 
in the main good and admirable, is, in itself, the 
most ennobling process to which the spiritual part 
of man’s nature can be subjected. Let all who are 
around the young, or around those whom any pecu- 
liarity of temperament preserves in the youth of 
their hearts to a later period of hfe, beware how 
they shut up this sweet fountain, or turn it into bit- 
terness by ridicule, by surprise, by criticism, by 
contradiction, or by cold withdrawal of sympathy. 
Lose not the glory of a sunset by seeking to count 
the spots in the sun. We confess that they are 
there, if you w/l force us to the confession; but 
we are not thinking about them, and we do not 
mean to look at them :—suffer us to take tho 
beauty and goodness of God’s works into our 
inmost hearts ! 

“ Miss Kinnaird,” said one of the two gentlemen 

who were hovering around the chairs of that lady 
and Mrs. Dalton, ‘‘ how does the diary proceed? and 
when are you going to fulfil your promise, and read 
us the events of a whole day?” 
s When they are written,” returned Edith, laugh- 
ing’ “ What a gigantic idea you must have of my 
powers, both bodily and mental, if you think I have 
strength enough left to make an entry in my diary, 
after dancing as I have done every night since I 
came here !”’ 

“ Ts it a green book with silver clasps?” pursued 
the questioner. 

« Yes,” answered Edith, a little puzzled. 

“ Then I have seen it!” exclaimed he, trium- 
phantly. ‘‘I passed under the window of your room 
after breakfast this morning : the table was standing 
in the window, and I saw a green book with silver 
clasps upon it. It was lying by a pocket-handker- 
chief with a lace border, and a white kid glove, 
trimmed with blue, was lying in a heap with it. 
Yes!” continued he, accumulating the evidence, 


that is Miss Kinnaird’s diary.’ He did not think it 
was, but I felt quite sure.” 

The smile with which Edith looked up at Lord 
Vaughan, as this speech was concluded, proved, 
that, on her side at least, al! unpleasant recollee- 
tions connected with the ovent of three years ago 
had passed away. Whether it also betokened a 
lurking consciousness that her power was undimin- 
ished, we will not determine. | 

“I am not by any means certain that you are 
right,” observed she, gravely addressing the speaker, 
whose eyes opened to their widest extent, in pure 
astonishment. 

“O! my dear Edith,” cried Mrs. Dalton, “ you 
do not know what a dangerous thing it is to contra- 
dict Mr. Delamaine. His accuracy is positively 
unbounded. I don’t believe he ever was mistaken 
in a date, a name, or a number, in his life.” 

« Well,” said Mr. Delamaine, visibly delighted, 
“ I do believe I am tolerably accurate. That is the 
habit of mind which I have always labored to 
acquire. I could tell you some curious traits rela- 
tive to that very subject—I mean, the accuracy with 
which Mrs. Dalton 1s good enough to say that I re- 
member even the most trivial occurrences. Remind 
me’’—turning to Lord Vaughan—* to tell you a 
story about a pair of ear-rings, and the way in 
which I recollected something. It is not exactly 
apropos just now; but I dare say we shall resume 
the conversation.”’ 

Lord Vaughan promised to remind him, with the 
air of a well-bred victim, and Mr. Delamaine pro- 
ceeded, “ Thornton always used to remark, ‘If 
memory be not accurate, it is worthless.” I remem- 
ber perfectly the occasion upon which he said that. 
—He was saying, that he had painted a hundred 
and fifteen portraits since he began his career as an 
artist, out of which there were only three which had 
satisfied him. I said he had painted a hundred and 
sixteen, and I offered to recount the names of the 
sitters. He didn’t wish me to do it; but I did, 
though, after the first twenty or so, I required a 
little reflection to bring each name to my renicm- 
brance. It was a dinner-party, and, long before I 
finished, Thornton and I, and our good host, who 
was dozing in his arm-chair, were left quite alone ; 
however, i went through the whole number, and it 
was as we crossed the hall to take our leave of the 
ladies—for it was getting very late—that he made 
the remark which I have just now quoted.” 

“ You were correct, then,” said Edith, politely. 

“ Why, no, not exactly—that is to say, I was 
correct in remembering all the names, which was, 
after all, the great thing, you know—but there were 
only a hundred and fifteen of them; so Thornton 
was right there.” 

« That gives a somewhat different coloring to his 
observation,” observed Mrs. Dalton, in a very low 
tone of voice, to Edith, as she stooped over her 
flowers. 

“I found out afterwards,” continued Mr. Dela- 
maine, ‘‘ how I had added that hundred and six- 
teenth. He had painted the same portrait twice :— 
you know that was a very satisfactory sort of thing 
—I must say that it gratified me, for I was alto- 
gether ata loss to know how I had contrived to 
make the confusion. I offered afterwards to give 
the names in the order in which they had really 
presented themselves ; but Thornton would n’t take 
the bet. I suppose he felt sure of losing.” 
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‘Time or money,” said Mrs. Dalton, with an 
arch look at Sir Mark Wyvil. 

‘* Ah! time,” cried Lord Vaughan; ‘‘ that brings 
us back to the diary, you know. Have you much 
waste of time to chronicle, Miss Kinnaird ?”’ 

“« That is scarcely a fair question to ask a young 
lady,” interposed Lady Selcombe, who was com- 
fortably ensconced in a bay window, embroidering 
a spaniel on a footstool in livid and unearthly hues, 
which suggested that you were setting your feet on 
the discolored corpse of a dog, whose profile, more- 
over, secmed to have been much battered by fre- 
quent crushing; ‘‘trifles, I am afraid, generally 
make the sum of human things at that age.” And 
Lady Seleombe glanced with good-natured condem- 
nation at the group round the table, and then looked 
complacently down upon her work, feeling con- 
vinced that embroidering dogs was a much fitter 
occupation for an immortal soul than contemplating 
flowers. 

“ I fear I must plead guilty,” said Edith, looking 
from one of her admirers to the other with a play- 
ful ease very unlike penitence. ‘‘ But before I 
begin my confession, do tell me who Mr. Thornton 
is, and whether it is the same Mr. Thornton who 
is coming here to-day.” 

“ Thornton! coming here!”’ cried Mr. Delamaine; 
« Good heavens, how extraordinary! My dear Miss 
Kinnaird, you could not have applied to a better 
person than myself to tell you all about Thornton ; 
for I think I may venture to say that he is one of 
the most intimate friends I have in the world. If 
you will allow me, I will tell you his whole his- 
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‘Edith looked imploringly at Mrs. Dalton, who 
instantly came to her rescue. 

“ Į protest against this!” cried she to Mr. Dela- 
maine, ‘* You are not to speak on the subject at all. 
Mr. Thornton is my cousin, and I claim the right 
of kindred as giving me precedence in the matter.”’ 

« But, my dear lady——”’ cried the rebuked 
orator. 

Edith playfully held a rose against his lips, so as 
to stop the torrent of words. He accepted the 
flower with a bow and a gratified smile, as though 
he felt that the favor accorded was so great as to 
pledze him to observance of the terms on which it 
was granted; and Mrs. Dalton commenced her his- 
tory at once, as fearing that the pause would not be 
of long duration. 

“ My cousin, Godfrey Thornton,” said she, ‘ is 
young, rich, of good family, handsome, and a ge- 
nius.’’ 

‘« And coming here!” added Edith; ‘‘ that com- 
pletes the list of his attractions. I heard Lord Sel- 
combe tell Mr. Davis so, as they passed to the 
stables, while I was gathering my flowers.” 

“ But if he is rch and of good family,” inquired 
Lord Vaughan, “ how comes he to be an artist?” 

Mrs. Dualton’s eyes kindled into more than com- 
mon brilliancy. ‘*Oh, what an English observa- 
tion!” exclaimed she. ‘ He is an artist because 
God made him one, and he has neither the power 
nor the will to unmake himself.” 

“ Then he lives for art!” cried Edith, with a 
sudden burst of her old romance; ‘‘ and has given 
up the world’s life, though, with all the attractions 
which you have enumerated, it would have been to 
him nothing but triumph and enjoyment. He ought 
to have a tower like Balta’s in Minstrel Love, 
where, in the midst of the grandeur and beauty of 
nature, he might be a trae artist-hermit, and forget 
men and women altogether. How delightful! He 
must be quite an ideal character.” 
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s Quite!” responded Sir Mark Wyvil, coolly. 
“« He ‘lives for art’ at No. 15, Green-street, Gros- 
venor-square, and studies nature from his drawing- 
room windows.”’ 

“« My dearest Edith,” said Mrs. Dalton, a little 
impatiently, ‘‘ that is one of your pretty heresies of 
which I have not yet been quite able to cure you. 
You seem to have a sort of vague, unpractical idea 
that a man must needs withdraw from the world m 
order to achieve anything really great. Now I, on 
the contrary, believe that society is the very food 
and stimulus of genius, which droops without it, 
grows morbid, and Joses both the creative power 
and the power of self-measurement.”’ 

‘‘ Long may the idea continue unpractical,’’ ex- 
claimed Lord Vaogkan, answering the only part of 
Mrs. Dalton’s speech which was within the limits 
of his comprehension, ‘‘ if Miss Kinnaird meditates 
achieving greatness in her own person !”’ 

“« Why, yes,” replied Edith, ‘I confess I have 
no inclination to shut myself up in a hermitage. 
That would be rather too high a price to pay for 
any sort of greatness.’’ 

She did not speak exactly as she fe/t—but there 
was no discrepancy between the words and the 
manner in which she lived. How long would the 
world, which had already divorced the outer life 
from the inner thought, leave the thought unmo- 
lested ? 

“ There is only this difference,” said Sir Mark, 
with studious sportiveness ; ‘‘ to shut Mr. Thorn- 
ton up in a hermitage would be an act of cruelty to 
an individual, but to immure Miss Kinnaird would 
be punishing the world.” 


CHAPTER II. 


Tue quiet and graceful nonchalance with which 
Edith received all the varieties of compliment, hom- 
age, and devotion, which were tendered to her ac- 
ceptance, spoke volumes for the experience she had 
acquired since her first introduction into society. 
Yet it could scarcely be called indifference—cer- 
tainly not that indifference which would seem to be 
the natural result of preoccupation ; for she was 
keenly alive to all that passed around her, and her 
appetite for gayety had none of that languor which 
is often the result of satiety, and which, though it 
does not begin with disgust, frequently ends with 
it. Lightly as she appeared to esteem the admira- 
tion of which she was the object, so long as it was 
undisputedly hers, it night easily be discerned that 
she would have felt its withdrawal as a trial of no 
light order. 

Mr. Delamaine here broke in, panting under the 
enforced silence of the last five minutes. <4 Yes,” 
cried he, ‘‘ only just fancy shutting Thornton up 
from society. Why, now,” addressing Miss Kin- 
naird, ‘“ I’J]l just tell you exactly, without further 
circumlocution, what Thornton is. He is the cen- 
tre of every circle into which he goes.”’ 

‘s My dear fellow, don’t be so geometrical !”’ said 
a voice from the window which opened upon the 
lawn. 

Mrs. Dalton clapped her hands. ‘‘ I thought you 
would not be able to contain yourself much longer,”’ 
exclaimed she. ‘‘ Come in, Godfrey! How long 
have you been within hearing !”’ 

« Only since you saw me, half a minute ago,” 
answered the new comer, cordially responding to 
her shake of the hand, and then turning to pay his 
compliments to the rest of the company. fie was 
about eight-and-twenty ycars old, a little below the 
middle height, but formed with singular grace and 
symmetry. His hair was dark and profuse, his face 
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rather picturesque than handsome, his voice and 
manner peculiarly gentle, his eyes full of fire. 
After the ceremonies of greeting and introduction 
were at an end, he seated himself on a low ottoman 
at Mrs. Dalton’s feet, his eyes seeking Edith’s face 
with a frequency which nothing but good breedin 
prevented trom degenerating into a fixed stare, md 
requested to be enlightened as to the subject under 
discussion. 

** We were talking,” began Mr. Delamaine, ‘‘ of 
euciety in general—”’ 

‘* Of society in particular, I should say,” inter- 
rupted Sir Mark Wyvil. 

“ Didn't somebody say something about seclu- 
gion?” inquired Lady Selcombe from her bay-win- 
dow. 

‘¢ It was Miss Kinnaird,” replied Lord Vaughan, 
‘* who was celebrating the praises of a life of seclu- 
gion.” 

‘© No, no, my dear fellow,” exclaimed Mr. De- 
łamaine ; ‘‘I beg your pardon, but you entirely 
mistook Miss Kinnaird’s meaning. She only said 
that she should like to live in complete retirement 
if she were going to be an artist.’’ 

“I did not exactly mean that,” interposed poor 
Fdith, suffering from the embarrassment which so 
frequently befalls a woman when, having been be- 
trayed by impulse into the expression of a sentiment 
at variance with the ordinary course of small talk, 
she is condemned to hear a distorted paraphrase of 
it quoted as hers by some afflicting bystander, and 
is thereby involved in the necessity of denying, 
defending, or explaining words, which she now 
feels that it was folly to utter at all. 

Mr. Thornton’s face expressed a mixture of sar- 
casm and impatience, restrained by politeness. 
Wisely deeming, however, that his best method of 
securing the two ladies for himself, would be to 
keep the conversation at too high a level for the 
others to teach, he ventured to assume a tone some- 
what graver than his wont, except in a tête-à-tête. 

“I don’t wonder,”’ said he, *‘ that seclusion 
should seem, in England, to be the only atmosphere 
in which art can breathe. Our miserable ‘common 
sense,’ as it is sarcastically called, is, in its way, as 
destructive of the true spirit of art as the frivolity 
of our neighbors the French.” 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Dalton, ‘‘ and the popular idea 
of beauty finds here its fit embodiment in the * hand- 
some and substantial,’ while there it is in the fantas- 
tic and incongruous.”’ 

“ But in Italy,’’ suggested Edith, with some hes- 
itation. 

«In Italy,” said Mrs. Dalton, ‘ where common 
daily life is, as it were, steeped in poetry, and the 
present is so beautiful that it almost wins you from 
contemplating the past—and such a past!—art 
seems there to be born of nature, to come unsought 
and stay unasked.”’ 

« And is therefore undisciplined and impulsive, 
possessing men rather than possessed by them,” 
returned Mr. ‘Thornton. 

« My dear Godfrey! what new theory is this?” 
cried his cousin in amazement. ‘‘ You a painter, 
and decry the art of Italy ?”’ 

*¢ You mistake me,” replied he smiling ; ‘‘ I was 
not speaking of works of art, but of the expression 
of their spirit in the actual life of the artist, mould- 
ing the structure of society into a correspondence 
with itself, so as to dispense with the necessity of 
seclusion to the production of its highest develop- 
ment. We must go to Germany for this—to Ger- 
many, which, if you will allow me to say so, leaves 
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Italy as far behind in architecture, in music, and in 
poetry, as she is herself outstripped in painting.” 

“ I could dispute that of all but architecture,” 
said Mrs. Dalton. 

t I will not allow you to do so—at least not in 
music,” answered he. ‘* That which is passion in 
the one becomes spirit in the other—do you not feel 
the difference! But I know you do, for you ex- 
pressed it just now far better than I could hope to 
do. The one, as you truly said, comes by nature; 
it is a cavern full of radiating crystals, where you 
walk in a labyrinth of bewildering beauty ; but the 
other is a mighty temple, symmetrical and stately, 
reared by laborious and devout hands, symbolizing 
something which is above earth, and which art can- 
not represent except by symbol.” 

“ And England,” said Edith. ‘* Will you allow 
us no art at all 1” 

“« Nay!” cried Mr. Thornton ; ‘‘ we have had art 
of the first order, at least in poetry. But it must 
be content to be like that flower,” pointing to a cac- 
tus; ‘it springs in sudden splendor out of a rugged 
and unsightly stem, which has no harmony or cen- 
sistency with itself. The more fully we recognize 
its beauty, the more do we wonder at the strange 
and anomalous position in which we find it.” 

“ Tt is a part of our national reserve,” said Mrs. 
Dalton, ‘* of the moral cowardice which accompa- 
nies our physical courage, of the strange timidity 
which makes us distrust alike the past and the fu- 
ture, and believe onlv in the present, because, and 
so far as, we actually see it before us. Our eyes 
are obstinately fixed on the planks of the boat which 
carries us, and we see neither the leafy shore from 
which we have departed, nor the glowing depths 
of the sunset into which we are sailing.” 

“ Don't call it by so high a name as reserve,” 
cried Mr. Thornton. ‘ Call it, as I did, common 
sernse—by which I mean a resolute adherence to 
conventionalism in defiance of original thought.” 

“ Call it by what name you please,” said Mrs. 
Dalton, “‘ it is everywhere present with us, like fet- 
ters on the limbs and ice on the heart, and the only 
warmth and freedom one ever enjovs, is when one 
has succeeded in getting away from it for a few 
happy moments.” 

She spoke with a bitterness of tone very unusual 
to her; and Mr. Thornton, glancing round the room, 
replied with a well-satisfied smile, ‘‘ We have got 
away from itnow, Amy. Thisis one of those ‘ few 
happy moments.’ ”’ 

Mrs. Dalton looked up, and perceived with some 
amazement that Sir Mark Wyvil had drawn his 
chair to Lady Selcombe’s side, so as to be virtually 
absent from the conrersazione party at the table, 
while Mr. Delamaine had seized on Lord Vaughan 
and carried him off to the terrace, where, within 
sight of the window, he was pitilessly inflicting upon 
him the deferred story about the ear-rings. 

“Iet us enjoy it while we can!” cried she. 
‘ Tell me, Godfrey, what have you been doing, 
thinking, and feeling, all this age that we have been 
separated ?” 

“ For the doing, first,” he answered, ‘I have 
been enduring society.” 

‘¢ What an expression !” exclaimed Edith, ‘‘ and 
I am so fond of society !”’ 

‘¢ So was I once,” returned Mr. Thornton ; ‘‘dut 
since then I have looked under the surface, and the 
vision of what I saw there has haunted me from 
that moment forwards. Do you suppose that if the 
diver had come back from those ghastly hollows 
where he saw the sea-hyenas and the hundred- 
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“ Don’t ask me,” replied he, quickly; ‘I be- 


uty of the ocean afterwards with an unrufiled | lieve I never felt at all till this moment.”’ 


spirit ?” 


From most persons this speech would have 


‘¢ You remind me,” said Edith, ‘‘ of that strange | sounded like a mere jesting compliment, but there 
little poem of Milnes’, in which he describes the | was so strong a coloring of sentiment in Mr. Thorn- 


wretchedness of the soul which is forced to look 
upon the world as it really is, and to see the seeds 
of decay and death visibly present in the midst of 
life and beauty. If that would be the result of 
opening one’s eyes, I would rather keep mine al- 
ways shut.” 

‘* Milnes’ poem,” said Mrs. Dalton, ‘ is only an 
amplification, and a feeble one, of Hamlet’s grand 
idea ;-—I need not quote, need I?” 

« If Mr. Delamaine were here,’’ observed Edith, 
“ he would give us the passage entire.” 

“Don't mention him,” cried Mr. Thornton; 
“c don't let there be a thought to break the unity of 
‘one happy moment.’ If you only knew what an 
indulgence this is to me after the life I have been 
leading for the last six months, mere charity would 
induce you to prolong it.” 

“ But, if you detest society so utterly,” said 
Edith, simply, ‘ why do you not break away from 
it altogether! A man has always the privilege of 
being able to act independently of others—to follow 
the dictates of his own will.” 

‘6 Yes,” added Mrs. Dalton, ‘ while a woman is 
—oh, give me a simile! Your favorite Germans 
would say she was like a Psyche in the grasp of 
the serpents—she may weep, implore, writhe in the 
toils—but she can never escape.’ Her manner was 
playful, but the same bitterness to which we have 
before alluded might be discerned beneath the as- 
sumed levity. 

“My will is my Psyche,” returned he; “it 
struggles and suffers, but has not strength to set 
itself free.” 

“ But then,” said Edith, ‘I think your desire 
to be free can scarcely be so very strong. There 
must be something else to contend with it.” 

« You are right,” he replied, ‘‘ I could not live 
in solitude. Sympathy is as necessary to me as the 
very air [ breathe. Iam forever seeking for it— 
accepting mere dross and tinsel instead of it—hug- 
ging thein for a little while with a fool’s fancy that 
they are real—finding out that they are not the true 
gold—flinging them away in wrath and scorn, and 
setting out anew upon the same search, to be again 
deceived, and to begin it all over again; till I am 
inclined at last to question whether there is really 
any such thing in the world, and whether, if there 
be, it is worth while to take so much trouble in 
looking for it. But I don’t want to arrive at this 
conclusion, for if I were once thoroughly convinced 
of it, I believe I should take the first opportunity 
of walking out of the world altogether, by a shorter 
and more elfectual way than merely secluding my- 
self from it.” 

“ No, you would not,” cried Mr. Dalton ; ‘‘ weak- 
ness of will would again beset you. Like Goethe, 
you would take the dagger to bed with you night 
after night, hold the point tenderly to your heart 
for half an hour, reasoning e most philo- 
sophically with yourself—then—go to sleep.’ 

‘‘ If I am Psyche, you are the serpent !” exclaimed 
Mr. Thornton. 

“ Yes,” retorted she, ‘but you -would require 
no effort to escape from my toils.” 

‘¢ And now,” said Edith, ‘ you have told us what 
you have been thinking of during these six months 
—the third question was, what were you feel- 
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ton’s playfulness that Edith felt herself blush, and 
then blush doubly lest the first embarrassment should 
be misinterpreted. 

« The dressing-bell rang ten minutes ago,” said 
Mrs. Dalton, abruptly, ‘‘and Sir Mark and Lady 
Selcombe have already taken wing. Come, Edith, 
or we shall not have time to arrange our bouquets.” 

She quitted the room as she spoke, followed by 
Miss Kinnaird. Mr. Thornton sauntered to the 
window, and stood for some minutes listlessly gaz- 
ing at the smooth green lawn, with its carefully 
grouped shrubs, trim borders, and delicate flower- 
baskets—no inapt, though certainly a most favor- 
able symbol of the elegant conventionalism of which 
he had just expressed his languid abhorrence. He 
was roused by a light tap on the shoulder, and turn- 
ing round, he beheld his cousin, her face radiant 
with restored good humor. 

‘* Now, Godfrey, what do you think of her?’ 
cried she, eagerly. 

‘¢ She is faultless,” returned he, ‘‘ or else I have 
lost my power to criticise. Amy, I must paint her 
picture. Do contrive it for me—you know you 
can manage anything, and anybody, when you 
please.’’ 

“ Even you?” inquired she, archly. 

« Yes, truly,” he answered. ‘‘Am I not here 
in obedience to your summons? though in this case 
to obey was to please myself.” 

“ Ah’ replied Amy, ‘I am afraid that is al- 
ways the secret of my power over you. I should 
not dare test it by asking you to do what did not 
please yourself.” 

“ Nay, not seriously, my cousin,” said he, tak- 
ing her hand, and looking earnestly into her eyes, 
“do you not know that the task would become a 
pleasure if it were done at your request ?”’ 

She shook her head, smilingly, as she answered, 
“Well, Godfrey, I will have faith in your friend- 
ship. Having so little to lose, perhaps, makes me 
cowardly about losing that little ;—now, don’t an- 
swer me—that does not apply to you. And as to 
your present wish, `t is the easiest thing in the world. 

ou cannot suppose that so beautiful a creature as 
Edith has finished her third season without learn- 
ing her own charms. It will only seem to her a 
very natural and necessary little bit of homage on 
your part.”’ 

“« Ah,” said he, with a sich, ‘‘ pity that she has 
been out three seasons !”’ 

Mrs. Dalton fixed her eyes on him for a moment 
with an expression of restrained mirth. Then com- 
pressing her lips, and keeping silence with an effort, 
she darted from the room to commence the important 
business of the toilette.—‘‘ Simpleton that I am!’’ 
said she, chidingly, to herself, as her maid looped 
up her dress with geranium and myrtle, and fastened 
the blossoms among her profuse ringlets. ‘I had 
nearly marred my own scheme at its very com- 
mencement by a little outbreak of jealous vanity. 
So irrational! To pick out a wife for Godfrey, 
and then begin to be angry because he overlooks 
me in his admiration of her! Absurd! Well, I 
only hope he will not be too precipitate. Edith is 
not a woman likely to dispense with the wooi 
which is our sex’s privilege. We have a full 
month before us ; 1 shall be quite satisfied if, by the 
end of that time, he comes to the point. And ther 
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—I shall go down to Beechwood for the win-| tening ; she was thankful to be seated between a 


ter.” 

And a sombre expression stole into her large dark 
eyes, and a gradual languor seemed to unstring her 
graceful limbs. Few who had beheld the apathy 
with which she submitted to the adornments which 
her silent attendant lavished upon her, would have 
believed that her face was capable of such sparkling 
animation—her manner of such vivacious coquetry. 
But when the last curl had been arranged, and the 
last boquet fastened, she passed her hand over her 
forehead, and, with a sudden expression of con- 
tempt, whether for herself or for the subject of her 
meditations we cannot say, she resumed, as with 
an effort, her ordinary demeanor, and descended to 
the drawing-room.—Beechwood was her Home. 

Shall we inquire into Edith’s thoughts during the 
same half hour? No. Time will develop them. 
At dinner she was a little surprised to see Mr. 
Thornton the life and leader of the party, but she 
felt strangely interested by the idea that, under all 
this sparkling vivacity, there was a concealed mel- 
ancholy of temperament, known, in all probability, 
only to herself and to his cousin. The latter ap- 
peared fully to understand the art of drawing him 
out, and under her judicious management he scat- 
tered repartees, puns, and illustrations, with a 
prodigality perfectly astonishing. Edith was at 
some distance trom him, and fully occupied in lis- 
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Tre good man’s arms are folded now— 
The great man’s race is run— 

The warm, brave heart, and thought-worn brow 
Rest—for their work is done! 


'T is well! the fine gold back we give 
Ere it was changed or dim ; 

The curtain none can lift and live 
Falls between us and him. 


It was not grief, it was not fear, 
Feeling for tears too deep 

Subdued us, when that white-haired seer 
Serenely fell asleep. 


As the word passed from lip to lip, 
Silence upon us fell; 

The way-worn man laid down his scrip, 
Pilgrim his scallop shell. 


Age moved more slowly on its way, 
ess firm was manhood’'s tread, 
And thousands bore themselves that day 
As present with the dead. 


As the word passed from line to line 
Of Freedom’s allied host, 

The answer came, * For us still shine 
The footprints of the lost. 


“ To us his spirit speaketh still, 
‘ Be faithful to the end!’ 

Not for-ourselves our sad hearts fill— 
THE SLAVE HATH LOST A FRIEND !”’ 


When he was fricndless, on his chain 
Fell the great Clarkson's eye ; 

And in that hour he vowed to gain 
His brother’s cause, or die! 
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fat squire and a taciturn curate, neither of whom en- 
deavored to divert her attention. The style of Mr. 
Thornton's conversation was perfectly new to her, 
and she enjoyed it not a little. Nothing seemed to 
come amiss to him; no subject was evaded, no re- 
mark unanswered. From theology down to gour- 
mandism, from politics to pic-nics—wherever the 
conversation-ball glanced, there was he ready to 
catch and to return it with untiring vigor. If he 
had no argument at hand, he had a simile; and if 
that failed him, he supplied its place by a jest. 
Nothing was too deep or too shallow, too high or 
too low, but his wit could touch, or his fancy em- 
bellish it. She had no time to analyze, even if she 
had been capable of doing so—she could only ad- 
mire. And a strange kind of feeling came upon her 
as she walked meditatively back to the drawing- 
room, as though all deep thought and laborious 
study were but waste of time, and there was no 
topic which could not be fully discussed and satis- 
factorily settled in a conversation. Strange, also, it 
seemed, that some of the topics should be handled 
at all; stranger still, that one who could handle 
them so delicately should not have shrunk from ex- 
ercising his skill in public. But of this she had 
neither leisure nor inclination to think at any length. 
She was entertained, interested, fascinated ; she had 
experienced a new sensation. 


He went forth, an enthusiast boy— 
He fought, an earnest man— 

He conquered—and laid down in joy, 
As only Christians can. 


We thank Thee, Father! that on earth 
Thy servant staid so long; 

Thou gavest his noble purpose birth, 
And made his spirit strong. 


Glory to Thee! his wayside seed, 
In Faith and Patience sown, 

Has blossomed for the bondman’s need : 
Glory to Thee alone! 


And all o’er England’s rich domain, 
His spirit hath begot, 

For her crushed poor, for Want and Pain, 
Friends—and they know it not. 


Beside the forge, and at the loom, 
Amid the factory’s din, 

Where little children weave their doom, 
His lineage looks in. 


Around the laborer’s cold hearth, 
Where Want hath cast out Love, 
Where Misery hath conquered Mirth, 

Unseen his offspring move. 


With hearts his life hath warmed, they come, 
With steady souls and brave, 

To lift a clear voice for the dumb, 
To succor and to save. 


We mourn him not! he did not go, 
His great heart was not stilled, 
Till all the streams that from it flow 
Had with his life been filled. 
NoN-SLAVEHOLDER- 
Philadelphia, 11th month, 1846. 
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Tue Italian question becomes one of intense in- 
terest. Although anxiety on the subject cannot be 
expected to have abated, yet the conflict of favora- 
ble and adverse interest appears to proceed hope- 
fally. The Roman government has taken an impor- 
tant and judicious step in transmitting a formal 
protest to Vienna, and threatening the recall of its 
nuncio from the Austrian court. This is all strict 
and regular. ‘The protest of King Charles Albert, 
if it be confirmed, is a demonstration of immense 
importance. It was due to the reputation which the 
king claimed as a patriot even when he was prince 
of Carignan. The popular manifestations at Leg- 
horn are another proof of the general sentiment. 
And the further aggressions of the Austrian com- 
mander only help to weaken Austria by putting her 
still more palpably in the wrong. So far the intel- 
ligence of tha week represents Rome in a position 
maintained with discreet energy, and strengthened 
by the fault of the enemy. 

At the first view. the attitude of France seems 
unfavorable ; but it is far better than the most san- 
guine could have expected a week or two back. It 
would be too much to assume that the ‘‘ feeler” in 
the Journal des Débats strictly represents the defi- 
nite views of Louis Philippe’s government; yet it 
may be taken as an approximation to the view which 
that government would wish to avow, and also as 
betraying the feeling by which the official party is 
moved. The Detats is very angry with divers 
journals in Italy and England, for censuring the 
coldness that France shows in support of liberty ; 
is angry with the court of Vienna, for not having 
more skilfully maintained the status quo; with the 
pope, fur not having kept the dispute ‘* purely 
diplomatical.’’ ‘‘ The sovereign pontiff,” says the 
French editor, ‘‘ has been publishing protests of a 
nature to inflame the Italian people.” Now this is 
false. We do not of course mean that the highly 
respectable journalist deliberately states what he 
feels to be a talsehood ; but his bias is such as to 
warp his perception; and we use the strongest 
term because no other would express the extent of 
the misrepresentation. The protests of the pontiff 
are not calculated, any more than they are intended, 
to inflame the Italian people. Before the time of 
Pius the Ninth, Rome was on the point of ruin 
through internal corruption—an effete official des- 
potism struggling hopelessly with a growing spirit 
of reform, which being unlegalized was revolution- 
ary. Pius began reforms with all the deliberation 
requisite for safety, with all the sincerity requisite to 
secure faith in the renovating process. The exis- 
tence of Austrian despotism in contiguity with lib- 
eral institutions would be difficult if not impossible ; 
and Austria tries to mar the legalized reforms. 
Nothing conld be more calculated than ¿Aat to in- 
flame the Italian people. Pius issues protests against 
that hostile intervention; also exhortations to his 
people against any irregular violences, and assur- 
ances that he will firmly support their substantial 
interests in a regular and discreet way. It is im- 
possible to imagine any declaration Jess calculated 
to inflame the Italian people, or more calculated to 
soothe and cool their anxiety and indignation. Pius 
is really what in France and England is called a 
eonservative reformer; and if it were possible to 
avoid blame in a position so beset with every diffi- 
culty, he deserves to have done so. 

In the midst of these testy criticisms, the Débats 
Takes some important declarations: France, we are 
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told, will interfere if any other country interferes ; 
France will support ‘‘ all legal and pacific reforms,” 
—([the sovereign pontiff evidently contemplates none 
other ;) and will support the independence of the 
Italian princes if that be threatened. Good. 

But it is from the very irritation of the ministe- 
rial paper that we draw the most hopeful inference 
of all. The government of Louis Philippe has been 
unable to dictate the course which it wishes affairs 
to take ; hence its splenetic distribution of censure 
on all concerned. It would best have suited that 
government to have no movement in Italy just at 
present, and accordingly it hates all who move: it 
deprecates any step against Austria, with whom the 
King of the French sympathizes; also any against 
the Talan; with whom the French people sympa- 
thize. But the traditional policy of raves in Italy 
is too strong for the government, and part of its 
anger is the cry wrung from it by the knowledge 
that to that policy they must succumb. The gov- 
ernment of the French nation must take the side of 
freedom in Italy; hence the bitter anger of the 
present ministers, who wish to side with Austria: 
but that anger is a sign that the government does; 
recognize the necessity under which it lies; im 
obeying that, possibly it may learn also to know: 
its real interests. We agree with our cuntempo- 
rary, that if any other country intervene in Italy,. 
France must: we could have informed the respected’ 
writer that France also will defend all legal and. 
pacific reforms in Italy ; but it is very satisfactory. 
to perceive that the F rench ministers, in spite of. 
their bias, are equally clear-sighted.— Spectator, 
4 Sept. 


The destiny of Italy is too strong for the powers 
that have so long held her down. The discretion 
and firmness of Pius the-Ninth have kept his case 
so clear from doubt, whether in equity or policy,. 
that state after state has felt forced to give in its. 
adhesion. Naples is now said to have declared her 
concurrence in the Roman policy of internal reforms, 
and to have expressed her disapproval of Austrian 
aggression. Without a declared alliance, the con- 
duct of Tuscany is that of imitation and sympathy. 
Sardinia maintains her friendly declarations with 
offers of troops and arms. It may now be said that 
all Italy is with the pope. Naples is a good third” 
of the peninsula; Tuscany will complete the half ;. 
the Roman States, with Picdinont and Genoa, 
another quarter. Austria may perhaps boast the 
alliance of Lucca and Modena and the little states ; 
and she retains her somewhat doubtful sway in her 
own territory ; Austria occupies barely one quarter: 
of Italy ; three quarters are against her. 

It does not appear that Austria gains in other 
parts of Europe that support which in Italy she is. 
manifestly losing. England is understood to stand 
by Rome. Even France can no longer hold back, 
and is said to have made an offer of arms. No 
country has yet declared for the government of 
Vienna. On the contrary, some of the Austrian 
provinces are known to constitute a standing diver- 
sion in favor of the Italians; and at this very 
moment the Imperial government is refusing con- 
cessions demanded by Bohemia. 

It is not surprising, therefore, that Austria should 
show signs of a disposition to retract her false move 
at Ferrara. This penitent disposition is displayed 
in a manner intended to save the dignity and feeling 
of the aggressive power: the responsibility of the 
military advance is laid upon the Austrian com- 
mander Radetzky, but without disapproval ; hostile 
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intentions ate disclaimed : an offer is made to refer 
the question of right to the arbitration of any foreign 
power, to be chosen by the pontiff. Sach is under- 
stoud to be the nature of the concession made by 
the government of Vienna. As to the responsibility 
of the local commander, that may very probably be 
true. It is evident that the infirmities of Prince 
Metternich are telling seriously on the administra- 
tion of Austrian affairs: had he done the work 
himself, it is not probable that he would have made 
80 great a political blunder as the gratuitous ag- 
gression on the Roman territory. But in his decline 
a good deal is necessarily left to subordinates. And 
para furnishes Austria with a loophole to back 
out by. 

_ The pope is said to have declined to negotiate 
until Austria should have relinquished her armed 
occupation of his territory: but practically the 
‘question has been brought within diplomatic dis- 
‘cussion, and it is to be hoped that the wiser spirit 
inow manifested by Austria may be improved. ir it 
‘be possible to reestablish Italy among the nations, 
without bloodshed or war, the achievement would 
‘be worthy of the enlightened views which states- 
men of our day so loudly boast.— Spectator, 11 Sept. 

If the rulers of Italy are of accord, they do not 
as yet Bo fast enough for the people, and the pro- 
gress of the peaceful revolution is hastened by the 
popular impatience. - The record of the journalist 
can barely esp pace with the march of events: 
now some great movement occurs in Rome, now 
the sound of revolt in the Neapolitan domains pen- 
efrate through the muffling of the press ; now the 
scene is shifted to Lucca, to Leghorn, to Genoa; 
and the Austrians cannot keep stillness even in 
their own territory. 

We last week learned the ready concession yield- 
ed by the Grand Duke de Lucca to the demands of 
his subjects: he retracted, but only to make his 
coneession the more complete. After his pater- 
nal preelamation, Charles Louis ran off, like Doi 
the Sixteenth, and repudiated his concessions: a 
deputation was sent to bring him back : he declined 
to go home, but offered to appoint a regency with 
the chief of the popular deputation at its head : the 
managers of the revolution were not to be thus 
foiled, they threatened to confiscate the duke’s 
goods ; on which he returned with haste and did all 
that he was required to do. It has been ascer- 
tained, therefore, who is master in Lucca. 

Tuscany benefited by this great political experi- 
ment on the obduracy of princes: the people called 
upon the Grand Duke Leopold to hasten his con- 
cessions, and he complied at once. A national 
guard is now the guardian of order in Tuscany. 
It has therefore been ascertained who is master 
there. 

Parma, a small quasi-Austrian duchy, seems dis- 
posed to follow Lucca. 

A similar spirit has been manifested in all parts 
of the Italian territory, though it takes an endless 
variety of shapes: in Sicily and Calabria, it is 
armed revolt; in the towns of the Roman States, 
it is fervid and clamorous loyalty to Pius the Ninth ; 
in Genoa, it is exulting displays in honor of the old 
expulsion of the Austrians ; in Piedmont, it is sug- 
gestive cries in praise of Charles Albert. In many 
places ‘‘ the Italian flag,’ a tricolor, has been un- 
furled, instead of the flags of the separate States ; 
at among the cries has been one for a ‘‘ King of 

tal n 
ut the most significant of all demonstrations, 
aps, is the out-break at Milan, the capital and 
iea of Austrian Italy. The arrival of a 
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new archbishop was the occasion for a sudden and 
irrepressible burst of cries to the honor of the pre- 
late’s spiritual lord, the sovereign pontif: the 
authorities were alarmed, and tried to suppress the 
popular feeling by force of arms; in the attempt 
they sustained a damaging repulse, and a few days 
later were fain to establish a military occupation 
of their own capital. The Milanese have not yet 
revolted ; but the hint must alarm the Austrians. 

It is not wonderful, therefore, that the communi- 
cations from Vienna to Rome are said to be couched 
in language that grows more and more conciliatory. 
Austria, if she knew her own interests, would not 
repel, but would invoke, the intervention of Pius 
the Ninth in reconstructing the political constitution 
of the Italian states. —Spectator, 18th Sept. 


The important event which, though productive 
of so little effect at the time, has decidedly changed 
the fate of Italy, was the occupation of Ancona, 
an armed protest against the violent interference 
of Austria in the affairs of southern Italy. The 
occupation of Ancona, be it remembered, was not 
merely an act of France, or of a French captain. 
It was a measure deliberated upon, resolved, and 
sanctioned by the joint accord of France and Eng- 
land, and was a position taken up by the two great 
constitutional countries of the west against the de- 
spotic tendencies and dictation of the east. The 
occupation of Ancona, as well as the reduction of 
Antwerp, were acts of France, supported by Eng- 
lish assent. Without this support, France would 
in both cases have brought down war upon her. 
Austria mooted the point; but seeing England and 
France arrayed against her, bowed her head, and 
submitted to the occupation of Ancona, and to some- 
thing more serious, viz., the principle implied and 
established in that occupation. 

Since that period until now, Austria has marched 
no columns across the Po. She has even much 
relaxed of her absolutism. Her efforts have been 
directed rather to conciliate than intimidate the 
princes of Italy, and to manage that country ami- 
cably through its courts and statesmen, without 
bullying or dictation. ‘There was the more neces- 
sity for this, since France having se signally come 
forward to captivate the good will of the Italian 

ple, now addressed herself also to Italian princes. 
t is known how Louis Philippe sought to conclude 
a marriage between the King of Naples and one of 
his daughters. This was defeated by Austria, who 
gave the monarch an archduchess. In Piedmont 
and Rome, Austria was equally successful, prevent- 
ing the pope from acknowledging the constitutional 
queens of either Spain or Portugal, and checking, 
in short, every move of France. The abilities of 
Count Rossi, and his efforts, when sent ambassador 
to Rome, changed the fortunes of this secret and 
diplomatic war. Rossi procured the election of 
Pius the Ninth, thereby routed the Austrians, and 
drove them from the very centre and strength of 
their Italian position. 

The King of the French had thus a straight and 
glorious path before him, and had but to pursue it 
with moderation in order to emancipate Italy, and 
neutralize the power and the despotism of Austria. 
Bat dynastic purposes and interests intervened. 
The settlement of a younger eon, and the hope of 
his wearing the È ap crown, overweighed with 
Louis Philippe all the interests of France or of 
freedom, and his majesty has evidently been anxious 
to sell both to Austria, in return for its support of 
the Montpensier succession. 

In consequence of such an understanding with 
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France, Austria imagined that she might recur to 
her old policy, might once more intimidate the sov- 
ereigns of Rome, Naples, and Sardinia, without 
any fear of an Ancona occupatien; aad acoordiagly 
Prince Metternich pushed his legions to the city of 
Ferrara. He, however, reckered without his hest. 
Although France might have been bought, England 
remained unseld. One of the powers that had sanc- 
tiened the occupation of Ancona and the indepen- 
derce of Italy was true to its old policy, and took 
up that standard which the Freach king had pur 
posely let fall, aad which anweunced that the ap- 
parition ef Austrian bayonets beyond the Po would 
bring Batish guas and vessels into the {talian 

Lath of the Adriatic aad of the western coast. The 
demonstravea was enough. Austria has withdrawn. 
The pope aad tke italians are left to right them- 
selves, and work eut their owa reforms; each gov- 
ernmem being left undisturbed ia its confidence aad 
councils te guide and coatrol tke popular efferves- 
cence aad its autiteaks—most dangerous, indeed, 
but inevitable ia such a state of things, and which 
hitherto kas been marked by no fatal or disastrous 
symptoms. Never dtd a great, a national, a uni- 
versal change frem monarchic monopely to the 
acknowledgment ef popular rights, take place with 
less of the character, or more of the realities, of 
revelutien.— Epanener, 18 Sept. 


Dircomatic Ixteacourse with Roms.—The 
truth is that there is hardly a single court of Europe 
with which it is of greater importaace that we 
should be in regular aad legitimate communication 
than this. The pontifical dominions promise to be 
the birthplace of that eahghtened and liberal policy 
which is to retrieve the long degradation of the Ital 
tan peninsula, aad which it ts the interest of all 
phi aathropists te promote. Neris the influence of 
their sovereiga confined to his owa territeries. As 
the spiritual kead of a vast number of British sub- 
jects, he exercises a certain controlling power within 
these realms which it might indeed be thought very 
desirable to transfer to more amenable hands, but 
which it is the height of childishaess to ignore. 
The influence, such as it is, actually exists, not in 
torce sufficient, as experience tas often proved, to 
be weighed for a mumeat acainst the suggestions 
of loyalty or patriotisin, hut with quite enough real- 
‘ty to deserve attention. And yet, for the sake of 
a statute already condemned by the conclusions of 
sense and reason, we have heen coutented to forego 
all the benefit which micht be derived from amica- 
ble relations with a sovereigr whose voice on cer- 
tain points would be respectfully listened to by 
some millions of British subjects.— Times. 


Promotion oF THE ITALIAN Painces.—There is 
reason to hepe that the sovereigns of Italy have not 
only yielded to the peaceful revolution which keeps 
the even tener of its way among them, but that 
they have adopted it, and perceive how large an 
interest they have ia its consummation. It will 
virtually promote thera from the rank of vassals to 
that of potentates. This is apparent from the facts. 

Italy has never altogether lost her greatness. Her 
courtry is still blessed with the same sun that shone 
upon it wher Rome emerged into the light of his- 
tory, or whea the city of looked down upon 
the flooded Arno and saw ao younger rival in Flor 
eace the Fair. From the adasi dawa of history, 
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Italy has been a favored seat of intellect and art, 
mere than once of political power. Although hid- 
eous corruption destroyed the empire of Rome, the 
Romaus sull exist. Florence the other Italian 
city-states first helped civilization to struggle out 
of the dark ages; and although their returning 
greatness bore in it the seeds of decay, from the very 
necessity of inexperience, which made them adopt 
imperfect political principles, it should never be for- 
gotten that they set Europe the example of civiliza- 
tion and self-government. Italians redeemed the 
lest learning of the ancients. Italians revived the 
arts, as they still lead in the youngest of the arte— 
music. Leng as the Italians have been kept in 
berdage, they have never sunk so low as the other 
ceuntries in the south of Europe. Spain, whose 
brightest history was that of her Arab rulers, has 
never rivalled Italy ia intellect or art, but has always 
been in the comparison semi-barbarous. Greece, the 
great teacker and prototype of Italy, though poesi- 
biy she may retaia her natural faculties, is but 
emerging from the dark ages, prolonged for her by 
Mussulmaa oppression even to our own day. Italy 
has been keld down, but has never yielded—has 
never forgetten, has never ceased to vindicate, her 
nationality ; and Mr. Cobden can tell whether her 
pelmicians are behind our own in knowledge. 

The accidents of their own priority in civilization, 
of their consequent dissenstons, of the course of 
events in Europe, have contributed to split up the 
peeple of Italy mto a number of petty states. The 
feeble sovereigns have sought a strength from with- 
out, and in retura for Austrian protection have been 
the servaats of Austria. ‘That fatal reliance has 
deprived them of internal strength : defended against 
their owa people, they have aided Austria in o 
pressing and weakening their people ; their people 
have been an enemy, not a support; and thus the 
princes have been content to be sovereigns over 
states whitch were stunted, feeble, and poor. But 
the government of a poor and feeble state is itself 
poor and feeble; and dee princes of jtaly have 
scarcely ranked with the private peers of England 
or the marshals of France. They have been uf no 
account in the councils of Europe. 

It is all altered now. Italy, even while divided, 
has been one of the great nations of Europe; as 
intellectual as any; as replete with political infor- 
mation, as ripe fer modern self-government, as most. 
But, divided among feeble princes, possessing no 
uaity, she has beean a blank in the European system. 
At present, whea any question arises in Europe, we 
talk of its being settled by ‘‘the five powers” — 
Austria, France, Great Britain, Prussia, and Rus- 
sia; the secondary powers, such as Holland and 
Belgium, occasionally take their share; bat Italy 
is a nullity. Let her be free and united, and, with 
her high intellect, she becomes a leading, a first-rate 
power : we shall henceforth speak of the six pow- 
ers—Austria, France, Great Britain, Italy, Prussia, 
and Russia. When Austria or Russia seeks to 
keep back the progress of the world, France and 
England will look to the princes of Italy to join 
them in maintaining the lead. Apart from all con- 
siderations of disinterested humanity, the princes 
of Italy, if they are as wise as they seem inclined 
to be, will ive that the emancipation of their 
land under Pius the Ninth will confer upon them an 
immense accession of political power and royal dig- 
nity. — Spectator 
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From the Examiner. 
History of the Bank of England, its Times and 
Traditions. By Joun Francis. Twovols. Wil- 
loughby ; Effingham Wilson. 


Every one has laughed at Sydney Smith’s witty 
and wise assertion that the warlike power of every 
country, in these modern and mercantile days, 
depends on their three per cents. ‘* If Cæsar were 
to reappear on earth,” said the peaceful canon, 
Wetlenhall’s List would be more inportant than his 
Commentaries ; Rothschild would open and shut the 
Temple of Janus ; Thomas Baring, or Bates, would 
probably command the tenth legion ; and the soldiers 
would march to battle with loud cries of scrip and 
omnium, reduced, consols, and Cæsar.” Great ac- 
countants bear out the great wit; and Mr. Finlay- 
son, examining the states of the three per cents. 
all over the world, tells the House of Commons 
assembled in grave committee at what precise time 
it may look for insolence, and when for patience, 
from the full or empty purses of the rival powers 
of Europe. What more dignified subject for his- 
tory, then, in these modern days, than banks and 
banking operations? So it seemed to Mr. Francis, 
who has written a very amusing book. He appears 
to be connected in some way with the great corpor- 
ation, and familiar with its practical workings and 
via But he has treated his subject popularly ; 
and does not affect to discuss the many grave ques- 
tions which rise in connection with it, and are likely 
to force themselves soon more nearly upon public 
attention. He has a clever knack at compiling, fits 
in his anecdotes very pleasantly, and writes what 
he has to say for himself with considerable ease and 
freedom of style. 

To any knowledge of the science of political 
economy, we should think Mr. Francis made small 
pretension ; and his book will win little regard from 
the graver economical pundits. He is simply and 
as it were personally devoted to the very respecta- 
ble Old Lady of Threadneedle street. Her griefs 
are his; her accidents, adventures, and glories. 
What she owed to her founder, William Paterson ; 
how far sho has been befriended by the state, and 
with what rich interest she has repaid that service ; 
how the fates of such schemes as the Mississippi in 
France, and the South Sea in England, were but | 
testimonies in her behalf; how panies arising from į 
the pope, the devil,‘ the pretender, joint-stock 
schemes, and railways, have at various times agi- 
tated the old lady ; how she has borne up against 
the ‘‘ runs” that have on these occasions threatened 
to bear her down; how she has been able, when 
necessary, Without any very material loss of char- 
acter, to suspend her payments in cash; how she 
might have profited by branch banks, and how much 
more the country would have profited by their adop- 
tion; how the curious forgeries of Price, the des- 
perate frauds of Fauntleroy, and all the various 
exchequer bills, wills, and continental forgeries, 
have variously affected or afflicted her; and finally, 
what countless human beings’ blood she has shed 
in a vain attempt to keep her own one-pound-circu- 
lation pure ;—all this is Mr. Francis’ theme. We 
must do him the justice to add, that in the last-men- 
tioned case, he Anes not think his venerable client 
void of blame. His opinions on such matters are 
liberal and intelligent, as we find them for the most 
part on every subject introduced. 

Occasionally we have a slip of the pen; as where 
he mentions a celebrated incident of the reign of 
Charles the First : 

‘¢ The treasure arising from the accumulated gains 
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of the merchants had been deposited by them in the 
mint, then within the tower, with a perfect convic- 
tion of its safety. If the short-sighted policy of the 
earlior kings of England had extorted money from 
the Jew and the Lombard, at least they borrowed 
from their English subjects; it remained for the 
polished Charles to sully his fair fame by robbing 
them. Yet let him not be judged too harshly. 
Right and wrong assume new aspects under vary- 
ing circumstances. The monarch trembled on his 
throne. His prerogatives were denied. His favor- 
ite minister was impeached. The clains of his 
children were endangered. A discontented people 
were opposed to a perfidious court. An irritated 

arliament were thwarting a proud aristocracy. 

he supplies were stopped, and levies were made 
in vain. To compass these dangers money was 
required ; to gain it by ordinary means was imprac- 
ticable. Ere judgment be passed, Jet these th:ntrs 
be seincahered: Rank, family, life, were in the bal- 
ance, and the monarch yielded. The money placed 
by the merchants in the mint, amounting to two 
hundred thousand pounds, was seized; the sanctu- 
ary of a people’s commercial faith was violated to 
supply the royal necessities.” 

{i not this somewhat dangerous * bank” doc- 
trine? Jf the circumstances Mr. Francis mentions, 
and not the immutable moral laws, are to determine 
right and wrong, what wretched culprit that ever 
held up his hand at the Old Bailey might not have 

leaded precisely such in acquittal of his crime? 
he rurderer lifts the knife, and the thief takes the 
purse, because ‘‘to gain his object by ordinary 
means is impracticable.”’ | 

The passage is also an illustration of a somewhat 
vicious excess of short sentences which impairs 
the otherwise easy style of Mr. Francis’ writing. 
« The prize for which he struck was a kingdom.” 
says Mr. F. of the Pretender. ‘* The spirit with 


which he contended was worthy of the prize. His 
march was one scene of triumph. Men fought for 
him. Women embraced him.” And so forth. 


“ He soon learned to play many parts,” says Mr. 
F. of Charles Price the forger. ‘* Now a comedian, 
and now a gentleman's servant. At one time a 
rogue and the companion of rogues, and then a frand- 
ulent brewer or a fraudulent bankrupt. Great tal- 
ent was employed in enormous crimes, and great 
evil was the result. His only confidant was his 
mistress. He practised engraving tll he became 
proficient. He made his own ink. He manufac- 
tured his own paper. All this, with its huge 
affectation of pretence about it, is miserable slip- 
slop. Let us give one more instance. *“ England,” 
says Mr. F., speaking of the time of the French 
Three Days, ‘ felt that mighty and revolutionary 
spirit. The demands for reform grew earnest and 
incessant. Ireland was told by the Liberator to lock 
at France and Belgium. Kent, the garden of Eng- 
land, witnessed the first disturbances. Night after 
night, conflagrations were lighted up by bands of 
incendiaries. Mills were attacked. Machinery was 
demolished. All protection for property seemed at 
an end.” A man who can write so well as Mr. 
Francis should be ashamed of such writing as this. 

We close with a few extracts that are more 
amusing. Lovers of mere anecdotica} gossip will 
find Mr. Francis’ book agreeable reading. 


FATE OF ONE OF THE FOUNDERS OF THE BANK. 


‘¢ Mr. Michael Godfrey, whose pamphlet has been 
quoted, and to whose exertions, with those of Wil- 
liam Paterson, may be traced the successful estab- 
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lishmeni of the bank, met with a somewhat singular | for supper. The opera was crowded with cooks, 
fate in 1695. Previously to this year, the allied | ladies’ maids, and grisetfes, dressed in the superb- 
armies had retreated before the wisdom of Louis, į est style of fashion, who had fallen from a garret 
and the bravery of his soldiers. The funds supplied | into a carriage.” 


by the new corporation changed the scene ; but the 
transmission of specie was diticult and full of haz- 
ard, and Mr. Godfrey left his peaceful avocations to 
visit Namur, then vigorously besieged by the Eng- 
lish monarch. The deputy governor, willing to 
flatter the king, anxious to forward his mission, or 
possibly imagining the vicinity of the sovereign to 
be the safest place he could choose, ventured into 
the trenches. ‘As you are no adventurer in the 
trade of war, Mr. Godfrey,’ said William, ‘1 think 
you should not expose yourself to the hazard of it.’ 

“s Not being more exposed than your Majesty,’ 
was the courtly reply, ‘ should I be axeucable if I 
showed more concern?’ 

«< Yes!’ returned William, ‘Iam in my duty, 
and therefore have a more reasonable claim to pres- 
ervation.’ : 

« A cannon-hall at this moment answered the 
“reasonable claim to preservation,’ by killing Mr. 
Godfrey with several officers near the king, and it 
requires no great stretch of imagination to fancy a 
saturnine smile passing over the countenance of the 
monarch, as he beheld the fate of the citizen who 
paid so heavy a penalty for playing the courtier in 
the trenches of Namur. Tradition states that Mr. 
Godfrey’s remains, which were buried in the church- 
yard of St. Christopher le Stocks, were disinterred, 
to make room for the enlargement of that prosperous 
establishment in which he once felt so deep an inter- 
est, and in the service of which he may be said to 
have fallen.” 


THE MISSISSIPPI MANIA. 


“ The dirty street, Quincampoix, in which Law 
resided, was impassable. People of the highest 
rank clustered about his dwelling to learn their des- 
tiny, and delicate women braved all weathers with 
the hope of enriching themselves. 300,000 applica- 
tions were made for 50,000 shares ; and the destiny 
of an empire, remarkable for its national Aauteur. 
seemed in the hands of John Law, the son of a 
Scottish jeweller. © * * From six in the morning 
until eight in the evening the street was filled with 
fervent worshippers of mammon. The dissolute 
courtiers of the yet more dissolute regent shared in 
the spoil. The princes of the blood were not too 
proud to participate. ‘They mingled with the eager 
crowd, they added their voices to the Babel-like 
confusion, and when they won the money of the 
canatile, thought they did them too mach honor in 
accepting it. The antechamber of Law was crowded 
by women of rank and beauty—the mistress of Law 
was flattered by ladies as irreproachable as the court 
of the regent would allow them to be—and inter- 
views with Law were sought with so much assidu- 
ity, that one lady caused her carriage to be upset to 
attract his attention; and another stupped before 
tis hotel, and ordered her servants to raise the cry 
of ‘Fire.’ The people emulated one another in 
luxury. Equipages more remarkable for splendor 
than taste rolled about the streets. Footmen got 
up behind their own carriages, so accustomed were 
they to that position. One of those who had done 
so recollected himself in time to cover his mistake 
by saving he wished to see if room could be made 
for two or three more lackeys whom he had resolved 
to hire. The son of a baker, wishing a service of 
plate, sent the contents of a jeweller’s shop to his 
wife, with directions to arrange the articles properly 


of crime, in the year 1758. The records of his life 


A FRENCH SETTLEMENT. 


“ A considerable banker at Paris having a draught 
brought to him from a public office in that city for 
a large sum, which he could not answer, after cram- 
ming down the draught into a loaded pistol, called 
to the gentleman who brought it, and telling him, 
‘ This, sir, is the way that persons who have no 
money pay bills that are due,’ instantly clapped the 
pistol to his ear, and shot himself dead.” 


THE FIRST FORGER. 


“ The day on which a forged note was first pre- 
sented at the Bank of England forms a memorable 
era in its history. For sixty-four years the estab- 
lishment had circulated its paper with freedom ; and 
during this period no attempt had been made to 
imitate it. e who takes the initiative in a new 
line of wrong doing has more than the simple act 
to answer for; and to Richard William Vaughan, 
a Stafford linen-draper, belongs the melancholy 
celebrity of having led the van in this new phase 


do not show want, beggary, or starvation urging 
him, but a simple desire to seem greater than he 
was. By oneof the artists employed, and there were 
several engaged on different parts of the notes, the 
discovery was made. ‘The criminal had filled up 
to the number of twenty ; and deposited them in 
the hands of a young lady to whom he was attached, 
as a proof of his wealth. There is no calculating 
how much longer bank-notes might have been free 
from imitation, had this man not shown with what 
ease they might be counterfeited.”’ 


THE FIRST CLIPPER. 


“ A new crime was discovered in 1767. The 
notice of the clerks at the bank had been attracted 
by the habit of William Guest, a teller, picking new 
from old guineas, without assigning any reason. An 
indefinite suspicion—increased by the knowledge 
that an ingot of gold had been seen in Guest’s pos- 
session—was attracted; and although he asserted 
that it came from ITolland, it was remarked to be 
very unlike the regular bars of gold, and that it had 
a considerable quantity of copper on the back. 
Attention being thus drawn to the behavior of Guest. 
he was observed to hand one Richard Still some 
guineas, which he took from a private drawer, and 
placed with the others on the table. Still was 
instantly followed ; and on the examination of his 
money, three of the guineas in his possession were 
deficient in weight. An inquiry was immediately 
instituted ; and forty of the guineas in the charge 
of Guest looked fresher than the others upon the 
edges, and weighed much less than the original 
amount. On searching his home, four pounds eleven 
ounces of gold filings were found, with some in- 
struments calculated to produce artificial edges. 
Proofs soon multiplied ; and the prisoner was found 
guilty. The instrument with which he had effected 
his fraud, of which one of the witnesses asserted it 
was the greatest improvement he had ever seen, is 
said to be yet in the mint, a memento of the prison- 
er’s capacity and crime.” 


INGENUITY OF FRAUD. 


‘Tn 1780, a gentleman of eminence in the mer- 
cantile world was grieved by the contents of a letter 
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which he received from a correspondent at Ham- 
burgh, the post-mark of which it bere. From the 
statement it contained, it appeared that a person 
most minutely descnbed had defrauded the writer, 
under extraordinary circumstances, of 3000/. The 
letter continued to say, information had been ob- 
tained that the defrauder—the dress and person of 
whom it deseribed—was occasionally to be seen on 
the Dutch Walk of the Royal Exchange. The 
object of the writer was to induce his correspondent 
to invite the party to dinner; and, by any moral 
force which could be used, compel him te return 
the money; adding, that if he should be found 
amenable to reason, and evince any signs of repent- 
ance, he might be dismissed with a friendly caution 
and five hundred pounds, as he was a near relation 
of the writer. Asthe gentleman whose name it 
bore was a profitable correspondent, the London 
merchant kept a keen watch on the Dutch Walk, 
and was at last successful in meeting, and being 
introduced to the cheat. The invitation to dine was 
accepted; and the host, having previously given 
notice to his family to quit the table soon after din- 
ner, acquainted his visitor with his knowledge of 
the fraud. Alarm and horror were depicted in the 
countenance of the young man, who, with tones 


apparently tremulous from emotion, begged his dis- | 


grace might not be made public. To this the mer- 
chant consented, provided the 3000/7. were returned. 
The visitor sighed deeply ; but said that to return 
all was impossible, as he had unfortunately spent 
part of the amount. The remainder, however, he 

roposed to yield instantly, and the notes were 
kanded to the merchant, who, afier dilating upon 
the goodness of the man he had robbed, concluded 
his mora) lesson by handing a cheque for 5007. as a 
proof of his beneficence. The following morning 
the gentleman went to the banker to deposit the 
money he had received, when, to his great surprise, 
he was told that the notes were counterfeit. His 
next inquiries were concerning the cheque, but that 
had been cashed shortly after the opening of the 
bank. He immediately sent an express to his Ham- 
burgh correspondent, who replied that the letter was 
a forgery, and that no fraud had been committed 
upon him. The whole affair had been plotted by a 
gang, some of whom were on the continent, and 
some in England.” 

Mr. Francis dedicates his book, as * illustrative 
of the origin and progress of the Bank of England, 
and forming the first history yet attempted of the 

eatest monetary establishment in the world,” to 

ir Robert Peel, whom he thinks the greatest 
statesman of the day. 


From the Courier and Enquirer. 
THE BATTLES OF CONTRERAS AND CHERUBUSCO. 


Tue following clear and admirable description of 
the march and achievements of the American army, 
under Gen. Scott, from the day of its leaving 
Puebla, until it became master of the city of Mexico, 
will be read with universal interest, and we there- 
fore give it place, to the exclusion of mueh other 
matter prepared for to-day’s paper : 


San Ance.o, Mexico, Aug. 31, 1847. 
We left Puebla on the morning of the 7th, and 
entered upon a beautiful rolling country of great 
fertility, supplying with its gardens the inhabitants 
of Puebla with food, and surrounded by Jofty moun- 
tains, some of which were covered with snow. 
Our road was gradually ascending and so good that 
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on looking back from the head of the column, our 
train could be seen for miles in rear, dotting with 
its snow-white tops the maguey covered plain. On 
our jeft was Popoeatapeti and Iscatafetl, the snow 
on their not distant tops rendering the air quite 
chilly. General Scott did not leave with us, but 
came on the next day with Captain Kearney’s 
dragoons. 

he second day’s mareh was like the first, grad- 
ually ascending, passing through defiles, narrow 
passes and over deep chasms, where a more deter- 
mined enemy might have seriously annoyed us by 
merely making use of the obstacles mature every- 
where presented. Thick woods of the finest forest 
trees were abundant, and the rugged nature of the 
country would readily carry one back te the north- 
ern parts of New England or the passes of the 
“ Noteh.’? Here and there beautiful little lakes 
were interspersed in the deep valleys, and the 
clearness and coldness of their waters were almost 
incredible. 

The third day we were to encounter the much 
vaunted pass of “ Rio Frio,” and alse the passage 
of the mountain which was to lead us to the F? 
Dorado of our hopes, the great plain of Mexico. 
Our march was to be long and diffienh, and three 
o'clock saw us under way with heart and hopes full 
of the prospect before us. The niuech dreaded pass 
is reached and passed. The mountains which skirt 
the road on the left, here close upon it for about a 
mile, overhanging and enfilading it completely and 
affording with their crests most excellent coverings 
for an enemy’s marksmen. The newly cut trees 
and Jong range of breast-works thrown up on the 
crest, showed us that preparations had been made, 
while numerous parapets with embrasures in the 
logs taught us what might have been done. But 
ho men were there—the muskets and cannon were 
gone. Valencia, with 6,000 Mexicans, was full a 
day’s march ahead, making for Mexico with a speed 
which betrayed home-sickness. Rio Frio was 
found to be a litle stream, pouring down from the 
snow mountam, of icy coldness aud crystal purity. 
After a slight pause for refreshment, we commenced 
our ascent of the ridge which separates the plains 
of Puebla and Mexico, the former of whieh it had 
hitherto skirted. For several Jong miles we toiled 
up the bill, only recompensed for our Jabor by what 
we hoped to attain at jast. When all were pretty 
nearly worn out, a sudden turn in the read brouchs 
to our view a sight which none ean ever furget. 
The whole vast plain of Mexico was before us. 
The coldness of the air, which was most sensibly 
felt at this great height, our fatigue and danger 
were forgotten, and our eyes were the only sense 
that thought of enjoyment. Mexico, with its lofty 
steeples and its chequered domes, its bright reality, 
and its former fame, its modern splendor and its 
ancient magnificence, was before us: while around 
on every side its thousand lakes seemed Jike silver 
stars on a velvet mantle. 

We encamped that night at the base of the 
mountain, with the enemy’s scouts on every side 
of us. The next day we reached Ayvéla, only fif- 
teen miles from Mexico by the national road, which 
we had hitherto been following. Here we halted 
until Generals Quitman, Pillow, and Worth, with 
their divisions, should come up. We were separ- 
ated from the eity by the marshes which surround 
Lake Tezcuco, and by the lake itself. Thy road is 
a causeway running threugh the marsh and is com- 
manded by a steep and lofty hill ealled Æ? Pinno/. 
This hill completely eufilades and commands the 
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national road, and had been fortified and repaired 
with the greatest care by Santa Anna. One side 
was inaccessible by nature, the rest had been made 
so by art. Batteries, in all mounting 50 guns of 
different calibres, had been placed on its sides, and 
a deep ditch, 24 feet wide and 10 deep, filled with 
water, had been cut connecting the parts already 
surrounded by marshes. On this side Santa Anna 
had 25,000 men against our force of a little over 
9,000 all told. 

On the 22d, we made a reconnoissance of the 
work, which was pronounced i icable, as the 
lives of 5,000 men would be lost before the ditch 
could be croased. We continued our search, and 
found another road which went round onthe left, 
but when within five miles of the city, were halted 
by coming suddenly upon five strong batteries on the 
hill which commanded this road, at a place called 
Mexicalango. We soon countermarched, and then 
saw our danger. With one regiment and three 
companies of cavalry, in all about 400 men, we saw 
that El Pinnol lay directly between us and our 
camp, distant full 15 miles. Every eye was fixed 
on the hill with expectation of an approaching col- 
uma, which should drive us back into a Mexican 
prison, while we stepped off with the speed and 
endurance of 400 Captain Barclays! At about 
midnight we arrived safely at camp, and General 
Scott did us the honor of calling it ‘‘ the boldest 
reconnoissance of the war.” General Worth was 
encamped about five miles off, that is, in a straight 
line, across the Lake Chalco, at a place of the same 
name, but about ten miles by the road. The Mex- 
icans had a foundry in the mountains, at which we 
were getting some shells made, and on returning 
from which, Lieutenant Schuyler Hamilton was 
badly wounded. 

By means of his scouts, General Worth had 
found a path round the Jeft of Lake Chalco, which 
led us to the western gate of the city, and which, 
up to that time, had not been fortified. On the 
14th, the other divisions commenced their march, 
while we brought up the train and the rear. In 
the morning, the train was sent in advance, while 
Smith’s brigade acted as rear guard. It was com- 
posed of the rifles, Ist artillery, and the 3d infan- 
try, with Taylor’s battery. As the rear guard, 
marching slowly along, came up with the train, 
word came to General Twiggs that a force of about 
five thousand men were trying to cross the road 
between them and the train, in order to cut it off. 
We were then passing through a small village 
which, by a curious coincidence, was called Buena 
Vista. On our left were large fields of half-grown 
barley, through which was seen advancing, in 
splendid order, the enemy’s column. It was the 
most splendid sight I had ever seen. The yellow 
cloaks, red caps and jackets of the lancers, and the 
bright blue and white uniforms of the infantry, were 
most beautifully contrasted with the green of the 
barley field. Our line of battle was soon formed, 
and we deployed through the grain to turn their 
left and cut them off from the mountains. A few 
shots, however, from the battery, soon showed them 
that they were observed, and countermarching in 
haste, they left their dead on the field. Thus 
ended our fight of Buena Vista. That night we 
re at Chalco. The next day we made a long 
and toilsome march over a horrible road, through 
which, with the utmost difficulty, we dragged our 
wagons by the assistance of both men and mules. 
The next was nearly the same, except that the 
road was, if possible, worse than before, as the 
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Mexicans had blocked it up with arge stones, 
rolled down from the neighboring hills. This night 
we encamped at a most beautiful olive grove, of 
immense size and accommodating at once both divi- 
sions. In the town, as well as in Chalco, there are 
still standing the churches of the Indians where the 
fire-worshippers assembled before Cortez had intro- 
duced a new religion. They are large and sombre 
edifices, differing but little from the churches of this 
country, and being near the city, are said to have 
been formerly resorted to by the ancient kings. 

The next day we arrived in sight of the rest of 
the army, and heard the guns with which Worth 
was breaching the walls of San Antonio. That 
night the news of the death of Captain Thornton 
of the second dragoons reached us. He was a 
brave officer and a thorough gentleman, but was 
always unfortunate in his military career. 

On the morning of the 19th, we lefi the little vil- 
lage where we had heard this sad news, and took 
the road to San Juan, about seven miles to the west 
and only about ten miles from the city. When we 
arrived here, we heard the sound of General 
Worth’s guns, who was said to have attacked San 
Augustine, a village three milcs nearer the capital, 
where Santa Anna was said to be with 20,000 men. 
When we arrived at San Juan, the men were told 
to sling their blankets across their shoulders, put 
their knapsacks into their wagons, and to put two 
days’ bread and beef in their haversacks. When 
this order came, al] knew that the time had come. 
The officers arranged their effects, put on their old 
coats, and filled their haversacks and flasks. Soon 
we were all ready for anything but a thrashing. 
We here heard the position of the enemy, which 
was nearly as follows :—Santa Anna with 20,000 
men was at San Augustine; Valencia with 10,000 
was ata hill called Contreras, which commanded 
another road parallel to the San Augustine road, 
but which led into it between the city and Santa 
Anna. Now, by cutting a road across, if we could 
whip Valencia, we could follow the road up and 
thus get in between Santa Anna and Mexico, and 
whip him too. General Worth, supported by Gen- 
eral Quitman, was to keep Santa Anna in check, 
while Twiggs, backed by Pillow, was to try and 
astonish Valencia, which, you will see, he did very 
effectually. Pillow with some of the ten regiments 
was to cut the road. We left San Juan about I 
o’clock, not particularly desiring a fight so late in 
the day, but still not shunning it in case we could 
have a respectable chance. About 2 P. M., as we 
had crawled to the top of a hill, whither we had 
been ourselves pulling Magruder's battery and the 
mountain howitzers, we suddenly espied Valencia 
fortified on a hill about 200 yards off, and strongly 
reinforced by a column which had just come out o 
the city. e laid down close to avoid drawing their 
fire, while the battery moved past at a full gallop. 
Just then General Smith’s manly voice rung out, 
‘ Forward the riflese—to support the battery.” On 
they went, till we got about 800 yards from the 
work, when the enemy opened upon them with his 
long guns, which were afterward found to be six- 
teen and eight inch howitzers. The ground was 
the worst possible for artillery, covered with rocks 
large and small, prickly pear and cactus, intersected 
by ditches filled with water and lined with maguey 
plant, itself imperviable to cavalry, and with patches 
of corn which concealed the enemy’s skirmishers, 
while it impeded our own passage. The artillery 
advanced but slowly, under a most tremendous fire, 
which greatly injured it before it could be got in 
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range, and the thickness of the undergrowth caused 
the skirmishers thrown forward to lose their relative 
position, as well as the column. About 4 the bat- 
tery got in position under a most murderous fire of 
grape, canister and round shot. Here the supe- 
riority of the enemy’s pieces rendered our fire nuga- 
tory. We could get but three pieces in battery, 
while they had twenty-seven, all of them three times 
the calibre of ours. For two hours our troops stood 
the storm of iron and lead they hailed upon them, 
unmoved. At every discharge they laid flat down 
to avoid the storm, and then sprung up to serve the 
guns. At the end of that time, two of the guns 
were dismounted and we badly hurt; thirteen of 
the horses were killed and disabled, and fifteen of 
the cannoneers killed and wounded. The regiment 
was then recalled. The lancers had been repelled 
in three successive charges. The 3d infantry and 
Ist artillery had also engaged and successfully 
repelled the enemy’s skirmishers without loss of 
either officers or men. ‘The greatest loss had been 
at the batteries. Officers looked gloomy for the 
first day’s fight, but the brigade was formed, and 
General Smith in person took command. All felt 
revived, and followed him with a yell, as, creeping 
low to avoid the grape, which was coming very 
fast, we made a circuit in rear of the batteries, and 
passing off to the right we were soon lost to view 
in the chapparal and cactus. Passing over the path 
that we scrambled through, behold us, at almost 6 
o’clock in the evening, tired, hungry and sorrowful, 
emerging from the chapparal and crossing the road 
between it and Valencia. Here we found Cad- 
wallader and his brigade already formed, and dis- 
covered Riley's brigade skirmishing in rear of the 
enemy’s works. Valencia was ignorant of our 
approach, and we were as yet safe. In front of us 
was Valencia strongly entrenched on a hill-side and 
surrounded by a regular field work concealed from 
us by an orchard in our rear. Mendoza with a col- 
umn of 6000 was in the road, but thinking us to be 
friends. On our right was a large range of hills, 
whose continued crest was parallel to the road, and 
in which were formed in line of battle 5000 of the 
best Mexican cavalry. On our left we were separ- 
ated from our own forces by an almost impassable 
wilderness, and it was now twilight. Even Smith 
looked round for help. Suddenly a thousand vivas 
came across the hill-side, like the yells of prairie 
wolves in the dead of night, and the squadrons on 
our right formed for charging. Smith‘s himself 
again! ‘‘ Face to the rear!’ ‘* Wait till you see 
their red caps, and then give it to them!” Furi- 
ously they came on a few yards, then changed 
their minds, and, disgusted at our cool reception, 
retired to their couches. On the edge of the road 
between us and Valencia, a Mexican hamlet spread 
out with its mud huts, large orchards, deep cut 
roads and a strong church, and through the centre 
of this hamlet ran a path parallel to the main road, 
but concealed froin it: it is nearly a mile long. In 
this road Smith's and Riley's brigade spent the 
night. Shields, who came up in the night, lay in 
the orchard, while Cadwallader was nearest the 
enemy’s works. As we were within range of their 
batteries, which could enfilade the road in which 
we lay, we built a stone breastwork at either end 
to conceal ourselves from their view and grape. 
There we were, completely surrounded by the 
enemy, cut off from our communications, ignorant 
of the ground, without artillery, weary, dispirited, 
and dejected; we were a disheartened set. With 
Santa Anna and Salas’ promise of ‘‘ no quarter,” 
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a force of four to one against us, and one half de- 
feated already, no succor from Puebla, and no news 
from General Scott, all seemed dark. 

Suddenly the words came whispered along, ‘ We 
storm at midnight.” Now we are ourselves again ! 
But what a horrible night. There we lay—too tired 
to eat, too wet to sleep, in the middle of that muddy 
road, officers and men side by side, with a heavy 
rain pouring down upon us, the officers without 
blankets or overcoats, (they had lost them in coming 
across,) and the men worn out with fatigue. About 
midnight the rain was so heavy that the streams m 
the road flooded us, and there we stood crowded 
together, drenched and benumbed, waiting till day- 
light. At half past three the welcome word, ‘‘ Fall 
in,? was passed down, and we commenced our 
march. The enemy's works were on a hill-side, 
behind which rose other and slightly higher hills 
separated by deep ravines and gullies and intersected 
by streams. The whole face of the country was of 
stiff clay, which rendered it almost impossible to 
advance. We formed our line about a quarter of a 
mile from the enemy’s works, Riley’s brigade on 
our right. Atabout 4 we started, winding through 
a thick orchard which effectually concealed us, even 
had it not been dark, debouching into a deep ravine 
which ran within about 500 yards of the work. and 
which carried us directly in rear and out of sight 
of their batteries. At dawn of day we reached our 
place, after incredible exertions, and got ready for our 
charge. The men threw off their wet blankets and 
looked to their pieces, while the officers got ready 
for a rush, and the first smile that lit up our faces for 
twelve hours boded but little good for the Mexicans. 
On the right, and opposite the right of their work, was 
Riley’s brigade of the 2d and Ist infantry and 4th 
artillery, next the rifles, then the Ist artillery and 
3d infantry. In rear of our Jeft was Cadwallader’s 
brigade as a support, with Shields’ brigade in rear 
as a reserve, the whole division under command of 
Genera] Smith in the absence of General Twiggs. 
They had a smooth place to rush down on the en- 
emy’s work, with the brow of the hill to keep under 
until the word was given. 

At last, just at daylight, Gen. Smith, slowly walk- 
ing up, asked if all was ready. A look answered 
him. ‘* Men, forward.” And we did *“ forward.” 
Springing up at once, Riley’s brigade opened, when 
the crack of a hundred rifles started the Mexicans 
from their astonishment, and they opened their fire. 
Useless fire, for we were so close that they over- 
shot us, and before they could turn their pieces on 
us we were on them. Then such cheers arose as 
you never heard. The men rushed forward like 
demons, yelling and firing the while. ‘The carnage 
was frightful, and though they fired sharply it was 
of no use. The earthen parapet was cleared in an 
instant, and the blows of the stocks could be pang 
heard, mingled with the yells and groans around. 
Just before the charge was made, a large body of 
Jancers came winding up the road, looking most 
splendidly in their brilliant uniforms. They never 
got to the work, but turned and fied. In an instant 
all was ane mass of confusion, each trying to be 
foremost in the flight. The road was literally 
blocked up, and while many perished by their own 
guns, it was almost impossible to fire on the mass, 
from the danger of killing our own men. Some fled 
up the ravine on the left, or on the right, and many 
of these were slain by turning their own gurs on 
them. Toward the city the rifles and 2d infantr 
led off the pursuit. Seeing that a large crowd oF 
the fugitives were jammed up in a pass in the road, 


THE BATTLES OF CONTRERAS AND CHERUBUSCO. i = 


some of our men ran through the cornfield, and by 
thus heading them off and firing down upon them, 
about 30 men took over 500 prisoners, nearly a 
hundred of them officers. 

After disarming the prisoners, as the pursuit had 
ceased, we went back to the fort, where we found 
our troops in full possession, and the rout complete. 

We found that the enemy’s position was much 
stronger than we had supposed, and their artillery 
much larger and more abundant. Our own loss was 
small, which may be accounted for by their perfect 
surprise at our charge, as to them we appeared as 
if rising out of the earth, so unperceived was our 
approach. Our loss was one officer killed, Captain 

anson of the 7th infantry, and Lieutenant Van 
Buren of the rifles shot through the leg ;—and 
about 50 men killed and wounded. Their force 
consisted of 8000 men under Valencia, with a re- 
serve, which had not yet arrived, under Santa Anna. 
Their loss, as since ascertained, was as follows :— 
killed and buried since the fight, 750—wounded 
1000, and 1500 prisoners, exclusive of officers, in- 
cluding four generals, Salas, Mendoza, Garcia and 
Guadalupe, in addition to dozens of colonels, majors, 
captains, &c. We captured in all on the hill 22 
pieces of cannon, including five 8 inch howitzers, 
two long 18, three long 16, and several of 12 and 8 
inches, and also the two identical 6 pounders cap- 
tured by the Mexicans at Buena Vista, taken from 
Captain Washington’s battery of the 4th artillery. 
The first officer who saw them happened to be the 
officer of the 4th, selected by General Scott to com- 
mand the new battery of that regiment, Captain 
Drum. In addition were taken immense quantities 
of ammunition and muskets; in fact, the way was 
strewed with muskets, escopets, lances and flags 
for miles. Large quantities of horses and mules 
were also captured, though large numbers were 
killed. bs 

Thus ended the glorious battle of Contreras, in 
which 2000 men, under General P. F. Smith, com- 
pletely routed and destroyed an army of 8000 men 
under General Valencia, with Santa Anna and a 
force of 20,000 men within five miles. Their army 
was so completely routed that not 1500 men rejoined 
Santa Anna and participated in the second battle. 
Most people would have thought that a pretty good 
day’s work. Notso. We had only saved our- 
selves, not conquered Mexico, and men’s work was 
before us yet. 

At8 A.M. we formed again, and General Twiggs 
having taken command, we started on the road to 
Mexico. We had hardly marched a mile before we 
were sharply fired upon from both sides of the road, 
and our right was deployed to drive the enemy in. 
We soon found that we had caught up with the re- 
treating party, from the very brisk firing in front, 
and we drove them through the little town of San 
Angelo, where they had been halting in force. 
_ About half a mile from this town we entered the 
suburbs of another called San Katherina, when a 
large party in the church-yard fired on the head of 
the column, and the balls came right among us. 
Our men kept rushing on their rear and cutting 
them down, until a discharge of grape shot from a 
large piece in front drove them back to the column. 
In this short space of time five men were killed, ten 
taken prisoners, and a small color captured, which 
was carried the rest of the day. 

Meanwhile General Worth had made a demon- 
stration on San Antonio, where the enemy was for- 
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deemed impregnable. They consisted of a fortified 
hacienda, which was surrounded by a high and thick 
wallon all sides. Inside the wall was a stone build- 
ing, the roof of which was flat and higher than the 
walls. Above all this was a stone church, still 
higher than the rest and having a large steeple. 
The wall was pierced with loop-holes and so ar- 
ranged that there were two tiers of men firing at 
the same time. They thus had four different ranges 
of men firing at once, and four ranks were formed 
on each range and placed at such a height that they 
could not only overlook all the surrounding country, 
but at the same time they had a plunging fire upon 
us. Outside the hacienda, and completely command- 
ing the avenues of approach, was a field work ex- 
tending around two sides of the work and protected 
by a deep, wet ditch, and armed with seven large 
pieces. This hacienda is at the commencement of 
the causeway leading to the western gate of the 
city, and had to be passed before getting on the 
road. About 300 sad: in rear of this work, another 
field work had been built where a cross road meets 
the causeway, at a point where it crosses a river, 
thus forming a bridge head, or ¢éte de pont. This 
was also very strong and armed with three very 
large pieces of cannon. The works were surrounded 
on every side by large corn-fields, which were filled 
with the enemy’s skirmishers, so that it was difficult 
to make a reconnoissance. It was therefore decided 
to make the attack iinmediately, as they were full 
of men and extended for nearly a mile on the road 
to the city, completely covering the causeway. The 
attack commenced about 1 P. M. General Twiggs’ 
division attacked on the side towards which they 
approached the fort, i. e., opposite the city. Gen- 
eral Worth’s attacked the bridge head, which he 
took in about an hour and a half; while Generals 
Pillow and Quitman were on the extreme left, be- 
tween the causeway and Twiggs’ division. The 
rifles were on the left and in rear of the work, en- 
trusted by General Scott with the task of charging 
the work in case General Pierce gave way. e 
firing was most tremendous—in fact, one continued 
roll while the combat lasted. The enemy, from 
their elevated position, could readily see our men, 
who were unable to get a clear view from their posi- 
tion. Three of the pieces were manned by ‘‘ The 
Deserters,’’ a body of about 100, who had deserted 
from the ranks of our army during the war. They 
were enrolled in two companies, commanded by a 
deserter, and were better uniformed and disciplined 
than the rest of the army. These men fought most 
desperately, and are said not only to have shot down 
several of our officers whom they knew, but to have 
pulled down the white flag of surrender no less 
than three times. 

The battle raged most furiously for about three 
hours, when, both sides having lost a great many, 
the enemy began to give way. As soon as they 
commenced retreating, Kearney’s squadron passed 
through the zête de pont, and charging through the 
retreating column, pursued them to the very gate 
of the city. As they got within about 500 yards 
of the gate, they were opened upon with grape and 
canister, and several officers wounded. Amongst 
the number was Captain Kearney, Ist dragoons, 
who lost his left arm above the elbow. Lieutenant 
Graham, of New York, received a severe flesh 
wound in his left arm. Captain McReynolds, ditto. 
Our loss in this second battle was large. We lost 
in killed seven officers, Capts. Capron, Burke, 1st 


tified in a strong hacienda; but they retired on his | artillery; Lieuts. Irons, Johnson, Hoffman, Captain 
approach to Cherubusco, where the works were}; Anderson, Lieut. Easely, 2d, infantry ; Captain Han- 
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son, 7th infantry. Lieut. Irons died on the 28th. 
Colonel Butler, of South Carolina, and about 30 
officers wounded—exclusive of the volunteers. The 
Official returns give our loss in killed and wounded 
at 1150, besides officers. The Mexican loss is 500 
killed in the second battle, 1000 wounded, and 1100 
prisoners, exclusive of officers. Three more gen- 
erals were taken, among them General Rincon, and 
Anaya, the provisional president; also 10 pieces 
of cannon, and an immense amount of ammunition 
and stores. Santa Anna, in his report, states his 
loes in killed, wounded and missing at 12,000. He 
had only 18,000 left out of 30,000 which he gives 
as his force on the 20th in both actions. : 

Thus ended the battle of Cherubusco, one of the 
most furious and deadly, for its length, of any of 
the war. For reasons which he deemed conclusive, 
General Scott did not enter the city that night, but 
encamped on the battle field about four miles from 
the western gate of the city. The next day a flag 
of truce came out and propositions were made which 
resulted in an armistice. 

Meanwhile the army is encamped in the villages 
around the city, recruiting from their fatigue and 
nursing the sick and wounded. There are but few 
sick, and the wounded are getting along comforta- 
bly in their hospitals. 


From the Union. 
DIFFERENCE OF LONGITUDE BY TELEGRAPH. 


One of the earliest uses of Morse’s electro-mag- 
netic telegraph, was that of determining geograph- 
ical longitude. A few signals were passed between 
Washington and Baltimore in 1844, under the direc- 
tion of Captain Wilkes, by carrying chronometers 
from astronomical stations to the telegraph offices. 
But the most complete trial of this method extant, 
has recently been made under the direction of the 
present superintendent of the United States coast 
survey, Professor Bache. 

In the autumn of 1815, arrangements were com- 
menced for making an expcriment on the whole 
extent of the line from Jersey city to Washington, 
a distance of 250 miles. Immediately after the 
completion of the line in 1846, trials were made. 
The violent storms of the autumn, and the continual 
repairs along these new lines, prevented complete 
success in 1846. Accordingly, in the months of 
July and August of this year, operations were re- 
ae on the new and more perfectly insulated 
ines. 

Professor Bache had built, at the expense of the 
survey, a line from the Washington post-office to 
the National Observatory. He had procured for 
the three observatories of Washington, Philadel- 
phia, and Jersey city, full and complete telegraph 
apparatus, and had connected them with the main 
line, so as to make these observatories temporary 
telegraph offic’s; having rented the line of the 
Telegraph Company for astronomical purposes 
only. Professor Bache had also, at the expense of 
the survey, crected the temporary observatory at 
Jersey city, and engaged the services of Professor 
Loomis, the late distinguished director of the 
Western Reserve Observatory, now in the chair of 
physics in the New York University. He had also 
engaged the services of Professor 
rector of the observatory of the Central High 
School of Philadelphia. Lieutenant Maury, the 
superintendent of the National Observatory, had, 
early in 1845, tendered to Professor Bache the co- 
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operation of that establishment. The arrangement 
of the details of the work was entrusted to Sears 
C. Walker, one of the assistants of the survey. It 
is understood that a full and detailed report of these 
operations will be made this autumn, by the super- 
intendent, to the secretary of the treasury. As 
some partial notices of the work have already found 
their way prematurely into the public prints, we 
are authorized to lay hefore our readers, in an au- 
thentic form, a general view of the nature of these 
operations, of which the results will, in proper time, 
be made public. 

The clocks at the observatories having been care- 
fully regulated by astronomical observations, at 10 
P. M., possession of the line for the night is given 
over to the astronomers, and skilful operators ac- 
companying them at each station. 

The performances of the 3d of August, 1847, 
may be quoted as an example of a successful night’s 
work. The source of electrical power was a 
Grove’s constant battery, having forty-four half-pint 
cups. The magnets were adjusted by the operators, 
and twenty clock signals were given by Mr. Zant- 
zinger, the operator at Jersey city, at intervals of 
ten seconds each, and at coincidences with the clock 
beats. These twenty iy a were compared with 
the Jersey city clock by Professor Loomis, and by 
Professor Hubbard, U. S. N., (then on a visit to 
Jersey city.) The same Py were received and 
compared with the clock of the Philadelphia observ- 
atory by three observers, Messrs. Walker, Rey- 
nolds, and Mason, (Professor Kendal] being absent. 
The same set of twenty signals was also receive 
and compared with the clock at the Washington 
observatory by Professor Keith, the officer charged 
with this duty by Lieutenant Maury. 

In the same manner the twenty signals from 
Philadelphia and from Washington were recorded 
at the three stations. It is known that no two 
observers, with the same transit instrument and 
clock, obtain for it the same correction. Each has 
his peculiar habit of seeing and hearing. It be- 
came necessary for all the observers to meet to- 
gether, and to make observations at the same place, 
on the same evening, with the same instruments, 
in order to find the reduction of each one’s clock 
correction to a normal or average value. 

After applying this correction for the peculiarities 
of the observers, it may be presumed, from the ex- 
cellence of the instruments and experience of the 
observers, that the corrected clocks at Washington, 
Philadelphia, and Jersey city, indicated the true 
siderial time of these meridians, within a quarter— 
perhaps within a tenth part—of a second. 

The method adopted of observing zenith stars be- 
fore and after reversal of the transit instrument, 
gives to the clock time, after correcting for persona] 
equations, a precision little short of the actual level- 
ling. Now, with the levels in use at these places, 
a second of arc, or seventy feet of longitude, is rep- 
resented by a line, or tenth of an inch. The pre- 
cision of a full night’s work may he readily reduced 
within forty feet, so far as the levelling instrument 
is concerned. 

If these clocks, or chronometers, so corrected, 
could be suddenly brought side by side, without de- 
ranging their motions, a simple comparison of their 
corrected readings for the same instant of time 
would give the difference of longitude, with a pre- 
cision not far short of the clock corrections them- 
selves, or of the levelling observations on which 
they chiefly depend. ‘This method forms the basis 
of the chronometer expeditions, of which extensive 
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and successful use was made by Robert Treat Paine, 
Esq., in the Massachusetts survey. 

It is in the same manner that the observatories 
of Liverpool, England, and of Cambridge, New 
England, have been connected together by William 
Cranch Bond, Esq., by means of the chronometers 
of the Liverpool steamers. 

But the magnetic telegraph method oe 
with the transportation of chonometers, only 
transports the essential portion, viz., the clock beat 
itself. 

The practised observer can readily strike on his 
key with such precision that the most delicate ear 
cannot distinguish any want of accord between the 
clock beats and the key beats. This method of 
beating time resembles the process of the leader of 
an orchestra. 

So far, then, as the giving of signals is concerned, 
no error need be EEE RER But the party who, 
at another observatory, receives this signal and en- 
ters the clock time of it, according to the best of 
his pemen, is liable to three separate and inde- 
pendent sources of error. 

The first is in the time (if any) employed by the 
electro-magnetic fluid or wave, in traversing, for 
instance, the two hundred and fifty miles of the 
wire that connects the Washington and Jersey city 
observatories. 

The second is the time that elapses after the fluid 
or wave has traversed the interval and commenced 
the induction of magnetic action in the receiving 
magnet, and before it brings up the armature, and 
causes an armature beat that is recorded by the re- 
ceiving observer. 

The żhird is the error committed by the receiving 
observer, in noting the fraction of a second between 
the clock beats preceding and following his arma- 
ture beat. 

From this enumeration of the sources of error, it 
appears that, when we take the mean of the two 
values for the longitude between two observatories 
by the eastern and the western signals, the result 
requires four corrections :—one is for the difference, 
or personal equation, of the clock corrections; one 
is for that of clock notings; a third is for that of 
circuit time, (astronomically, aberration time ;) and 
a fourth for that of armature time. 

The first two corrections are ascertained by bring- 
ing the two observers together. The sum of the 
other two may be obtained by subtracting the longi- 
tude, by easfern signals, from the longitude by 
western signals. Half the remainder is the sum of 
the two circuit times and of the two armature times. 

Now, the more the experiments are repeated, and 
the greater the care bestowed on them, the more near- 
ly does the sum of these four errurs approach to noth- 
ing. The conclusion from this circumstance is 
Irresistible, that if the sum of these two pairs of 
quantities (all positive) is inappreciable, the differ- 
ence between the two similar individuals of these 
pairs is, for a stronger reason, insensible. 

The number of clock signals transmitted along 
the line is about a thousand; the number of clock 
notings for signals, and for personal equations, is 
about five thousand. It appears from a discussion 
of them, as might have been expected beforehand, 
that this method of determining geographical longi- 
tude between the stations of a trigonometrical sur- 
vey, first put into successful practice by Dr. Bache, 
is free from all appreciable sources of constant error ; 
and that a sufficient multiplication of the nights of 
observations, (those of 1846 include eleven nights, ) 
must give to the astronomical department of the 
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United States coast survey a precision which, for 
want of such a method, no other nation has at- 
tained. 

Previous to the application of Morse’s ia io ip 
to purposes of geodesy by Dr. Bache, (with the 
exception of Robert Treat Paine’s stations in New 
England,) hardly two points in America, out of 
sight of each other, could be relied upon for longi- 
tudes obtained by astronomical methods, within a 
thousand feet. After its free use in the United States 
coast survey, it may happen that this uncertainty 
of a thousand feet may be reduced below a hundred 
—a degree of precision hardly attained to by any 
two observations in Europe. ; 


IN THE WEST. 


SHIP-BUILDING IN THE WEST. 


We have no doubt that the building of sea ves- 
sels will hereafter become a much more important 
interest to the west than it has heretofore been. The 
experiments in ship-building that have already been 
made have succeeded admirably, and the enterprise 
of those who have engaged in that branch of indus- 
try has been properly rewarded. That the west 
possesses peculiar advantages for ship-building is 
known to all who have ever devoted attention to the 
subject. We have timber, iron, hemp, and every 
material that enters into the construction of ships, 
in great abundance, and the skill to put them to- 
gether in their most perfect form. The vessels that 
have been built on the Ohio have been noticed in 
the seaports for their excellence, and have made 
their trips in such time as to prove themselves to be 
good sailers. 

We take the subjoined article, in relation to this 
interesting subject, from a late Philadelphia pa- 

ri— 

“ Our attention has been attracted, within a few 
days past, to a remarkably beautiful bark iying at 
the foot of Washington street wharf, Southwark, 
the history of which, we know, would awaken the 
interest of our citizens. She is named the John 
Farnum, in honor of the senior partner of the firm 
of Farnum, Newhall & Co., of thiscity. The bark 
was built in Marietta, Ohio, by Capt. William Knox, 
for Messrs. A. & I. Waters, of that place, who are 
engaged extensively in the project of oe bain 

‘c This vessel is built in modern and approved 
style, and, in the judgment of many, will favorably 
compare with the best and prettiest of the eastern 
built ships. 

“ The John Farnum was sent laden with Ohio corn 
to Ireland ; arrived in ‘ good order and well condi- 
tioned’ at Cork, and then sailed for this city. 

“ The feasibility of ship-building on the Ohio is no 
longer to be questioned. On the contrary, for many 
reasons, it appears to be an admirable investment 
for eastern capital. The difficulty of getting ves- 
sels to sea is entirely obviated; four times in the 
year a sufficient amount of water may be depended 
upon in the Ohio and Mississippi, and, with the as- 
sistance of a steamer, a vessel of any ordinary 
draught may be safely towed to New Orleans from 
Marietta, a distance of two thousand miles, in less 
than eight days. Nor is there any difficulty in pro- 
curing freight at Cincinnati or other places at any 
time, of pork, flour, or other western produce, for the 
eastern cities, which will pay a net profit of twenty 
per cent., on the cost of the vessel. 

‘¢ The Marietta ship-builders have all the timber 
necessary within a few miles of the place; the best 
white oak, white pine, black locust, and black wal- 
nut. The durability of the work and materials may 
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be judged of by the fact, that the ship Rufus Put- 
nam, which was built in Marietta, in 1810, is still 
in active employ, and in good condition. 

‘“ Timber in the east is gradually becoming more 
scarce and expensive, and it appears to us that, 
sooner or later, the attention of our ship-builders 
must be directed to the west for their supplies.” 

Now, if the above estimate is correct, and if, as 
we presume is the case, the cost of timber is much 
less on this river than it is in the neighborhood of 
the eastern ports, why are we not to expect the 
establishment of extensive ship-yards on the Ohio, 
Kentucky, Cumberland, and Tennessee rivers? 
We have all the materials of which a vessel is built 
and fitted for sea, in the greatest abundance. Tim- 
ber is abundant on the banks of all our rivers, for 
the hull; pine is found on the Alleghany, Tennes- 
see, and Cumberland, for masts and spars; while 
all around us is iron for bolts, anchors, and chains, 
and hemp for cordage. When the ship is com- 
pleted, we have freight for her suitable to any for- 
eign market. Why should we continue tributary 
to the east for the facilities of sending our great 
staples to the consumers, and why cannot we avoid, 
in part, the heavy duties at New Orleans, in the 
shape of commissions, expenses of reshipment, &c., 
with which our produce is now burdened? We 
are glad to learn that a vessel is now building at 
the mouth of Salt river, by Messrs. Cunningham 
& Rogers, of this city, and that a Philadelphia and 
New Jersey company have recently invested a large 
capital at Paducah, in a ship-yard and mill, and in- 
tend to ship kiln-dried corn-meal direct from their 
wharf to the foreign market. Success to the under- 
taking.—Louisville (Ky.) Journal. 


From the National Era. 
FAREWELL TO THE SEA. 


FROM THE FRENCH OF LAMARTINE. 


Around my skiff, come, ocean, play, 
And dash thy billows, cherished main ; 
Which do, like love, both night and day, 
With an eternal moaning lay, 
O’er these poetic wrecks complain. 


I love to float upon thy face, 

When, from the high and lofty shore, 
The orange tree and vine, with grace, 
Cast their dark shadows at its base, 

When timid seamen feel secure. 


Without an oar, oft, in my boat 
I fondly trust myself to thee, 
And lulling sleep try to promote, 
As on thy tossing surge I float, 
And close my eyes with apathy. 


Asa bold courser, swift and kind, 

Which goes with speed, without a rein, 
A safe asylum dost thou find, 
And, with a soft and steady wind, 

Dost bring me back in port again. 


Ab! rock, and rock, and rock once more, 
Ah! rock again, thou mighty sea ; 

Rock him who from his earliest hour 

Has felt and owned thy awful power, 
And mused on nought but woods and thee! 


When God in wisdom did ordain 5 
The sea the earth should beautify, 

One thing another should enchain, 

He made the sky shine on the main, 
And the deep sea refiect the sky. 


FAREWELL TO THE SEA. 


As freemen’s thoughts so thou art free ; 
The ships of kings thou cast’st away, 
And in thy wild insanity, 
Faithful to God, who governs thee, 
His voice alone wilt thou obey. 


Image sublime of boundless power, 
From wave to wave in vain the eye 
Does follow thee to seek a shore, 
In vain thy vastness l explore, 
As boundless as eternity. 


ac ae majestic, sweet, and grand, 

ho upon thy shores resounds, 

Or when it falls upon the strand, 

Like Zephyr’s whispers, soft and bland, 
Murmurs melodious dying sounds. 


How I love thee, when in the breeze 
My timid bark does glide on thee, 

When like a giant, as they please, 

Under its weight the running seas 
A liquid cradle make for me. 


How I Jove thee, when at his ease 

In his cool grotto Zephyr lies, 
And when thy shore, covered with trees, 
With smiles upon thy bosom sees 

Its dancing shadows and the skies. 


How I love thee, when from my poop 

A thousand streamers gayly sail, 
Play in the breeze which keeps them up, 
And crown my batteau like a cup 

Whose edge sweet flowers adorn and veil. 


How sweet, when under sunny skies 
Thy face is ruffled by the air, 
When my hand on thy surface lies, 
Thy billows fall, and swell, and rise, 
ike the soft bosom of the fair. 


Come, as my bark now glides away, 
Come, ere we part, a kiss bestow ; 
With plaintive voice now farewell say, 
And with a wild and dashing spray, 
Once more, oh sea, come wet my brow. 


And now let on thy rolling wave 

My little bark float frank and free, 
And whether ’neath the Sibyl’s cave, 
Or over Virgil’s silent grave, 

Sacred thy billows are to me. 


Upon thy shore, ’neath heaven's dome, 
Where cherished love first broke my peace, 
My soul, then softened by thy hum, 
Finds an asylum and a home, 
And wrecks of my departed bliss. 


At random float, for on the sea, 
Where’er I’m carried by the stream, 
An image in each wave I see; 
Upon thy banks, each rock, each tree, 
Brings back some youthful charming dream. 


Busutcvs. 


THE creative spirit streams, like the Nile, from 
unknown and secret sources, bursts its way through 
rocks and over mountains, enriches the regions 
through which it flows with untold wealth, and 
finally, when it empties by many mouths, increases 
the sea of knowledge.—Jacobs. 


New, bold, and inspiring ideas are only born of 
a clear head that stands over a glowing heart. 
The most precious wine is produced upon the sides 
of volcanoes. —Jacobs. 
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From the National Era. 
RANDOLPH OF ROANOKE. 


Ox, Mother Earth! upon thy lap 
Thy weary ones receiving, 

And o’er then, silent as a dream, 
Thy grassy mantle weaving ! 

Fold softly in thy long embrace 
That heart so worn and broken, 

And cool its pulse of fire beneath 
Thy shadows old and oaken. 


Shut out from him the bitter word 
And serpent hiss of scorning ; 
Nor let the storms of yesterday 
Disturb his quiet morning. 
Breathe over him forgetfulness 
Of all save deeds of kindness, 
And, save to smiles of grateful eyes, 
Press down his lids in blindness. 


There, where with living ear and eye 
He heard Potomac’s flowing, 

And, through his tall ancestral trees, 
Saw autumn’s sunset glowing, 

He sleeps—still looking to the west, 
Beneath the dark wood shadow, 

As if he still would see the sun 
Sink down on wave and meadow. 


Bard, sage, and tribune !—in himself 
All moods of mind contrasting— 

The tenderest wail of human woe, 
The scorn like lightning blasting ; 

The pathos which from rival eyes 
Unwilling tears could summon, 

The stinging taunt, the fiery burst 
Of hatred scarcely human! 


Mirth, sparkling like a diamond shower 
From lips of life-long sadness, 

Clear picturings of majestic thought 
Upon a ground of madness : 

And over all romance and song 
A classic beauty throwing, 

And laurelled Clio at his side 
Her storied pages showing. 


All parties feared him: each in turn 
Beheld its schemes disjointed, 

As right or left his fatal glance 
And spectral finger pointed. 

Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down 
With trenchant wit unsparing, 

And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand 
The robe Pretence was wearing. 


Too honest or too proud to feign 
A love he never cherished, 
Beyond Virginia’s border line 
is patriotism perished. 
While others hailed in distant skies 
Our Eagle's dusky pinion, 
He only saw the mountain bird 
Stoop o’er his Old Dominion ! 


Still through each change of fortune strange, 
Racked nerve, and brain all burning, 

His loving faith in mother-land 
Knew never shade of turning ; 

By Britain’s lakes, by Neva’s wave, 
Whatever sky was o’er him, 


He heard her rivers’ rushing sound, 
Her blue peaks rose before him. 


He held his slaves: yet made withal 
No false and vain pretences, 
Nor paid a lying priest to seek 
For scriptural defences. 
His harshest words of proud rebuke, 
His bitterest taunt and scorning, 
Fell fire-like on the northern brow, 
That bent to him in fawning. 


He held his slaves: yet kept the while 
His reverence for the Human ; 
In the dark vassals of his will 
He saw but Man and Woman! 
No hunter of God’s outraged poor 
His Roanoke valley entered ; 
No trader in the souls of men 
Across his threshold ventured.* 


And when the old and wearied man 
Laid down for his last sleeping, 

And at his side, a slave no more, 
His brother man stood weeping, 

His latest thought, his latest breath, 
To Freedom’s duty giving, 

With failing tongue and trembling hand, 
The dying blest the living. 


Oh! never bore his ancient state 
A truer son or braver! 

None trampling with a calmer scorn 
On foreign hate or favor. 

He knew her faults, yet never stooped 
His proud and manly feeling 

To poor excuses of the wrong, 
Or meanness of concealing. 


But none beheld with clearer eye 
The plague-spot o’er her spreading, 
None heard more sure the steps of Doom 
Along her future treading. 
For her as for himself he spake, 
When, his gaunt frame upbracing, 
He traced with dying hand ‘“ Remorse !”’} 
And perished in the tracing. 


As from the grave where Henry sleeps, 
From Vernon’s weeping willow, 

And from the grassy pall which hides 
The sage of Monticello, 

So from the leaf-strewn burial-stone 
Of Randolph‘s lowly dwelling, 


Virginia! o'er thy land of slaves 


A warning voice is swelling ! 


And hark! from thy deserted fields 
Are sadder warnings spoken, 
From quenched hearths, where thy exiled sons 
Their household gods have broken. 
The Curse is on thee—wolves for men, 
And briers for corn-sheaves giving ! 
Oh! more than all thy dead renown 
Were now one hero living! 
J. G. W. 


* Randolph had a hearty hatred of slave-traders, and it 
is said treated some of them quite roughly who ventured 
to cheapen his “ chattels personal.” l 

tSee the remarkable statement of Dr. Parrish, bis 
medical attendant. 
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RAILROADS IN THE INDIES. 


Tue British people are making a new movement 
upon the globe—one that interests the United States 
not a little, too—and that is, for the establishment 
of railways in the East Indies, mainly with the 
view of developing the cotton culture of the East, 
and to bring it cheap from a distance to a market 
on the sea-board. British writers in India have all 
along contended that the reason why the East India 
cotton planters could not compete with the United 
States was in the greater cost of the transportation. 
In many a province the cotton now perishes upon 
the ground because it is not worth the cost of trans- 
portation, or is wasted away in value to what is 
worse than nothing, if the transportation is at- 
tempted. Thus a serious drawback has existed 
upon the cotton fields of India which, added to in- 
experience and inferior qualities, has hitherto dis- 
couraged all competition, and given the United 
States her supremacy in the British markets. That 
supremacy, however, has been and continues to be 
such a source of annoyance to British enterprise and 
British pride, that her people have not only made 
extravagant and extraordinary enterprises success- 
fully to raise cotton in India, but are now renewing 
them with more vigor than ever, notwithstanding 
past discouragements, and, thus far, very poor suc- 
cess. Time alone, however, can develop what is 
to be their success; but one thing is quite clear, 
that what man can do England will do, with all the 
wealth of the world at her feet, and with colonies 
in such varieties of latitude and climate that they 
are well said to encircle the globe, and everywhere 
to welcome the rising sun with her morning drum- 
beat. 
In the month of August, we see by the London 
papers that an East Indian Railway rd was or- 
ganized, and that on the 20th of September the 
three commissioners appointed were to sail for the 
scene of their enterprise, with a full executive staff 
of surveyors and engineers. The Indian govern- 
ment has guarantied to the Bengal company un- 
dertaking the first enterprise a minimum dividend 
of five per cent., to commence immediately, and to 
continue for twenty-five years, or for seventeen 
years after the completed work shall have been 
opened for traffic. A free lease for ninety years of 
all the land required has also been granted by the 
same authorities. There will be no compensation 
to landholders, no competition, either now or here- 
after, with any rival applicants, and no parliamentary 
expenses. The cheerful and undivided energies of 
a government which, for such a purpose, may be 
termed despotic, will be at the ready service of the 
adventurers. It must be recollected, also, that labor 
will be abundantly and cheaply supplied, and that 
the requisite materials are furnished by the pro- 
ductions of the country in most serviceable profu- 
sion. 

The British press have for a long time past in- 
dulged in lively anticipations of what would be the 
grand spectacles in the East Indies, when all the 
Indian seas were coasted by British steamers and 
were touched by railways. It is difficult for us 
Americans, remote from the scenes, or ignorant of 
Indian geography and resources, to appreciate the 
worth of all these British visions; but there can be 
no doubt, even with the few lights before us, that 
the locomotive and the steamboat are soon to recu- 
perate and rejuvenate the earliest, the infant home 
of ancient civilization. The steam fleet of the Brit- 
ish authorities in India already exceeds sixty in 
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number, and a regular mail is running from Hong 
Kong, in China, to the Red Sea. Now, when 
there is added to this oceanic power, already con- 
stituting England the Neptune, and giving her the 
trident of the Eastern seas, the further power of 
iron roads over all the presidencies of British India, 
who does not feel that Great Britain is to be the 
Jupiter Tonans of this our earth, and that the “ In- 
dies” are emphatically at his feet? The London 
Times, in the ecstasies of the prospect before its 
countrymen, and before India, exclaims : 

“s If the sep of the plains of Bengal could 
be interchanged with the crops of the table land of 
the Deccan, or the luxuriant abundances of Can- 
deish and Tanjore be made reciprocally available for 
the ryots of either province, the desolating plagues 
of past years would be seen no more. There will 
be a check to sickness. By the means of these 
communications, the malaria of a locality or a sea- 
son may be cheaply and summarily exchanged for a 
climate more salubrious than Cumberland and more 
genial than Madeira, and the appliances of skill and 
the aids of nature may be brought home to every 
man’s door. There will be new impulses and 
opportunities for civilization. The simple or sus- 
picious native of the interior will be brought into 
easy communication with the seats of our power, 
and will appreciate more readily and deeply the 
creeds and character of a people who are now 
nearly the oldest as well as the mightiest amongst 
the rulers of his land. The commercial results of 
the enterprise would be equally extensive. The 
value of every province in India would be multiplied 
tenfold, and the wealth of that Jand of fable, which 
was so glowingly depicted and so seldom discovered 
in early days, would now really flow in full stream 
to our harbors. The cotton of Berar and Bejapoor, 
which now perishes on the ground, or is frittered 
to dust on the road, would supply work and bread 
to thousands of our industrious countrymen, and 
the produce of every loom and plough from the 
Jumna to the Cauvery would be trebled in its worth 
both to the laborious native and to the people with 
whose exports he could provide himself in exchange. 
But these benefits, great as they are, are excceded 
by the inexpressible accession to the general wel- 
fare of the poor Hindoos. There is a class of our 
readers in whose eyes philanthropy outweighs every 
other consideration, and to their notice we recom- 
mend this enterprise ; for, if the well-being of others 
is to command the cooperation of men, we do most 
boldly assert that no mission ever sailed fraught 
with more momentous interests to a vast population 
than that which is to depart from our shores on the 
20th of next September.” | 

We Americans forget, with only England, Ire- 
land, and Scotland on the map before us, and the 
North American provinces about us, that Britain 
is at this moment founding and establishing an 
empire in the Indies, as plenipotent as that we our- 
selves boast of having upon this continent. Look- 
ing at what she is now striving to bring about in 
that remote quarter of the world, and contemplating 
the vast consequences to trade, civilization, and 
Christianity that her movements threaten or prom- 
ise, we may all well join with the ‘* Times” in 
saying ‘‘no mission ever sailed fraught with more 
momentous interests’’ than that which is com 
of Mr. Macdonald Stephenson, Mr. Arthur Adams, 
and Mr. Alfred Beeston, with the engineers, &c., 
all of whom were to proceed to Calcutta in the 
steamer of the 20th.— New York Express. 
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Dr. Pusey has thought it necessary to send the 
subjoined disclaimer to the Morning Herald ;— 

‘¢ Sir—lIn consequence of a circumstantial state- 
ment copied by you from the Standard, that one 
formerly a clergyman in the English Church said 
that he had ‘ gone to Rome’ by my advice, it seems 
best to say, once for all, that if any person ever said 
myang of the sort, he was guilty of a wilful un- 
truth. I never advised any individual whatever to 
‘go to Rome,’ or leave the English Church. Such 

vice mostly comes from a very different quarter. 
On the contrary, those who know me, know well, 
that, being convinced of the Divine office and mis- 
sion of the English Church, I have never ceased to 
endeavor to remove the doubts of any who have 
applied to me. 

‘¢ I contradict this account because it was brought 
before me, and is detailed so very circumstantially ; 
bat I cannot undertake to contradict all the idle 
tales in circulation; nor, if people are willing to 
believe them, must I leave my proper duties to cor- 
rect them. 

“ [ remain your humble servant, 


“ E. B. Pusey.” 
tt Christ Church, 4th Sept.” 


Tue Morning Post states that some gentlemen, 
of high character and considerable influence with 
the middle classes of society, have determined to 
make a serious effort to establish ‘‘ a corporate or 
collegiate institution of females,” with somewhat 
similar objects in view to those of the Sisters of 
Charity on the continent. The proposal is, to estab- 
lish an institution for the maintenance and education 
of nurses and visiters of the sick and poor. The 
Bishop of London, it is said, not only sanctions the 
plan, but has consented to become president of the 
proposed institution. 


Tue Gazette publishes an order in council an- 
nouncing that copyright is secured to authors and 
composers in the ‘huriagian Union, for such works 
as may be printed and sold in Great Britain and 
ireland, and vice versa. ‘The Thuringian Union con- 
sists of the following States—Saxe-Weimar Eise- 
nach, Saxe-Altenburg, Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, Saxe- 
Meiningen, Schwarzburg- Rudolstadt, Schwarz- 
burgh-Sondershausen, Reuss-Greitz, Reuss-Loben- 
stein-Eberdorf, and Reuss-Schleitz. 


A LETTER from Rome, of the 20th August, says 
that M. Rossi, the French minister, having made 
an offer of armed protection to Cardinal Ferretti, 
the latter frankly refused it; adding, that the Pope 
had never relied on the intentions of France, and 
that he could not help considering the governments 
of France and Austria as bound by a secret com- 
pact. 

Lorn Dunponatp has addressed the elective peers 
of Scotland, offering himself as a candidate for one 
of the vacancies in the representation. He bases 
his claims on his practical knowledge of naval af- 
fairs, which may be soon called into requisition ; on 
his capability of suggesting important naval re- 
“orms ; and on his plans for improving naval warfare, 
which, at one fourth of the cost of making forts 
and ports of refuge, ‘‘ would enable the navy to 
annihilate every ship of war in the ports of Europe 
or elsewhere.’ 


‘‘Trere is scarcely any doubt,” says a letter 
from Frankfort, ‘‘ that a congress for postal reform 
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will be held in October next, at Dresden. Hanover 
has assented, and the few objections made by Ba- 
varia will be easily waived at the congress. All 
the principal postal administrations of Germany are 
agreed on the urgency of a reform.” 


Tue General Free Trade Congress will be held 
at Brussels on the 14th instant, in the Hotel de 
Ville, which has been offered by the authorities for 
the occasion. The deliberations of the congress, 
it is said, ‘* will turn upon the general principles 
which constitate the basis of political economy, and 
of the doctrine of free trade ; on the special reasons 
of each country for or against free trade; on the 
influence of the freedom of interchange on the work- 
ing classes; on the arts and sciences; on civiliza- 
tion in general; and on the maintenance of a good 
understanding between nations. Any financial ques- 
tions in connection with the freedom of commerce 
will also be discussed. The writers on political 
economy, and statistical writers of all countries, are 
invited to attend ; and the congress, in all respects, 
is ea ported to be an important one.” 

he Belgian Association for promoting the 
Liberty of Commerce has issued a circular setting 
forth the advantages of the meeting— 

“ By assembling at Brussels the individuals who 
from their exertions and position are at the head of 
the politico-economical movements of the world, the 
Belgian Association for the Liberty of Commerce 
apprehend it should take the shortest road for reduc- 
ing the difficulties and destroying the prejudices 
which continue to be opposed to the extension of 
the commercial relations between different coun- 
tries. e - ai * 

‘ Advantage has been taken of a meeting at 
Brussels for the extension of reformative punish- 
ments, (congrés penitentiare,) and of the fortunate 
coincidence of an exhibition of the products of 
Belgian industry, to call together the present con- 
gress of the friends of political economy and statis- 
tics. Its meetings will take place four days before 
those of the meeting on reformative punishments— 
that is to say, on the 16th of September. 

‘¢ The civic authorities of Brussels have placed 
the great hall of the Hotel de Ville at the disposal 
of the committee. 

‘A special committee, composed of Messrs. Corr- 
Vandermaeren and Fortamps, members of the Tri- 
bunal of Commerce and of the Committee of the 
Belgian Association, and Ad. Le Hardy de Beau- 
lieu, civil engineer and secretary of the committee, 
has been appointed to arrange the construction of 
the congress, and make provision for the personal 
comfort of its foreign associates during their stay in 
the Belgian capital.” 


Tre new regulations respecting the removal to 
Australia of the young prisoners who have complet- 
ed their term of confinement in this country, were 
carried into effect on Saturday last, for the first 
time ; between seventy and eighty male prisoners 
being conveyed from the Millbank Prison to Wool- 
wich. They will there be joined by another batch 
from the Model Prison, and will be shipped for 
Australia ; the ship calling at Cork on the way for 
more. They will all be provided with “ free tick- 
ets,” and on their arrival in Australia will be free, 
like other settlers and emigrants. 


A writer at Berlin, speaking of the protracted 
trials of the Polish prisoners for treason, says it is 
scarcely possible to imagine the conceit, the love 
of display and evident dene to attract attention, 
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which are manifested by the accused. Their studied 
and theatrical manner, from Mieroslawski down- 
wards, shows very plainly the weakness of their 
character. Dombrowski’s answer to his counsel 
was very characteristic. ‘* How do you mean to 
defend yourself?’ inquired the counsel.—‘‘ In a 
black dress coat and yellow kid gloves.” 


Mr. Georce Green, the son of the veteran aéro- 
naut, ascended in his balloon at Frankfort, on Sun- 
day, the 22d of August, during a storm. The 
voyager thus describes his trip—‘* The ascent, 
which took place at a quarter to five, excited great 
alarm and astonishment, because, just after a violent 
peal of thunder, the balloon rose asi immediately 
under the clouds from which the storm proceeded : 
when at about four thousand five hundred feet high, 
and on a level with them, several electrical dis- 
charges occurred; which afforded me the long 
wished for opportunity of observing the effect of 
lightning upon the air, as the clouds and the bal- 
loon were going abreast of each other at only a few 
hundred yards distant. The air was very much 
disturbed ; it seemed full of eddies, which agitated 
the balloon a good deal. Every fresh discharge 
communicated a vibrating motion to the balloon, 
and caused it to oscillate considerably ; while the 
rain falling on the earth made a noise like a water- 
fall at a great distance. In descending, we fell in 
with a current blowing a few points more to the 
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north, which bore us away from the storm; and 
after being up about an hour, I descended at 
Windeeken.”’ 


Mr. Charles Ellerman, of Pelham Place, Bromp- 
ton, has been taken into custody ona charge of hav- 
ing ‘been concerned in the recent manufacture of 
counterfeit Turkish piastres. It is alleged that he 
got the false coin shipped to Turkey as “iron 
nails.” The accused was taken to Marlborough 
street police-office, on Thursday ; and the magis- 
trate authorized his removal to Birmingham. 


Tue Gazetta Piemontese states that the illustrious 
composer Rossini is acting as captain of the National 
Guard of Bologna, and displays extraordinary en- 
ergy in that capacity. 


Drainace or Lanp.—We have received a cir- 
cular, issued by Mr. Hutchinson, of Manthorpe 
Lodge, Grantham, demonstrating the great advan- 
tage in draining which arises from the construction 
of air-drains for connecting head-drains in addition 
to the ordinary parallel drains. This improvement 
is shown by an experiment made by Mr. Hutchin- 
son in a ten-acre field of strong loamy soil, upon a 
clay subsoil, where the system answered perfectly. 
The conclusion at which Mr. Hutchinson arrives is, 
that drains two feet deep, with air-drains to facili- 
tate evaporation, &c., are equal to drains two feet 
six inches deep without such auxiliaries. 
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[We copy this from the National Era. It has the 
initials of J. G. Whittier. } 


THOMAS ELLWOOD. 


ComMMEND me to autobiographies! Give me the 
veritable notchings of Robinson Crusoe on his stick 
—the indubitable records of a life long since swal- 
lowed up in the blackness of darkness, traced by 
a hand the very dust of which has become undis- 
tinguishable. The fvolishest egotist who ever 
chronicled his daily experiences, his hopes and 
fears, poor plans, and vain reachings after happi- 
ness, speaking to us out of the Past, and thereby 
giving us to understand that it was quite as real 
as our Present, is in no mean sort our benefactor, 
and commands our attention, in spite of his folly. 
We are thankful for the very vanity which 
prompted him to bottle up his poor records and 
cast them into the preat sea of ‘Time, for future 
voyagers to pick up: for we note, with the deep- 
est interest, that in him too was enacted that mira- 
cle of a conscious existence, the reproduction of 
which in ourselves awes and troubles us. He, too, 
had a mother; he hated and loved ; the light from 
old-quenched hearths shone over him; he walked 
in the sunshine over the dust of those who had 
gone before hin, just as we are now walking over 
his. ‘Thes2 records of him remain, the footmarks 
af a long-extinet hia, not of mere animal organism, 
but of a being like ourselves, enabling us, by study- 
ing their hieroglyphic significance, to decipher and 
see clearly into the mystery of existence centuries 
ago. ‘The'dead generations live again in these 
old self-biographies. Incidentally, unintentionally, 
yet in the simplest and most natural manner, they 
make us familiar with all the phenomena of life 
in the by-gone ages. We are brought in contact 
with real flesh and blood men and women, not the 
rhostly outline figures which pass for such, in what 
is called History. ‘The horn lantern of the poor 
biographer, by the aid of which, with painful 
minuteness, he chronicled, from day to day, his 
own outgoings and incomings, making visible to 
us his pitiful wants, labors, trials, and tribulations 
of the stomach and of the conscience, sheds, at 
times, a strong, clear light upon contemporaneous 
activities ; what scemed before half fabulous, rises 
up in distinct and full proportion; we look at 
statesmen, philosophers, and poets, with the eyes 
of those who lived perchance their next-door neigh- 
bors, and sold them beer, and mutton, and house- 
hold stuffs, had access to their kitchens, and took 
note of the fashion of their wigs and the color of 
their breeches. Without some such light, all his- 
tory would be just about as unintelligible and 
unreal as a dimly-remembered dream. 

The journals of the early Friends or Quakers 
are in this respect invaluable. Little, it is truey 
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can be said, as a general thing, of their literary 
merits. Their authors were plain, earnest men 
and women, chiefly intent upon the substance of 
things, and having withal a strong testimony to 
bear against carnal wit and outside show and orna- 
ment. Yet, even the scholar may well admire the 
power of certain portions of George Fox’s journal, 
where a strong spirit clothes its utterance in simple 
downright Saxon words—the quiet and beautiful 
enthusiasm of Pennington—the torrent energy of 
Edward Burrough—the serene wisdom of Penn— 
the logical acuteness of Barclay—the honest truth- 
fulness of Sewell—the wit and humor of John 
Roberts, (for even Quakerism had its apostolic 
jokers, and drab-coated Robert Halls,) and last, 
not least, the simple beauty of Woolman’s Journal 
—the modest record of a life of good works and 
love. 

Let us look at the ‘* Life of Tuomas ELLwoop.” 
The book before us is a hardly-used Philadelphia 
reprint, bearing date of 1775. The original was 
published some sixty years before. It is not a 
book to be found in fashionable libraries, or noticed 
in fashionable reviews, but it is none the less 
deserving of attention. 

Ellwood was born in 1639, in the little town of 
Crowell, in Oxfordshire. Old Walter, his father, 
was of *‘ gentlemanly lineage,” and held a com- 
mission of the peace under Charles I. One of his 
most intimate friends was Isaac Pennington, a gen- 
tleman of estate and good reputation, whose wife, 
the widow of Sir John Springette, was a lady of 
superior endowments. Her only daughter, Guli- 
elma, was the playmate and companion of ‘Thomas. 
On making this family a visit, in 1658, in company 
with his futher, he was surprised to find that they 
had united with the Quakers—a sect then littlo 
known, and everywhere spoken against. Passing 
through the vista of nearly two centuries, let us 
cross the threshold, and look with the eyes of 
young Ellwood upon this Quaker family. It will 
doubtless give us a good idea of the earnest and 
solemn spirit of that age of religious awakening. 


“ So great a change from a free, debonair, and 
courtly sort of behavior, which we had formerly 
found there, into so strict a gravity as they now 
received us with, did not a little amuse us, and dis- 
appointed our expectations of such a pleasant visit 
as we had promised ourselves. 

‘© For my part, I sought, and at length found, 
means to cast myself into the company of the daugh- 
ter, whom I found gathering flowers in the garden, 
attended by her maid, also a Quaker. But when I 
addressed her after my accustomed manner, with 
intention to engage her in discourse, on the foot 
of our former acquaintance, though she treated me 
with a courteous mien, yet, as young as she was, 
the gravity of her looks and behavior struck such 
an awe upon me, that I found myself pot so much : 
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master of myself as to pursue any further converse 
with her. 

“ We staid dinner, which was very handsome, 
and lacked nothing to recommend it to me but the 
want of mirth and pleasant discourse, which we 
could neither have with them, nor, by reason of 
them, with one another ; the weightiness which was 
upon their spirits and countenances keeping down 
the lightness that would have been up in ours.” 


Not long after, they made a second visit to their 
sober friends, spending several days, during which 
they attended a meeting, in a neighboring farm- 
house, where we are introduced by Ellwood to 
two remarkable personages—Epwarp Burrovcn, 
the friend and fearless reprover of Cromwell, and 
by far the most eloquent preacher of his sect ; and 
James Naytor, whose melancholy after history 
of fanaticism, cruel sufferings, and beautiful repent- 
ance, is so well known to the readers of English 
history under the protectorate. Under the preach- 


ing of these men, and the influence of the Penning- 


ton family, young Ellwood was brought into fellow- 
ship with the Quakers. Of the old justice’s sorrow 
and indignation at this sudden blasting of his hopes 
and wishes in respect te his son, and of the trials 
and difficulties of the latter in his new vocation, it 
8 now scarcely worth while to speak. Let us step 
forward a few years, to 1662, considering mean- 
time how matters, political and spiritual, are 
changed in that brief period. Cromwell—the 
Maccabeus of Puritanism—is no longer among 
men; Charles the Second sits in his place ; pro- 
fane and licentious cavaliers have thrust aside the 
. Sleek-haired, painful-faced Independents, who used 
to groan approval to the scriptural illustrations of 
Harrison and Fleetwood; men easy of virtue, 
‘without sincerity, either in religion or politics, 
occupying the places made honorable by the Mil- 
tons, and Pyms, and Vanes of the commonwealth. 
Having this change in view, the light which the 
farthing candle of Ellwood sheds upon one of 
these illustrious names will not be unwelcome. In 
his intercourse with Penn, and other learned 
‘Quakers, he had reason to lament his own de- 
ficiencies in scholarship, and his friend Pennington 
undertook to put him in a way of remedying the 
. defect. 


« He had,” says Ellwood, ‘ an intimate acquaint- 
ance with Dr. Paget, a physician of note in London, 
and he, with John Milton, a gentleman of great note 
for learning throughout the learned world, for the 
accurate picces he had written on various subjects 
and occasions. 

“ This person, having filled a public station in 
the former times, lived a private and retired life in 
London, and, having lost his sight, kept always a 
man to read for him, which usually was the son of 
some gentleman of his acquaintance, whom, ia kind- 
ness, he took to improve in his Jearning. 

‘““Thus, by the mediation of my friend, Isaac 
Pennington with Dr. Paget, and through him with 
John Milton, was I admitted to come to him, not as 
a servant to him, nor to be in the house with him, 
but only to have the liberty of coming to his house 
at certain hours when I would, and read to him 
what books he should appoint, which was all the 
favor Í desired. 


THOMAS ELLWOOD. 


« He received me courteously, as well for the 
sake of Dr. Paget, who introduced me, as of Isaac 
Pennington, who recommended me, to both of 
whom he bore a good respect. And, having in- 
quired divers things of me, with respect to my for- 
mer progression in learning, he dismissed me te 
provide myself with such accommodations as might 
be most suitable to my studies. 

“ I went, and took lodgings as near to his house 
(which was then in Jewen street) as I conveniently 
could, and from thenceforward went every day in 
the afternoon, except on the first day of the week, 
and, sitting by him in his dining room, read to him 
such books in the Latin tongue as he pleased to 
have me read. 

‘* He, perceiving with what earnest desire I had 
pursued learning, gave me not only all the eneour- 
agement, but all the help he could. For, having a 
curious ear, he understood by my tone when I 
understood what I read, and when I did not, and 
accordingly could stop me, examine me, and open 
the most difficult passages to me.” 


Thanks, worthy Thomas, for this glimpse into 
John Milton’s dining-room ! 

He had been with ‘‘ Master Milton,” as he calls 
him, only a few weeks, when, being one “ first 
day morning,” at the Bull and Mouth meeting, 
Aldersgate, the train-bands of the city, ‘ with great 
noise and clamor,’’ headed by Maj. Rosewell, fell 
upon him and his friends. ‘The immediate cause 
of this onslaught upon quiet worshippers was the 
famous plot of the Fifth Munarchy men, grim old 
fanatics, who (like the Millerites of the present day) 
had been waiting long for the personal reign of 
Christ and the saints upon earth, and, in their zeal 
to hasten such a consummation, had sallied into 
London streets with drawn swords and matchlocks. 
The government took strong measures for sup- 
pressing dissenters’ meetings or ‘‘ conventicles ;’’ 
and the poor Quakers, although not at all impli- 
cated in the disturbance, sutlcred more severely 
than any others. Let us look at the ‘‘ freedom of 
conscience and worship” in England under that 
irreverent Defender of the Faith, Charles 1I. El- 
wood says: ‘* He that commanded the party gave 
us first a general charge to come out of the room. 
But we, who came thither at God's requiring to 
worship Him, (like that good man of old, who 
said, we ought to obey God rather than man,) 
stirred not, but kept our places. Whereupon, he 
sent some of his soldiers among us, with command 
to drag or drive us out—which they did roughly 
enough.” Think of it, grave men and women, 
and modest maidens, sitting there with calm, im- 
passive countenances, motionless as death, the pikes 
of the soldiery closing about them in a circle of 
bristling steel! Brave and true ones! Not m 
vain did ye thus oppose God’s silence to the Devil’s 
uproar—Christian endurance and calm persistence 
in the exercise of your rights as Englishmen and 
men to the hot fury of impatient tyranny! From 
your day down to this, the world has been the 
better for your faithfulness. 

Ellwood and some thirty of his friends were 
marched off to prison in old Bridewell, which, as 
well as nearly all the other prisons, was already 
crowded with Quaker prisoners. One of the rooms 
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of the prison was used as a torture chamber. ‘‘] 
was almost affrighted;’’ says Ellwood, ‘‘ by the 
dismalness of the place ; for, besides that the walls 
were all laid over with black, from top to bottom, 
there stood in the middle a great whipping-post.’’ 

* The manner of whipping there is, to strip the 

rty to the skin, from the waist upward, and, hav- 
ing fastened him to the whipping-post, (so that he 
can neither resist nor shun the strokes,) to lash his 
naked body with long, slender twigs of holly, which 
will bend almost like thongs around the body; and 
these, having little knots upon them, tear the skin 
and flesh, and give extreme paion.” 


To this terrible punishment aged men and deli- 
cately nurtured young females were often subjected 
during this season of hot persecution. 

From the Bridewell Ellwood was at length 
removed to Newgate, and thrust in, with other 
“ Friends,” amidst the common felons. He speaks 
of this prison, with its thieves, murderers, and 
prostitutes, its over-crowded apartments, and loath- 
some cells, as ‘‘ a hell upon earth.” In a closet, ad- 
joining the room where he was lodged, lay for sev- 
eral days the quartered bodies of Phillips, Tongue, 
and Gibbs, the leaders of the Fifth Monarchy 
rising, frightful and loathsome, as they came from 
the bloody hand of the executioners! These 
ghastly remains were at length obtained by the 
friends of the dead, and buried. The heads were 
ordered to be prepared for setting up in different 
parts of the city. Read this grim passage of 
description :— 

“ I saw the heads when they were brought to be 
boiled. The hangman fetched them in a dirty 
basket, out of some by-place, and setting them down 
among the felons, he and they made sport of them. 
They took them by the hair, flouting, jeering, and 
laughing at them; and then, giving them some ill 
names, boxed them on their ears and cheeks ; which 
done, the hangman put them into his kettle, and 
parboiled them with bay salt and cummin seed : that 
to keep them from putrefaction, and this to keep 
off the fowls from seizing upon them. The whole 
sight, as well that of the bloody quarters first, as 
this of the heads afterwards, was both frightful and 
loathsome, and begat an abhorrence in my nature.” 


At the next session of the municipal court at the 
Old Bailey, Ellwood obtained his discharge. After 
paying a visit to ‘‘my Master Milton,” he made 
his way to Chalfont, the home of his friends the 
Penningtons, where he was soon after engaged as 
a Latin teacher. Here he seems to have had his 
trials and temptations. Gulielma Springette, the 
daughter of Pennington’s wife, his old playmate, 
had now grown to be ‘‘ a fair woman of marriage- 
able age,” and, as he informs us, ‘‘ very desirable, 
whether regard was had to her outward person, 
which wanted nothing to make her completely 
comely, or to the endowments of her mind, which 
were every way extraordinary, or to her outward 
fortune, which was fair.” From all which, we 
are not surprised to learn that ‘‘ she was secretly 
and openly sought for by many of almost every 
rank and condition.” ‘‘To whom,” continues 
Thomas, ‘in their respective turns, (till he at 
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length came for whom she was reserved,) she ca~- 
ried herself with so much evenness of temper, suc :: 
courteous freedom, guarded by the strictest mo: - 
esty, that as it gave encouragement or ground c: 
hope to none, so neither did it administer any ma:-- 
ter of offence or just cause of complaint to any.” 

Beautiful and noble maiden! How the imag - 
ination fills up this outline limning of thee by th 
friend, and, if truth must be told, admirer! Serene. 
courteous, healthful—a ray of tenderest and blanc- 
est light, shining steadily in the sober gloom oi 
that old household! Confirmed Quaker as she ic. 
shrinking from none of the responsibilities and 
dangers of her profession, and therefore liable at 
any time to the penalties of prison and whipping- 
post, under that plain garb and in spite of tha 
‘“ certain gravity of look and behavior” which, ax 
we have seen, on one occasion awed young Ell- 
wood into silence, youth, and beauty, and refine- 
ment assert their prerogatives; Jove knows no 
creed, and the gay, and titled, and wealthy, crowd 
around her, suing in vain for her favor. 

‘¢ Followed, like the tided Moon, 
She moves as calmly on,” 


“ until he at length comes for whom she was 
reserved,” and her name is united with that of 
one worthy even of her—the wise, and gifted, an: 
world-renowned WILLIAM PENN. 

Meantime, one cannot but feel a good degree of 
sympathy with young Ellwood, her old schoolmate 
and playmate, placed, as he was, in the sam: 
family with her, enjoying her familiar conversatio: : 
and unreserved confidence ; and, as he says, th. 
“ advantageous opportunities of riding and walkin; 
abroad with her, by night as well as by day, witl.- 
out any other company than her maid; for, se 
great, indeed, was the confidence that her mothe’ 
had in me, that she thought her daughter safe, if ! 
was with her, even from the plots and designs of 
others upon her.” So near, and yet, alas! in 
truth, so distant! The serene and gentle light 
which shone upon him, in the sweet solitudes of 
Chalfont, was that of a star, itself unapproachable. 
As he himself meekly intimates, she was reserved 
for another. He seems to have fully understood 
his own position in respect to her; although, to 
use his own words, ‘‘ others, measuring me by the 
propensity of their own inclinations, concluded |! 
could steal her—run away with her and marry 
her.” Little did these jealous surmisers know ot 
the true and really heroic spirit of the young Latin 
master. His own apology and defence of his con- 
duct, under circumstances of temptation which St. 
Anthony himself could have scarcely better re- 
sisted, will not be amiss ’ 

‘¢T was not ignorant of the various fears which 
filled the jealous heads of some CER me, 
neither was I so stupid nor so divested of all hu- 
manity as not to be sensible of the real and innate 
worth and virtue which adorned that excellent dame, 
and attracted the eyes and hearts of so many, with 
the greatest importunity, to seek and solicit her: 
nor was I so devoid of natural heat as not to feel 
some sparklings of desire, as well as others ; but the 
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force of truth and sense of honor suppressed what-(ton’s son, is trite, but not inaptly or inelegantly 


ever would have risen beyond the bounds of fair and 
virtuous friendship. For I easily foresaw, that, if 
I should have attempted anything in a dishonorable 
way, by fraud or force, upon her, I should have 
thereby brought a wound upon mine own soul, a 
foul scandal upon my religious profession, and an 
infamous stain upon mine honor, which was far 
more dear unto me than my life. Wherefore, having 
obeerved how some others had befooled themselves, 
by misconstruing her common kindness (expressed 
in an innocent, open, free, and familiar conversation, 
springing from the abundant affability, courtesy, 
and sweetness of her natural temper) to be the effect 
of a singular regard and peculiar affection to them, 
I resolved to shun the rock whereon they split; and, 
remembering the saying of the poet— 
‘ Felix quem faciunt aliena Pericula cantum,’ 


I governed myself in a free yet respectful carriage 
towards her, thereby preserving a fair reputation 
with my friends, and enjoying as much of her favor 
and kindness, in a virtuous and firm friendship, as 
was fit for her to show or for me to seek.” 


Well and worthily said, poor Thomas! What- 
ever might be said of others, thou, at least, wast 
no coxcomb. Thy distant and involuntary admi- 
ration of ‘‘ the fair Guli’’ needs, however, no ex- 
cuse. Poor human nature, guard it as one may, 
with strictest discipline and painfully cramping 
environment, will sometimes act out itself; and, in 
thy case, not even George Fox himself, knowing 
. thy beautiful young friend, (and doubtless admiring 
her too, fer he was one of the first to appreciate 
and honor the worth and dignity of woman,) could 
have found it in his heart to censure thee! 

At this period, as was indeed most natural, our 
young teacher solaced himself with occasional ap- 
peals to what he calls ‘‘ the Muses.” ‘There is rea- 
son to believe, however, that the Pagan sisterhood 
whom he ventured to invoke seldom graced his 
study with their personal attendance. In these 
rhyming efforts, scattered up and down his journal, 
there are occasional sparkles of genuine wit, and 
passages of keen sarcasm, tersely and fitly ex- 
pressed. Others breathe a warm devotional feel- 
ing; in the following brief prayer, for instance, 
the wants of the humble Christian are condensed 
in a manner worthy of Quarles or Herbert : 


“Oh! that mine eye might closed be 
To what concerns me not to see ; 
That deafness might possess mine ear 
To what concerns me not to hear ; 
That Truth my tongue might always tie 
From ever speaking foolishly ; 
That no vain thought might ever rest 
Or be conceived in my breast ; 
That by each word, and deed, and thought, 
Glory may to my God be brought ! 
But what are wishes! Lord, mine eye 
On Thee is fixed, to Thee I cry: 
Wash, Lord, and purify my heart, 
And make it clean in every part; 
And when ’tis clean, Lord, keep it too, 
For that is more than I can do.” 


The thought in the following extracts from a 
poem, written on the death of his friend Penning- 


expressed : 
‘* What ground, alas, has any man 
To set his heart on things below, 
Which, when they seem most like to stand, 
Fly like the arrow from the how ! 
Who's now atop ere long shall feel 
The circling motion of the wheel! 


‘ The world cannot afford a thing 
Which to a well-composcd mind 
Can any lasting pleasare bring, 
But in itself its grave wil) find. 
All things unto their centre tend— 
What had beginning must have end! 


‘* No disappointment can befall 
Us, having Him who ‘s ALL IN ALL! 
What can of pleasure him prevent 
Who hath the Fountain of Content?” 

In the year 1663 a severe law was enacted 
againet the ‘‘sect called Quakers,” prohibiting 
their meetings, with the penalty of banishment for 
the third offence! The burden of the prosecution 
which followed fell upon the Quakers of the me- 
tropolis, large numbers of whom were heavily 
fined, imprisoned, and sentenced to be banished 
from their native land. Yet, in time, our worthy 
friend Ellwood came in for his own share of trouble, 
in consequence of attending the funeral of one of 
his friends. An evikdisposed justice of the coun- 
ty obtained information of the Quaker gathering ; 
and, while the body of the dead was ‘‘ borne on 
Friends’ shoulders through the strect, in order to 
be carried to the burying-ground, which was at 
the town’s-end,’’ says Ellwood, ‘t he rushed out 
upon us with the constables and a rabble of rude 
fellows whom he had gathered together, and, hav- 
ing his drawn sword in his hand, struck one of the 
foremost of the bearers with it, commanding them 
to set down the coffin. But the Friend, who was 
so stricken, being more concerned for the safety of 
the dead body than for his own, lest it should fall, 
and any indecency thereupon follow, held the cof- 
fin fast; which the justice observing, and being 
enraged that his word was not forthwith obcyed, 
set his hand to the coffin, and with a forcible thrust 
threw it off from the bearers’ shoulders, so that it 
fell to the ground in the middle of the street, and 
there we were forced to leave it; for the consta- 
bles and rabble fell upon us. and drew some and 
drove others into the inn. Of those thus taken,” 
continues Eliwood, ‘‘ I] wasone. They picked out 
ten of us, and sent us to Aylesbury jail. 

“ They caused the body to lic in the open street 
and cartway, so that all travellers that passed, 
whether horsemen, coaches, carts, or wagons, were 
fain to break out of the way to go by it, until it 
was almost night. And then, having caused a 
grave to be made in the unconsecrated part of what 
is called the churchyard, they forcibly took the 
body from the widow, and buried it there.’’ 

He remained a prisoner only about two months, 
during which period he comforted himself by such 
verse-making as follows, reminding us of similar 
enigmas in Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress : 


THOMAS 


“« Lo! a Riddle for the wise, 
In the which a Mystery lies. 


tt RIDDLE. 


« Some men are free whilst they in prison lie ; 
Others who ne’er saw prison, captives die. 


tt CAUTION. 


‘¢ He that can receive it may, 
He that cannot, let him stay, 
Not be hasty, but suspend 
Judgment till he sees the end. 

‘© SOLUTION. 


‘He ’s only free indeed, who’s free from sin, 
And he is fastest bound, that ’s bound therein.”’ 


In the mean time, where is our ‘‘ Master Mil- 
ton?’ We left him deprived of his young com- 
panion and reader, sitting lonely in his small 
dining-room, in Jewen street. It is now the year 
i665—is not the pestilence in London !—A sinful 
and godless eity, with its bloated bishops, fawning 
around the Nell Gwyns of a licentious and profane 
Defender of the Faith—its swaggering and drunken 
cavaliers—its ribald jesters—its obscene ballad- 
singers—its loathsome prisons, crowded with God- 
fearing men and women—is not the measure of 
its iniquity already filled up? Three years only 
have passed since the terrible prayer of Vane went 
upward trom the scaffold on Tower Hill : ‘‘ When 
my blood is shed upon the block, let it, oh God, 
have a voice afterward !’’ Audible to thy ear, oh 
bosom friend of the martyr! has that blood cried 
from earth ; and now, how fearfully is it answered ! 
Like the ashes which the seer of the Hebrews cast 
towards heaven, it has returned in boils and blains 
wpon the proud and oppressive city. John Milton, 
sitting blind in Jewen street, has heard the toll of 
the death bells, and the night-long rumble of the 
burial-carts, and the terrible summons, ‘‘ Brine 
ovr your DEAD!” ‘The Angel of the Plague, in 
yellow mantle, purple-spotted, walks the streets. 
Why should he tarry in a doomed city, forsaken 
of God? Is not the command, even to him, 
“t Arise! and fice for thy life?’ In some green 
nook of the quiet country, he may finish the great 
work which his hands have found to do. He be- 
thinks him of his old friends, the Penningtons, and 
his young Quaker companion, the patient and 
gentle Ellwood. ‘‘ Wherefore,” says the latter, 
“ some little time before I went to Aylesbury jail, 
I was desired by my quondam Master Milton to 
take an house for him in the neighborhood where 
I dwelt, that he mizht go out of the city for the 
safety of himself and his family, the pestilence then 
growing hot in London. Itook a pretty box for 
him in Giles Chalfont, a mile from me, of which 
{Í gave him notice, and intended to have waited on 
him and szen him well settled, but was prevented 
by that imprisonment. But now being released 
and returned home, I soon made a visit to him, to 
welcome him into the country. After some com- 
mon discourse had passed between us, he called 
for a manuscript of his, which having brought, he 
delivered to me, bidding me take it home with me 
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and read it at my leisure, and when I had so done, 
return it to him with my judgment thereupon.”’ 
Now, what does the reader think young Ellwood 
carried in his great-coat pocket across the dikes 
and hedges and through the green lanes of Giles 
Chalfont that autumn day? Let us look further: 
‘ When I came home, and had set myself to read 
it, I found it was that excellent poem which he 
entitled Parapise Lost. After I had, with the 
best attention, read it through, I made him another 
visit; and, returning his book with due acknowl- 
edgment of the favor he had done me in commu- 
nicating it to me, he asked me how I liked it, and 
what I thought of it, which I modestly but freely 
told him; and, after some further discourse about 
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it, I pleasantly said to him, ‘ Thou hast said much 


here of Paradise Lost; what hast thou to say of 
Paradise Found?’ He made me no answer, but 
sat some time in a muse, then brake off that dis- 
course, and fell upon another subject.” 

‘ I modestly but freely told him what I thought” 
of Paradise Lost! What he told him remains a 
mystery. One would like to know more precisely 
what the first critical reader of that song ‘“‘ of 
man's first disobedience” thought of it. Fancy 
the young Quaker and blind Milton sitting some 
pleasant afternoon of the autumn of that old year, 
in ‘‘ the pretty box” at Chalfont, the soft wind 
through the open window lifting the white hair of 
the glorious old poet. Backslidden England, plague- 
smitten, and accursed with her faithless church 
and libertine king, knows little of poor ‘‘ Master 
Milton,” and takes small note of his puritanic 
verse-making. Aione, with his humble friend, he 
sits there, conning over that poem which, he fondly 
hoped, the world, which had grown all dark and 
strange to the author, ‘ would not willingly let 
die.” The suggestion in respect to Paradise 
Found, to which, as we have seen, ‘‘ he made no 
answer, but sat some time in a muse,” seems not to 
have been lost; for, ‘‘ after the sickness was 
over,” continues Ellwood, ‘‘and the city well 
cleansed, and become safely habitable again, he 
returned thither; and when afterwards I waited 
on him there, which I seldom failed of doing when- 
ever my occasions drew me 80 London, he showed 
me his second poem, called ‘ Parapise GAINED ;’ 
and, in a pleasant tone, said to me, ‘ This is owing 
to you, for you put it into my head by the question 
you put to me at Chalfont, which before I had not 
thought of.’ ” 

Golden days were these for the young Latin 
reader, even if it be true, as we suspect, that he 
was himself very far from appreciating the glorious 
privilege which he enjoyed, of the familiar friend- 
ship and confidence of Milton. But they could 
not last. His amiable host, Isaac Pennington— 
a blameless and quict country gentleman—was 
dragged from his house by a military force, and 
lodged in Aylesbury jail; his wife and family for- 
cibly cjected from their pleasant home, which was 
seized upon by the government as security for the 
fines imposed upon its owner. The plague was in 
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te village of Aylesbury, and in the very prison 
. self; but the noble-hearted Mary Pennington fol- 
„wed her husband, sharing with him the dark 
peril. Poor Ellwood, while attending a monthly 
:ieeting at Hedgerly, with six others, (among them 
one Morgan Watkins, a poor old Welshman, who, 
painfully endeavoring to utter his testimony in his 
own dialect, was suspected by the Dogberry of a 
astice of being a Jesuit trolling over his Latin,) 
vas arrested, and committed to Wiccomb House 
of Correction. 

This was a time of severe trial for the sect with 
which Ellwood had connected himself. In the 
very midst of the pestilence, when thousands per- 
ished weekly in London, fitty-four Quakers were 
aarched through the almost deserted streets, and 
; laced on board a ship, for the purpose of being 
conveyed, according to their sentence of banish- 
ment, to the West Indies. The ship lav for a long 
t:me, with many others similarly situated, a help- 
| ss prey to the pestilence. ‘Through that terrible 
utumn, the prisoners sat waiting for the summons 
of the ghastly Destroyer ; and, from their floating 
cungeon, 

« Heard the groan 
-Of agonizing ships from shore to shore ; 

Heard nightly plunged beneath the sullen wave 

The frequent corse.” 

«Vhen the vessel at length set sail, of the fifty- 
{ur who went on board, twenty-seven only were 
| ving. A Dutch privateer captured her, when two 
«1y8 out, and carried the prisoners to North Hol- 
id, where they were set at liberty.. The con- 
. tion of the jails in the city, where were large 
. ambers of Quakers, was dreadful in the extreme. 
` |-ventilated, crowded, and loathsome with the ac- 
-imulated filth of centuries, they invited the disease 
which daily decimated thcir cells. ‘t Go on !” says 
?ennington, writing to the king and bishops from 
his plague-infected cell in the Aylesbury prison, 
* try it out with the Spirit of the Lord, come 
(orth with your laws, and prisons, and spoiling of 
‘roods, and banishment, and death, if the Lord 
please, and see if ye can carry it! Whom the 
sord loveth, He can save at pleasure. Hath He 
gun to break our bonds and deliver us, and shall 
we now distrust him? Are we in a worse con- 
dition than Israel was when the sea was before 
them, the mountains on either side, and the Egyp- 
tians behind pursuing them?” 

Brave men and faithful! It is not necessary 
that the present generation, now quietly reaping 
the fruit of your hervic endurance, should see eye 
to eye with you in respect to all your testimonies 
and beliefs, in order to recognize your claim to grat- 
itude and admiration. For, in an age of hypo- 
critical hollowness and mean self-seeking, when, 
with a few noble exceptions, the very Puritans of 
Cromwell's Reign of the Saints were taking profane 
lessons from their old enemies, and putting on an 
outside show of conformity, for the sake of place 
or pardon, ye maintained the austere dignity of 
virtue, and, with king, and church, and parliament 
arrayed against you, vindicated the rights of con- 
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science, at the cost of home, fortane, and life. 
English liberty owes more to your unyielding 
firmness than to the blows stricken for her at W or- 
cester and Naseby. 

In 1667, we find the Latin teacher in attend- 
ance at a great meeting of Friends, in London, 
convened at the suggestion of George Fox, for the 
purpose of settling a little difficulty which had 
arisen among the Friends, even under the pressure 
of the severest persecution, relative to the very 
important matter of ‘* wearing the hat.” George 
Fox, in his love of truth and sincerity, in word 
and action, had discountenanced the fashionable 
doffing of the hat, and other flattering obeisances 
towards men holding stations in church or state, 
as savoring of man-worship—giving to the creature 
the reverence only due to the Creator—as undig- 
nified and wanting in due self-respect, and tending 
to support unnatural and oppressive distinctions 
among those equal in the sight of God. But some 
of his disciples evidently made much more ot 
this * hat testimony” than their teacher. One 
John Perrott, who had just returned from an un- 
successful attempt to convert the pope, at Rome, 
(where that dignitary, after listening to his exhor- 
tations, and finding him in no condition to be ben- 
efited by the spiritual physicians of the Inquisition, 
had quietly turned him over to the temporal ones 
of the Insane Hospital,) had broached the doctrine 
that, in public or private worship, the hat was not 
to be taken off, without an immediate revelation 
or call to do so! Ellwood himself seems to have 
been on the point of yielding to this notion, which 
appears to have been the occasion of a good deal 
of dissension and seandal. Under these circum- 
stances, to save truth from reproach, and an im- 
portant testimony to the essential equality of man- 
kind from running into sheer fanaticism, Fox 
summoned his tried and faithful friends together, 
from all parts of the United Kingdom, and, as it 
appears, with the happiest result. Hat-revelations 
were discountenanced, good order and harmony 
reestablished, and John Perrott’s beaver, and the 
crazy head under it, were from thenceforth power- 
less for evil. Let those who are disposed to laugh 
at this notable ecumenical Council of the Hat, 
consider that eclesiastical history has brought down 
to us the records of many larger and more impos- 
ing convocations, wherein grave bishops and learned 
fathers took each other by the beard upon matters 
of far less practical importance. 

In 1669, we find Ellwood engaged in escorting 
his fair friend, Gulielma, to her uncle's residence 
in Sussex. Passing through London, and taking 
the Tunbridge road, they stopped at Scren Oak to 
dine. The Duke of York was on the road, with 
his guards and hangers-on, and the inn was filled 
with a rude company. ‘* We hastened,” says 
Ellwood, ‘‘ from a place where we found nothing 
but rudeness ; the roysterers who swarmed there, 
besides the damning oaths they belched out aguinst 
each other, looked very sourly upon us, as if they 
prudged us the horses which we rode and the 
clothes we wore.” They had proceeded but a 
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little distance, when they were overtaken by some 
half dozen drunken rough-riding cavaliers, of the 
Wildrake stamp, in full pursuit after the beautiful 
Quakeress. One of them impudently attempted to 
pull her upon his horse before him, but was held 
at bay by Ellwood, who seems, on this occasion, 
to have relied somewhat upon his “‘ stick,” in de- 
fending his fair charge. Calling up Gulielma’s 
servant, he bade him ride on one side of his mis- 
tress, while he guarded her on the other. ‘* But 
he,” says Ellwood, ‘‘ not thinking it perhaps de- 
cent to ride so near his mistress, left room enough 
for another to ride between.” In dashed the 
drunken retainer, and Gulielma was once more in 
peril. It wasclearly no time for exhortations and 
expostulations, ‘‘ s0, says Ellwood, ‘‘ I chopped 
in upon him, by a nimble turn, and kept him at 
bay. I told him I had hitherto spared him, but 
wished him not to provoke me further. This I 
spoke in such a tonc as bespoke an high Resent- 
ment of the Abuse put upon us, and withal, pressed 
him so hard with my Horse, that I suffered him not 
to come up again to Guli.” By this time, it be- 
came evident to the companions of the ruffianly 
assailant that the young Quaker was in earnest, 
and they hastened to interfere. ‘‘ For they,” says 
Ellwood, ‘‘ seeing the contest rise so high, and 
probably fearing it would rise higher, not knowing 
where it might stop, came in to part us; which 
they did, by taking him away.” 

Escaping from these sons of Belial, Ellwood and 
his fair companion rode on through Tunbridge 
Wells, ‘‘the streets thronged with men, who 
looked very earnestly at them, but offered them no 
affront,” and arrived, late at night, in a driving 
rain, at the mansion house of Harbert Springette. 


The fiery old gentleman was so indignant at the 


insult offered to his niece, that he was with diffi- 
culty dissuaded from demanding satisfaction. at the 
hands of the Duke of York. 

This seems to have been his last ride with Gu- 
licima. She was soon after married to William 
Penn, and took up her abode at Worminghurst, in 
Sussex. How blessed and beautiful was that 
union may be understood from the following para- 
graph of a letter, written by her husband, on the 
eve of his departure for America to lay the foun- 
dations of a Christian colony : 


‘*My dear Wife! remember thou wast the love 
of my youth, and much the joy of my life—the 
most beloved, as well as the most worthy of all my 
earthly comforts; and the reason of that love was 
more thy inward than thy outward excellences, 
which yet were many. God knows, and thou know- 
est it, I can say it wasa match of Providence’s mak- 
ing ; and God’s image in us both was the first thing 
and the most amiable and engaging ornament in our 
eyes.” 

Abont this time, our friend Thomas, seeing that 
his old playmate at Chalfont was destined for an- 
other, turned his attention towards a ‘ young 
friend, named Mary Ellis.” He had been for sev- 
eral years acquainted with her, but now he ‘* found 
his heart secretly drawn and inclining towards 
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her.” ‘“‘At length,” he tells us, ‘‘ as I was sitting 
all alone, waiting upon the Lord for counsel and 
guidance in this, in itsclf and to me, important 
atliair, I felt a word swectly arise in me, as if I had 
heard a voice which said, Go, and prevail! and 
faith springing in my heart at the word, I imme- 
diately rose and went, nothing doubting.” On 
arriving at her residence, he states that he “ sol- 
emnly opened his mind to her,” which was a great 
surprisal to her, for she had taken in an appre- 
hension, as others had also done, that his eye had 
been fixed elsewhere and nearer home. ‘‘I used 
not many words to her,” he continues, ‘ but I 
felt a divine power went along with the words, and 
fixed the matter expressed by them so fast in her 
breast that, as she afterwards acknowledged to me, 
she could not shut it out.” 

“ I continued,” he says, ‘‘ my visits to my best 
beloved friend until we married, which was on the 
28th day of the eighth month, 1669. We took 
each other in a select meeting of the ancient and 
grave Friends of that country. A very solemn 
meeting it was, and in a weighty frame of spirit 
we were.” His wife seems to have had some 
estate ; and Elwood, with that nice sense of justice 
which marked all his actions, immediately made 
his will, securing to her, in case of his decease, all 
her own goods and moneys, as well as all that he 
had himself acquired before marriage. ‘“ Which,” 
he tells, ‘‘ was indeed but little, yet, by all that 
little, more than I had ever given her ground to 
expect with me.” His father, who was yet un- 
reconciled to the son’s religious views, found fault 
with his marriage, on the ground that it was un- 
lawful, and unsanctioned by priest or liturgy ; and 
consequently, refused to render him any pecuniary 
assistance. Yet, in spite of this and other rials, 
he seems to have preserved his serenity of spirit. 
After an unpleasant interview with his father, on. 
one occasion, he wrote, at his lodgings in an inn, 
in London, what he calls ‘“ A Song of Praise.’* 
An extract from it will serve to show the spirit of 
the good man in affliction ; 

‘¢ Unto the Glory of Thy Holy Name, 
Eternal God! whom Í both love and fear, 
I hereby do declare, I never came 
Before Thy throne, and found Thee loth to hear, 
But always ready with an open ear. 
And, ong sooenes Thou seem’st Thy face to 
ide 
As one that had withdrawn hia love from me, 
’T is that my Faith may to the full be tried, 
And that I thereby may the better see 
How weak I am when not upheld by Thee !”* 


The next year, 1670, an act of parliament, in 
relation to ‘‘ Conventicles,”’ provides that any per- 
son who should be present at any meeting, under 
color or pretence of any exercise of religion, in 
other manner than according to the liturgy and 
practice of the Church of England, ‘‘ should be lia- 
ble to fines of from five to ten shillings; and any 
person preaching at or giving bis house for the 
mecting, to a fine of twenty pounds—one third of 
the fines being received by the informer or inform- 
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ers.” Asa natural consequence of such a law, 
the vilest scoundrels in the land set up the trade 
of informers and heresy-hunters. Wherever a 


dissenting meeting or burial took place, there was 


sure to be a mercenary spy, ready to bring a com- 
plaint against all in attendance. The Independ- 
ents and Baptists ceased, in a great measure, to 
hold public meetings, yet even they did not escape 
prosecution. Bunyan, for instance, in these days, 
was dreaming, like another Jacob, of angels as- 
cending and descending, in Bedford prison. But 
upon the poor Quakers fell, as usual, the great 
force of the unjust enactment. Some of these spies 
or informers, men of sharp wit, close countenances, 
pliant tempers, and skilled in dissimulation, took 
the guise of Quakers, Independents, or Baptists, 
as occasion required, thrusting themselves into the 
mectings of the proscribed sects, ascertaining the 
number who attended, their rank and condition, 
and then informing against them. Ellwood, in his 
journal for 1670, describes several of these emissa- 
ries of evil. One of them came to a Friend’s house, 
in Bucks, professing to be a brother in the faith, 
but, overdoing his counterfeit Quakerism, was de- 
tected and disinissed by his host. Betaking him- 
self to the inn, he appeared in his true character, 
drank and swore roundly, and confessed over his 
cups that he had been sent forth on his mission by 
the Rev. Dr. Mew, Vice Chancellor of Oxford. 
Finding little success in counterfeiting Quakerism, 
he turned to the Baptists, where, for a time, he 
met with better success. Ellwood, at this time, 
rendered good service to his friends, by exposing 
the true character of these wretches, and bringing 
them to justice for theft, perjury, and other misde- 
meanors. 

While this storm of persecution lasted, (a period 
of two or three years,) the different dissenting sects 
felt, in some measure, a common sympathy, and, 
while guarding themselves against their common 
foe, had little Jeisure for controversy with each 
other ; but, as was natural, the abatement of their 
mutual suffering and danger was the signal for 
renewing their suspended quarrels. ‘The Baptists 
fell upon the Quakers, with pamphlet and sermon ; 
the latter replied in the same way. One of the 
most conspicuous of the Baptist disputants was the 
famous Jeremy Ives, with whom our friend Ell- 
wood seems to have had a good deal of trouble. 
“ His name,” says Ellwood, ‘‘ was up for a topping 
Disputant. He was well read in the fallacies of 
logic, and was ready in framing Syllogisms. His 
chief art Jay in tickling the humor of rude, un- 
learned, and injudicious hearers. 

The following piece of Ellwood’s, entitled ‘An 
Epitaph for Jeremy Ives,” will serve to show that 
wit and drollery were sometimes found even among 
the proverbially sober Quakers of the seventeenth 
century : 


sc Beneath this stone, depressed doth lie 
The Mirror of Hypocrisy— 
Ives, whose mercenary tongue 
Like a Weathercock was hung, 
And did this or that way play, 


THOMAS ELLWOOD. 


As Advantage led the way. 
If well hired, he would dispute, n 
Otherwise, he would be mute. x 
But, he 'd bawl for half a day, 

If he knew and liked his pay. 


“ For his person, let it pass; 
Only note his face was brass. 
His heart was like a pumice stone, 
And for Conscience he had none. 
Of Earth and Air he was composed 
With Water round abont enclosed. 
Earth in him had greatest share, 
Questionless, his life lay there ; 
Thence his cankered Envy sprung, 
Poisoning both his heart and tongue. 


“ Air made him frothy, light, and vain, 
And puffed him with a proud disdain. 
Into the Water oft he went, 

And through the water many sent, 
That was, ye know, his element! 
The greatest odds that did appear 
Was this, fur aught that I can hear, 
That he in cold did others dip, 

But did himself hot water sip. 


“ And his cause he’d never doubt, 
If well soaked o'er night in Stout ; 
But, meanwhile, he must not lack, 
Brandy, and a draught of Sack. 
One dispute would shrink a bottle 
Of three pints, if not a pottle. 
One would think he fetched from thence 
All his dreainy eloquence. 


“ Let us now bring back the Sot 
To his Aqua Vita pot, 
And observe, with some content, 
How he framed his argument. 
That his whistle he might wet, 
The bottle to his mouth he set, 
And, being Master of that Art, 
Thence he drew the Major part, 
But left the Minor still behind ; 
Good reason why, he wanted wind ; 
If his breath would have held out, 
He had Conclusion drawn, no doubt.” 


The residue of Ellwood's life seems to have 
glided on in serenity and peace. He wrote, at in- 
tervals, many pamphlets in detence of his society 
and in favor of liberty of conscience. At his hos- 
pitable residence, the leading spirits of the sect 
were warmly welcomed. George Fox and Wil- 
liam Penn seemed to have been frequent guests. 
We find that, in 1683, he was arrested for seditious 
publications, when on the eve of hastening to his 
early friend, Gulielma, who, in the absence of her 
husband, Governor Penn, had fallen dangerously 
ill. On coming before the judge, “I told him,” 
says Ellwood, ‘‘ that I had that morning received 
an express out of Sussex, that William Penn's 
wife (with whom I had an intimate acquaintance, 
and strict friendship, ah ipsis fere incunalilis, at 
least, a teneris unquiculis) lay now ill, not without 
great danger, and that she had expressed her de- 
sire that I would come to her as soon as I could.” 
The judge said, “ He was very sorry for Madam 
Penn’s illness,” of whose virtues he spoke very 
highly, but not more than was ber due. ‘Then he 
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told me, *‘ that, for her sake, he would do what he 
could to further my visit to her.” Escaping from 
the hands of the law, he visited his friend, who 
was by this time in a way of recovery ; and, on his 
return, learned that the prosecution had been aban- 
doned. l 

At about this date his narrative ceases. We 
learn, from other sources, that he continued to write 
and print m defence of his religious views up to 
the year of his death, which took place in 1713. 
One of his productions, a poetical version of the 
Life of David, may be stil] met with, in the old 
Quaker libraries. On the score of poetical merit, 
it is about on a level with Michael Drayton’s verses 
on the same subject. As the history of one of the 
firm confessors of the old struggle for religious 
freedom, as a genial-hearted and pleasant scholar, 
as the friend of Penn and Milton, and the suggest- 
er of Paravise Recainep, we trust our hurried 
sketch has not been altogether without interest ; 
and that, whatever may be the religious views of 
our readers, they have not failed to recognize a 
good and true man in Thomas Ellwood. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
PELIEF AND CONVICTION. 


Brerween these two there is all the difference in 
the world. Perhaps there are scarcely ten thieves 
or dishonest tradesmen in England who do not 
believe that ‘‘ honesty is the best policy ;’’ but the 
actual conduct of each shows clearly enough that 
they are not convinced of this truth. Men scarcely 
ever act from opinions to which they have given 
merely theoretical assent. Unless the mind has 
been compelled into conviction by the reasons and 
grounds of assent having been repeated over and 
over again, brought before their eyes, and forced 
into their attention by instances and examples con- 
stantly renewed and impressed indelibly by the 
frequency with which they are presented—unless, 
I say, this be the way in which opinions are formed, 
they have not the slightest influence over men’s 
actions. Just as in the material world the unceas- 
ing operation of some force, such as gravitation, is 
necessary to carry on and keep up with constancy 
the movement of the universe, where no mere 
casual impulse would suffice to produce aught be- 
yond a momentary start, so in the world of thought 
and moral action, it is no bare and momentary sight 
of the truth which can effect anything practical. 
The wisdom of age and experience is precisely this 
—conriction from long familiarity with the proofs 
of those truths which the young and inexperienced 
have merely read in books or heard from others. 
If you tell a young and vigorous man that he will 
injure his health by this or that practice, he will 
probably give his verbal assent; but no impression 
is made on the mind, and he proceeds to do that 
which the older man has so strongly associated with 
the feelings of pain and disease consequent on it, 
that even if he were as young and healthy, he would 
not, and could not neglect the danger. The state- 
ments of science are believed by the great mass of 
peoplo of course on trust. If you tell one who is 
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totally ignorant of astronomy, that on such a day a 
hundred years to come there will be an eclipse, he 
will believe it; but if any great stake depended 
upon it, such as his fortune or his life, he would 
immediately become restless and unsatisfied, sh8w- 
ing clearly that his beef was not conviction, whilst 
the astronomer, who had gone carefully through 
every step of the investigation, would be perfectly 
at ease. 

No one can ever become a man of decided char- 
acter, whose opinions are not thus founded on 
“ conviction,” as opposed to mere ‘‘ belief.” For 
some excellent remarks on this point, the reader is 
referred to that admirable work, ‘* Foster's Essays.” 
For, without firm grounds for his ‘ belief,” he will 
‘‘ waver about with every wind of doctrine.” If 
we examine the daily conduct of all classes of 
society, we see in every one this want of ‘‘ convic- 
tion.’ If aset of propositions were drawn up, on 
which half a million of people agreed, by nine 
tenths of them would the greater portion be violated 
in their conduct. ‘Take, for instance, a set of such 
assertions as those relating to the preservation of 
health. ‘* Fresh air is necessary,’’ ‘ Exercise is 
necessary,” ‘* Moderation in eating and drinking,” 
&c. &c. Now, if people really were concihcad of 
these facts, their conduct would show jt. But they 
are not convinced, or anything like it. Nothing is 
so difficult as to convince people of the most obvious 
and generally admitted truths, especially if their 
own welfare depends upon acting on these truths. 
You may easily enough find persons to support 
aérial machines, impossible railways, or any other 
absurdity ; but directly you try to make them act in 
accordance with principles, the truth of which they 
have admitted all their lives, you find you are talk- 
ing to empty air. If one ten-thousandth part of the 
money, time, and energy were empluyed in putting 
into practice the most simple and evident truths, 
which are now squandered in useless vagaries, the 
comfort, health, wealth, and happiness of all classes 
throughout Europe would be more advanced in two 
years than in the last two hundred years. What 
is wanted is not a crusade to preach new opinions, 
but to get everybody to act up to those he already 
has. The object to be aimed at is the substitution 
of that thorough, clear-sighted, determined ‘‘ con- 
viction” which impels a man on as effectually as if 
the pains and punishment of neglect were staring 
him in the face, and about to fall on him immediate- 
ly—the substitution of this for that lazy ‘' belief’’ 
which gives assent because it is no more trouble 
than to dissent. Money won easily is lost again 
easily: opinions taken up without much care are 
either changed in the same way, or at any rate re- 
main barren, lifeless, useless things. It is only by 
going carefully through every reason on which they 
are founded, and by thus having the mind deeply 
and frequently impressed with the reality of tho 
truth, that these profitless and empty ‘‘ beliefs’’ can 
be converted into practical principles. The differ- 
ence between one man and another will be found to 
depend very greatly on the attention he has given 
to the proofs and reasons of things. The creed of 
one man is his own property, for he has made it 
himself; that of another is made up of odds and 
ends borrowed from all sources, often disagreeing 
with each other, and having no firm foundation 
whatever. Such a man is ‘ unstable as water, and 
shall not prevail.” l 


CONVICTION. 


From Sharpe’s Magazine. 
THE MERCHANT. 


CHAPTER I. 


WE micht discover an interesting chapter of 
human lıfe, well filled with curious facts, could we 
board that noble East Indiaman just entering the 
Plymouth docks, and read the hearts and the lives, 
as well as scan the features, of the anxious crowd 
who, gathered together on her deck, appear all 
impatient to land. Seldom could we find more 
variety of character and circumstance. 

We must, of necessity, mingle with that group, 
for from among it have we to single out the chief 
subject of our tale. Ah! now you cast a curious 
eye around. It is not that young dragoon, with 
twisted moustache, and sallow skin, who, on ac- 
count of ill-health, is returning to join the depot of 
his regiment; nor is it that very lovely, delicate- 
looking woman, who, for the same cause, has been 
sent by a husband, far more advanced in years, to 
reside fora while with his family in England, on 
whom the young soldier we have just mentioned is 
bestowing many little attentions, of the same class 
as those by which he has striven to alleviate the 
dulness of the long voyage to her. It is not that 
veteran hero who has fought on so many bloody 
fields ; not that imperious judge, whose arbitrary 
behests are obeyed by his servants with trembling 
haste ; nor is it that pale, sickly widow, who presses 
her young child to her breast, and anxiously reflects 
on what welcome will await her and her orphan at 
the family hearth of him who was her protector 
and support. It isnone of these (though each may 
have a tale to tell) that I am seeking earnestly. 
But I discover him now; and though you did not 
fix on him for a hero, and exclaim triumphantly, 
“ This is he!” yet, when you mark him closer, 

you shall acknowledge that perhaps I have chosen 
well, or at least, that twenty years ago he must 
‘have been admirably qualified to sustain the char- 
acter. Navy, reader, when you are as well ac- 
guainted with him as I intend to make yon, you 
shall confess that (strange as it seems to talk of 
romance at forty!) he yet retains most of the neces- 
sary ingredients of a hero. You hinted at twenty 
ears ago. Well, it is exactly twenty years since 
mund Neville quitted his native land, never to 
set foot on her shores till this very day; and at his 
departure he was all that you may suppose him to 
have been, from what you see now. Those locks, 
now whitened by a fiery sun, by arduous toil, by 
grief of heart, were then of a glossy chestnut; 
those lips, now habitually compressed, wore then a 
smile of uncominon sweetness, into which they can 
stil] occasionally relax; those thoughtful, mournful 
eyes, then sparkled with hope; that well-propor- 
tioned figure, that wears an air of becoming dignity, 
had then an elasticity and freedom of motion at once 
graceful and exhilarating to behold, No young 
adventurer ever set out with a more sanguine spirit 
than did Edmund Neville; and now he returns 
with feelings of Joneliness and depression even far 
beyond those usually entertained by the exiles of 
many years. He had quitted Iingland an orphan, 
but not, therefore, without leaving fond hearts to 
mourn at his departure. Destitute of fortune—lov- 
ing passionately the beautiful sister of a friend, by 
whom he was in turn beloved, and who was as por- 
tionless as himself—he turned with the ardor of 
youth, and of a sanguine and energetic tempera- 
ment, to bright prospects which opened to him in 
the East, promising to return in a few, a very few 
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years, to claim Juliet Markham as his bride, and 
again to seek with her a golden land. It was 
twenty years ago that he gave that promise—and 
it is yet unfulfilled. The most indefatigable appli- 
cation was rewarded by gradual advancement; but 
she for whom all his efforts were made, meanwhile 
sickened and died, while he labored for her in a 
distant land, and did not learn, for months after the 
event, that she who animated all his endeavors had 
passed into that state in which all he could bestow 
could profit her nothing. Still he did not abandon 
his avocations ; he was far too wretched to be idle. 
In vast and splendid attempts he ran bold risks, and 
amassed princely wealth. At length he wearied 
of his labors; he felt a yearning for his native land, 
and vielded to the impulse, though to do se at that 
moment asked the sacrifice of thousands. He set 
sail for England, and proposed, the moment he 
reached her shores, to seek the dearest friend he 
possessed in her, the brother of his betrothed—a 
man happy in those domestic ties which Neville 
wanted, but slenderly furnished with the riches 
with which he was so amply supplied. 


CHAPTER II. 


Mr. Markham, holding in his hand an open Jet- 
ter, which conveyed the welcome promise of Ne- 
ville’s arrival that very evening at the Grange, was 
standing with his wife before a picture representing 
a very beautiful girl in the costume worn twenty 
years before. Both gazed on it with mournful 
reflections. At length Mr. Markham said, ‘‘ Shall 
we remove this picture, or shall we leave it here, 
Maria? Do you think that Edmund Neville will 
perceive Juliet’s strong resemblance to it? Do you 
think the sight of it will distress him?” 

«I know not what to advise,” replied Mrs. 
Markham; ‘he cannot come here without being 
reminded of his youth; he must be aware of that, 
and yet, you see, he comes. If he must see Juliet, 
he may as well see the picture; it is one and the 
same thing.” 

‘* She is so exactly in age and person what my 
sister was when he parted from her,” said Mr. 
Markham, thoughttully and sadly—‘‘so exactly 
what he may imagine her to have been when griev- 
ing over his absence. Poor Juliet! had he come 
a few months ago, when she was gay and happy, 
he would not have found a resemblance so distress- 
ing !”? 

“ Does he ever mention his betrothed to you in 
his letters?’ 

‘“ Never. He is one of those who never speak 
or write on subjects on which they feel acutely, 
unless duty calls for the exertion.”’ 

At this moment a pretty child ran into the room. 
“Tell me, dear papa,” she said, ‘‘is the great 
‘Indian Nabob’ really coming to see us ?”’ 

By this name the wealthy merchant often went 
in his friend's family, and it conveyed very myste- 
rious ideas of him to the younger members of it, 
He was half identified in their minds with the 
strange idols which once arrived in one of the boxes 
of nch Indian curiosities which had often found 
their way to the Grange. Little Marion, having 
procured an answer to her first question, had still 
an important one to propound. 

‘¢ Papa,’ she said, ‘ we all very well know how 
beautiful and good Juliet is, and that she deservee 
much more than any of us; but how did Mr. Ne 
ville guess this, that he should always mark all his 
prettiest gifts with her name?” 


Her father patted her cheek, amused by her 
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earnest curiosity, and replied with a smile, ‘‘ Prob- 
ably the benevolent fairy who presided at her 
christening, and gave her all her good gifts, floated 
across the ocean to whisper this in the ears of the 
nabob, Marion; what do you think?” 

‘© Why, I really think that is very likely, papa,” 
cried Manion, who loved the marvellous, and in her 
merry mood always feigned to credit the wildest fan- 
cies with which her favorite books abounded ; and 
those favorite books, I almost fear to confess it, were 
no other than the Arabian Nights and other tales, with 
which I and those of my generation were allowed 
to delight ourselves; and which Mr. Markham, 
remembering the exquisite pleasure which he had 
enjoyed, had the good nature, if I may not say the 
good sense, to let his children enjoy also. And now 
Juliet entered ; and you, my reader, seeing her thus 
for the first time, will wonder why Marion talked 
such nonsense as to call her beautiful, and why Mr. 
Markham appeared to hold the same opinion. hy 
should this pale girl, with her sad and serious coun- 
tenance, and her listless step, be termed beautiful ! 
Wait a little ; perhaps she will raise those drooping 
eye-lids, fringed with their long black eye-lashes ; 
then shall you behold eyes of a wondrous lustre— 
large, liquid, gray eyes—that beam with intellect 
and with feeling. Perhaps she will speak, and you 
will see a brilliant glow mount up on her cheek, and 
fade away again as quickly; you will sec two rows 
of pearly teeth ; and, if Marion can make her smile, 
you will see a hundred dimples play around her 
mouth. Ah! if you had beheld her a few months 
since, I need not have written all this to convince 
you that she is lovely. 

Juliet has not yet seen her ninetcenth birth-day. 
W hat can have worked so great a change in one so 
young Nay, reader, why ask the question? Sure 

am that every one who reads this passage can 
answer it. It is true that the heart of youth is not 
easily cast down ; it triumphs over dangers, difficul- 
ties, hardships, sufferings, poverty ; it recovers the 
loss of friends, the defeat of projects ; it can hope 
on, and continue to pursue the happiness which has 
a thousand times eluded its grasp ; it can do all this; 
but there are pangs at which older hearts mock, and 
at which it will mock too, in its turn—pangs which, 
to the young, fresh, ardent heart, are as the sever- 
ing of soul and body, inexpressibly agonizing. 

And Juliet, this beautiful young girl, what is it 
but that she has drunk the first dranght of the bitter 
waters of Marah—the waters of disappointment ! 
And before she tasted of them she fancied herself 
in the garden of Eden, so happy and rejoicing was 
she; but now it seems to her that she has suddenly 
discovered herself to be a wanderer and an outcast 
in the waste howling wilderness. Now may she, 
with George Herbert, say, not repiningly, but with 
a grateful, though a broken, spirit :— 


+ At first thou gav‘st me milk and sweetnesse— 
I had my wish and way : 
My days were strewed with flowers and happi- 
nesse— 
There was no moneth but May; 
But with my yeares sorrow did twist and grow, 
And made a party, unawares, for woe.” 


Juliet, languid as she was, shared the eager wish 
for the arrival of her father’s noble-hearted mer- 
chant friend. She knew well the history of his early 
love and grief, and could trace in memory a fair 
vision of her aunt, which she cherished with the 
utmost tenderness. Everything that remained of 
her, in the hearts and minds of those who had known 
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and loved her, and in the memorials which she had 
left behind, conveyed the impression of sô much ten- 
derness and truth, such meekness and devotion of 
spirit, such touching resignation, that Juliet could 
not but believe that she had been a being rarely 
equalled, and never to be forgotten. She felt that 
she could conceive and sympathize with the feelings 
of him who was now about to return to her home, 
and would find her not. She contrasted their fates 
with her own; and, though she wept for them, the 
tears which she shed for herself were far more 
bitter. They had loved with unbroken constancy 
and unshaken trust. Juliet sickened as she remem- 
bered the beautiful image which had once been 
enshrined in her heart, and then looked on it disfig- 
ured and dethroned, lying i in shame and degradation 
in the dust; and, first to love, and then to despise 
—Juliet thought that no dart from the gurer of 
Death could inflict a wound like this. 


CHAPTER Ill. 


At length evening came, and with it came Mr. 
Neville, and the merchant was quite unlike what 
any one of the expecting group had supposed that 
he would prove. Mr. Markham, who had parted 
from a fiery, enthusiastic youth, was scarcely pre- 
pared for the calm dignity of his manhood. The 
children, who regarded him from a distance with 
something of the awe and curiosity which a Bengal 
tiger might inspire, were amazed by the sweetness 
and gentleness of his voice and manner. Juliet had 
not thought that he would look so old, but, in spite 
of his whitened hair and bronzed skin, the un- 
quenched fire of his dark eye, the whiteness of his 
teeth, and the freedom of his movements, quickly 
removed the impression of advanced age. Mrs. 
Markham was surprised to find him so young. 

After the first warm greeting of the friends was 
over, and the feelings excited by it had partly sub- 
sided, Mr. Neville showed how desirous he was to 
make acquaintance with each member of the little 
group. Juliet was quite in the background, and 
her little brothers and sisters crowded round her, 
and completely shut her out from view. Her father 
put them aside, and called her to him. She well 
knew the tide of painful associations which must 
fill the stranger’s breast on hearing her name, and 
on beholding her for the first time. She advanced 
with head and eyes inclined downwards ; her raven 
hair was drawn back from her classic brow; the 
color mounted visibly on her cheek, then rushed 
back, leaving her colorless as marble. She breathed 
quickly with agitation. Her father glanced at his 
friend as she approached. He saw him start, and 
Bah but tenderly, he said :— 

his is my eldest child, my Juliet.” 

Taking her hand, he placed it in that of Neville, 
and by a kind pressure spoke his acquaintance and 
sympathy with all that was passing in his breast. 
Neville was in a dream ;—one of those heart-sick- 
ening dreamsin which we act over again the happy 
scenes of youth. 


‘© Oh, miserable power to dreams allowed !” 


None of the supernatural horrors,’ the terrific 
perils, which we often encounter.in sleep, cause 
half the pain which we experience in retracing 
reality step E 

Juliet felt Neville’s hand tremble; the moment 
that she could withdraw hers, she fell back, and a 
few hot tears rolled down her cheek unperceived. 

Neville grew absent in his replies, and declined 
all refreshment, though he had travelled far. His 
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friend interpreted these signs as weariness, and con- 
ducted him to the chamber prepared for him. When 
alone together, they could not abstain from retro- 
spections of the past. At length Neville himself 
alluded to the pertect resemblance which Juliet bore 
to her whom he had left as fresh a flower, blooming 
in the same soil. As he spoke his countenance 
changed, his manly voice faltered. Emotion ban- 
ished self-possession. He resolved that this com- 
ment should be made for the first and last time. He 
would never again venture to approach this subject. 

When Neville was left to himself, he found it 
impossible to obtain rest. Old recollections haunted 
and agonized him. Visions of an hour’s birth flitted 
before him. In vain did he attempt to separate the 
Juliet who was not, and the Juliet who was. He 
trembled on the brink of a discovery, that to him 
they must henceforth be the same. He passed a 
night of restless pain, shamed and harassed by this 
strange intermixture of the past with the present. 
He rose with the dawn, and threw open the window 
of his chamber to breathe the morning air, which 
seldom fails to refresh the sickest head or heart. 
He gazed forth on a scene once so familiar to him, 
and retraced with little difficulty every feature of it. 
While thus employed, he forgot the lapse of time. 
Suddenly the sound of the church-bell struck his 
ear. What village ceremony is about to take 
place? He felt a superstitious desire that no fu- 
neral train should meet his eye, as the omen attend- 
ing his first return to the Grange. He was diverted 
from his fears by beholding his host issue from the 
house with his family, and, quitting the garden, 
take the winding path over the rising common, 
which he so well knew led immediately to the 
church porch. He quickly descried among the 
group the slight form of Juliet. He saw, too, how 
the younger children hung about her with fondness, 
and her father drew her tenderly to his side. Ne- 
ville’s eyes were fixed upon her till she disappeared 
among the trees which bounded the common. ‘Then 
he covered his face with his hands, and in his lone- 
liness he wept. It was as if he had returned to find 
Juliet in unimpaired youth and beauty, while, in 
himself, all freshness of feeling, all liveliness of 
hope, all elasticity of spirit, had been numbed by 
the touch of time. ‘The contrast was bitter. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Neville was roused from his deep reverie by the 
merry shouts of the children as they came bounding ' 
over the common on their return. The merchant! 
prepared to join his friend, and, after their first 
greeting, asked an explanation of the proceeding 
he had witnessed. ‘“ Was it not uncommon?’ 

« No, not uncommon,” replied Mr. Markham ; 
“t for it is of daily occurrence. At this hour Mr. 
Villiers, the excellent clergyman whom we have 
now possessed more than six months, performs the 
Morning Service, and many, with little detriment to 
their necessary avocations—though few, I believe, 
without some slight self-sacrifice—are able to attend. 
We find it the most benciicial, the most pleasurable 
mode of commencing the day that we can follow.” 

“ To-morrow I will so commence it with you,” 
replied Neviie, readily; and Juliet, who had just 
reached the spot where they stood, "a with 
the cheerful alacrity of his voice. eville’s eye 
rested attentively on her as soon as she appeared. 
Her cheek was glowing, and her eyes were spark- 
ling, with the exercise she had taken; but he 
watched all this brilliancy fade away, and an ex- 
pression of mournful resignation overspread her 


THE MERCHANT. 


countenance. ‘‘She does not look happy,” he 
thought ; and throughout the day he could not ban- 
ish from his mind this distressing supposition. 

The time passed chiefly in familiar conversation 
between the two friends ; by which, in a tew hours, 
they realized the existing circumstances of each 
other more than they had done in the correspon- 
dence of years. Neville found that Markham en- 
joyed few of the superfluities of life. His children 
were frugally reared, and simply attired, which 
added vigor to their health, and charms to their 
beauty. His sons were carefully educated, and 
were already fitted for introduction into the world ; 
to advance their fortunes Neville resolved should be 
his earliest care. Juliet owed chiefly to her aunt 
and god-mother a cultivation of mind and taste which 
might be a solid basis for further acquirements. 
Nature had gifted her with talents for the arts 
which she had formerly exercised with great de- 
light, though with little knowledge; but that delight 
did not now exist. Her most pleasing occupation 
now was the instruction of her little sister in such 
rudiments as she could impart; and she was no 
unskilful teacher, as the progress of the lively, intel- 
ligent little Marion evinced. Neville saw, with 
vexation, that while Juliet welcomed him with all 
the cordiality due to her father’s friend, yet, as 
much as possible, she withdrew from the conversa- 
tion generally held, and her silence was Jess that 
of timidity than of abstraction. Clearly to ascertain 
whether the grief which he suspected did or did not 
exist—if it did, to proceed to the discovery of its 
cause, and finalfy to relieve it—became, ere evening, 
Neville’s prevailing wish and design. But he was 
resolved that the impression made on him should 
receive corroboration solely from his own observa- 
tion, and, actuated by delicacy, he abstained from 
communicating his doubts, by the slightest hint, to 
the parents of Juliet. 

The following morning found him walking at 
her side towards the village church. She conversed 
with intelligence and animation until her father 
overtook them. Then she itnmediately fell back, 
and walked and talked with Marion, evidently with 
more real satisfaction. But in the church they were 
again side by side, and Neville could not but be 
sensible, that while they joined in the most impres- 
sive prayers which man ever framed wherewith to 
address his Maker, Julia wept—silently—as secretly 
as might be—bnt, calm as she ordinarily was, she 
could not here wholly restrain the emotion which 
betrayed a heart full to overflowing. Neville’s first 
inquiry was answered. 


CHAPTER V. 


The merchant had not yet visited all his friends, 
and he wandered away by himself in the direction 
of a little thatehed cottage on the borders of the 
common. Some yew trees, trimmed in grotesque 
shapes, formed an archway over the entrance into 
the garden, which was in perfect order. The most 
scrupulous cleanliness and neatness reigned within 
and without this little abode, and were equally re- 
markable in the person of ils proprietor, an old, 
attenuated, wrinkled dame, in closely crimped cap 
and folded kerchief, who sat in a wicker chair, so 
placed as to afford her a view of her garden and gate. 
Neville cast a look around, which was evidently not 
the scrutiny of a stranger, but that of one who was 
seeking familiar things. The old woman, whose 
curiosity was easily stirred, cried: ‘‘ Won't you 
walk in, sir, and gather some flowers ?”’ 

Neville silently accepted the invitation, and entes- 
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ing the garden picked some rich, dark wall-flowers 
as he passed them. 

‘ Hester, he said, as he stood beside the old 
woman's chair; ** you do not recollect me !”’ 

‘No, indeed, sir, I don’t,” she replied, after 
steadfastly surveying him. 

Neville smiled, but it was mournfully. 

“ Bless me!” cried the old woman, resting her 
hands on her knees, and gazing up in his face; 
“ there certainly is something in your smile that I 
Ought to know.” 

‘+ Indeed there is, Hester; and my name you can- 
not have furgotten,—it is Neville.” 

« Neville !—Is it possible’—You are Mr. Ed- 
mund, then. That ever I should live to see it! 
My poor young mistress! Ah! Mr. Edmund, how 
little did you or I think that you would come back 
to find this poor old withered body, and not to find 
her" And she raised her bony hands to her face, 
and was for a while overpowered with the painful 
recollections which his presence awakened in her. 

Neville was silent. His companion never was 
so for many minutes together, so she now recom- 
menced :— 

“ When you stopped at my gate, I felt, I dun’t 
know why nor wherefore, for you are altogether 
changed, Mr. Edmund, that it was no stranger that 
was there. Now, if Miss Juliet had come down to 
me, as she often does, and said, ‘Mr. Edmund is 
coming home, nurse,’ I might have fancied that old 
times were come back again—for she is just my 
young lady to my eyes.”’ 

Neville started. How chanced it that his own 
wild thoughts were the first that found utterance 
from the lips of her whom he sought that he might 
learn the history of the past? He conquered his 
agitation, aud replied :—** Hester, I should think 
thai you could tell me as much of what passcd after 
my departure as any one can.” 

Now perhaps it may seem strange that Neville 
thus sought the side of this aged rustic to listen to 
facts and co:nments—nay, More—to give utterance 
to feelings—all of which he would hush to silence 
in the intercourse between himself and Markham. 
Why does he feel it more endurable to listen to her 
unhesitating rehearsal, in her common phraseology, 
of circumsiauces Which Markham would tremble to 
make known in the must guarded terms? There is 
something in the sunplicity with which the poor 
mention the most startling and heart-breaking truths, 
which has a Jess paintul eflect than the timid allu- 
sions mide to them by the more educated. Again 
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Neville gave a deep sigh. 

‘© What ails her, nurse!—Do they not mark this 
change, and care for her health?”’ 

‘+ What ails her! Ah! Mr. Edmund, what is it 
that ails young folk ‘—You have not yet forgotten ! 
But the other day she was standing just where you 
stand, looking so pale and sad—and Í said to her: 
‘Don’t let things press too heavily on your young 
heart; pray don’t!’ Jn a moment she was as red 
as that damask rose, and she cried: ' What do you 


mean, nurse? Nothing presses on my heart.’ But 
I know very well that there does.” 
“« Tell me all you know, Ilester. I don’t ask 


from curiosity.” 

‘¢ But here she comes herself, sir;’’ and Juliet 
was within a few steps of the gate. Her arrival 
entirely changed the nature of the discourse. A 
few kind and cheerful words passed between her 
and Hester, and then she left the cottage, accom- 
panied by Neville. 

“I hope Hester is a favorite with you all,” he 
said. ‘‘ She stands high in the list of the few friends 
England has to afford me.” 

“Oh, yes, we all love her for her warm heart, 
and for a cheerfulness and merriment which one lit- 
tle expects to find at her age, and not often in her 
class. I don’t think such gayety is cominon among 
the poor; I suppose hard toil and hard fare wear 
down their spirits, and of the first Hester has had 
her share. Whenever we come to sec her, however 
sick or weary we find her, she is always full of li% 
before we quit her.” 

‘ You,” said Neville, in a low voice, “ must be 
especially dear to her, not only for your own sake, 
but for the sake of one whom she sees again in 
you.” 

Ie felt as if, in painfully uttering these words, 
he taught Juliet to expect from him that deep and 
fervent love which filled his heart, and revealed to 
her the necessity of its existence; and so to have 
done was some relief. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Neville, during the remainder of their walk, was 
as abstracted and spiritless as Juliet in her most 
dejected moments. She attributed his sadness to 
the remembrances of the past brought before him 
by the old domestic with whom he had been con- 
versing, and she was deeply touched and interested 
when she perceived that years had not impaired his 
constancy, nor chilled Ins affections. She was in- 
clined to muse on what seemed to her, smarting 


and aguin the old woman touched on the likeness | from recent disappointment, almost a phenomenon. 
which his friends daughter bore to her who should | She could not consider this faithful love without a 


have been his bride, and declared that the likeness 
was borne out in her sweet and gentle temper; and 
Neville felt, that again and again could he return 
to her cottage, to hear her pursue the same theme. 
At length he said :— 

“ She seems to be more grave and silent than— 
than is natural at her ago.” 

“ Aye, indeed, she was blithe enough when you 
were here ;—but, Mr. Edmund, if you had come a 
few months ago, you would not have had occasion 
to complain that Miss Juliet wanted life ;—no, in- 
deed. It did me good to see her coming with her 
merry laugh, that I was sure to hear before she was 
in sight; but now I watch her creeping along the 
common; and once, I declare, she passed the very 
gate, not knowing it, and turned back again with a 
start. Oh! itis a sad thing to see her; and enough 
to make your heart ache! She looks so like her 
who went before her, that Í can’t but think she’s a 


199 


going the same way: 


| 
: 


disposition to repine, for she deemed his sufferings, 
bitter as they were, in nature preferable to those 
which she had undergone. Absorbed in these re- 
flections, she walked sadly and silently by his side, 
little aware how much his thoughts were occupied 
by her; at length she felt that his eyes were fixed 
on her face, and that tears were stealing down her 
cheek. She turned her head away hastily. 

« Juliet,” said Neville, kindly, ‘surely I am a 
very ald friend, if a very new acquaintance. There 
need no preliminaries to intimacy between us. Let 
me speak to you henceforth always in the former 
character. y first visit to your home must soon 
end. Impatience to see my dearest friend brought 
me here in such haste that | must depart again with 
no less speed; but I would, before I go, speak to 
you on subjects with which no stranger intermed- 
dleth. Why should I speak to you as a stranger, 
Juliet—to you, the child of my friend, and far more 
to me than that alone could make you. I have 
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returned to England, Juliet, without relations, with- 
out friends; I bring with me princely wealth, and 
my chief object is to advance the interests and the 
happiness of my friend’s children. I came here 
hoping to find no uneasiness that I could not remove. 
I discover it where it grieves me most to see it. 
From your own lips I would learn if I can do any- 
thing to promote your happiness.”’ 

Juliet made no reply, nor raised her eyes to his. 
She turned very pale, and trembled violently. Ne- 
ville, in some alarm, drew her arm within his, ex- 
claiming :— 

“ I have been too abrupt where I should have 
spoken most guardedly. Do not try to answer me, 
Juliet! Only think on what I have said, and com- 
municate your wishes to me in any way you like. 
Consult with your parents, and let your father speak 
with me. All that I ask from you is candor, and 
believe me that to serve you will be the utmost 
happiness I can know.” 

Juliet strove to speak, but could not. The an- 
guish of her countenance betrayed no common grief, 
and deeply distressed her companion. 

“I will not leave you till you reach home,” he 
said, in tones of regret and self-reproach, and they 
moved slowly down the shady lane which led to the 
grange. When within a short distance from the 
house, Juliet began in a low voice, which trembled 
at first, but grew firmer as she went on :— 

“« Mr. Neville, I cannot part from you without 
saying a few words in reply to an offer of such un- 
bounded generosity and kindness. I feel indeed 
that you are no stranger to us in heart, and I will 
show you the candor you desire. The grief which 
you have marked in me is one which no remedy 
which you can propose could possibly remove. 
Pray forget its existence, and never recur to it 

ain.” 

“I cannot bear to sce you as you are, Juliet,” 
gaid Neville, in a tone of deep feeling. 

“ Nor shall you,” replied Juliet, with a dignity 
beyond her age. “I have said that you can do 
nothing for me, but I can do much for myself, and 
with the aid of Heaven, so I will. I will not long 
sadden those who love me by outward dejection.” 

‘* Nay, Juliet,” interrupted Neville, glancing 
with alarm at her slight form and pallid cheek, 
‘t tax not your strength too severely.” 

“ I am much better than I have been,” she said, 
in her former tremulous tone, and for the first time 
a flood of tears came to her relief. 

“ Oh, Juliet! if, on further deliberation ad 

“ Urge me not, urge me not,” exclaimed Juliet, 
vehemently. ‘* You tempt me—and it is to certain 
misery !”’ 

These mysterious words ended their discourse. 
She hastily opened the gate of the shrubbery, and, 
pomen out to Neville a path which led to the 

ouse, she abruptly turned into another. 


CHAPTER VII. 


Neville did not ask himself directly, whether any 
secret joy mingled with the pain which it cost him 
to see his scheme for Juliet’s happiness overthrown. 
He soon forgot himself, to think solely of her, and 
the compassion which such thoughts awakened led 
him back again to his generous projects. As he 
passed the evening with his friend, he could not 
abstain from approaching the subject, and at length 
he repeated to him all that had passed. Mr. Mark- 
ham’s eyes glistened as he heard him ; joy beamed 
in them though they swam with tears. 

‘t She is a matchless girl!’? he exclaimed, with 
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irrepressible emotion. *‘ She is the most high- 
minded, the noblest creature! She speaks truly,” 
he continued, after a pause, with more calmness. 
‘¢ Juliet has a natural energy which will not allow 
her to remain downcast. She has many to love, 
and she has many duties to perform, and she does 
perform them with all the ardor of an affectionate 
heart and a high spirit. I trust confidently that 
there is enough around her to enable a strong mind 
in all the vigor of youth to rally from deeper afflic- 
tion than hers has been ; for, though bitter, it is not 
of a nature to be lasting. Still I confess that to see, 
as we do at present, resignation holding the place 
of happiness, is a spectacle which touches us 
deeply.” 

f But must this be?” cried Neville. ‘ Can 
nothing he effected to restore the latter?” 

Mr. Markham extended his confidence further, 
and related these facts to his friend. The former 
incumbent of the living now held by Mr. Villiers, 
(and the resident at the rectory, so near to the 
grange,) had been a man of good education and 
considerable abilities, who eked out a scanty stipend 
by preparing young men for their entrance into the 
universities. These so-called pupils enjoyed, how- 
ever, the main disposal of their own time, and prof- 
ited as little or as much as pleased themselves by 
the powers of instruction certainly possessed, but 
not certainly exerted, by their tutor. Among those 
intrusted to his care, was the son of a great man, 
at least in his own estimation very great, for Sir 
Ralph Harvey was a man of very old family, and 
of unbounded pride, though by no means super- 
abundantly wealthy. His son, Lyttelton Harvey, 
was handsome, impetuous, evidently headstrong, ap- 
parently resolute. His society was generally tasci- 
nating to those of his own age; it was especially sv 
to the young and lovely girl whom he felt impelled 
to please by every means in his power. In a short 
time he was Juliet’s passionate adorer. Mrs. Mark- 
ham was not a very wise woman, Mr. Markham 
not a very prudent man—at least so Neville gath- 
ered from the details he heard. ‘The first built cas- 
tles in the air, and believed them founded on earth ; 
the second did not recognize the danger till the evil 
was accomplished. Then he behaved like a man 
of honor and of resolution. He reminded Lyttelton 
of his youth ; he forbade his visits to his house ; he 
referred him to his father for a sanction of his pas- 
sion, to time as a test of his earnestness. In con- 
sequence of these injunctions, he discovered that 
Lyttelton was rather rash than resolute. His ar- 
bitrary father had been frot his earliest years the 
object of his fear, and he quailed in his presence, 
though, apart from him, he boasted of independence. 
Time also led him to consider that it was not wise 
for a man so young, and born to such hereditary 
honors, who might command a choice of the beauty, 
or rank, or wealth of England, to ally himself with 
one as destitute of the two more solid advantages as 
she was richly endowed with the first, and with 
“all with which Nature halloweth her daughters.’’ 

He began to acquiesce in the superior wisdom 
which had withheld him from carrying out a rash 
purpose, and, though he blushed to avow the com- 
plete change, he went so far as to inculcate resigna- 
tion to Juliet, and to evince that he was an apt 
scholar in the lesson he taught. Juliet was quick- 
sighted, and had more than a common dignity and 
delicacy of perception. She recognized the alter- 
ation, and, smarting under the grief and the humil- 
lation, she made it clearly known to Mr. Lyttelton 
Harvey, that she fully appreciated the wisdom of 
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her father’s conduct, and the meek submission of 
his own. 


with her in the grave. Life is short, but we out- 
live many things which had a promise of durability. 
Mr. Lyttelton Harvey returned no more. It was 
almost equally fortunate for Juliet that Mr. Halifax, 
his tutor, departed soon afterwards, giving place to 
Mr. Villiers. The advantages which Juliet derived 
from this change were not confined to these which 
he conferred on her by his full and excellent dis- 
charge of all the pastor’s duties. He brought with 
him to the rectory a sister whose whole life had 
been passed in his home; one who was endeared to 
him not only by her devoted love and excellent 
qualities, but by being one of those doomed to pain 
which admits of little alleviation from human skill 
—set apart to serve in suffering—a spectacle in- 
volved in mystery, and never to be looked on but 
with awe. Miss Villiers became to Juliet the best 
and wisest of earthly ffiends. To a heart of pecu- 
liar tenderness she joined the most enlightened and 
impartial views of life. Her understanding was 
highly cultivated, her judgment sound, her penetra- 
tion acute, and her sympathy lively. Beside her 
couch Juliet spent many hours, and none without 
learning some lesson of high impert. She had al- 
ready regained her calmness ; for cheerfulness she 
was yet striving. The strength of her resolution 
had this day been tested, and Her father rejoiced to 
find that it had withstood all temptation to strive to 
win back what he esteemed well lost. He was 
convinced that Juliet’s happiness could not be en- 
sured by the recall of her youthful lover. Whether 
this truth was equally impressed on the mind of his 
wife he somewhat doubted, and, though she offered 
no contradiction to his comments on the facts which 
he communicated to her that night, she fell asleep 
and dreamed that she saw Lyttelton Harvey re- 
pentant at the feet of her pale child ; and, before it 
was clear whether she would spurn him from her 
with majestic scorn, or whether she would melt into 
forgiveness, she awoke again to contemplate what 
she considered as sober certainty, Juliet’s future 
endowment with at least a vast portion of the mer- 
chant’s wealth. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


The merchant's first visit to the Grange was a 
very short one, but he promised that it should soon 
be repeated. His departure was followed by the 
arrival of a box of Indian treasures which he had 
promised to Mrs. Markham ; but there were not, as 
there used to be, many things marked with Juliet’s 
name, only a very beautiful and costly gold chain. 
An accompanying letter acquainted Mrs. Markham 
that Neville had chosen for Juliet a harp, and some 

drawings which her pencil might be worthily en- 
` gaged in copying. Jaiei saw that her father and 
mother were gratified. She sighed, and thought 
that Neville was very generous, more than she telt 
that he was very kind. She was averse to the oc- 
cupation with which he had provided her; never- 
theless, when once engaged, as she felt constrained 
to be, she derived a pleasure from them which won 
her from herself. She had never touched so fine an 
instrument before ; never looked on any representa- 
tions of nature so excellent as those which Neville 
had selected for her. She often thought of him, 
and went with pleasure to tell Hester that he was 
coming again, and for a much longer time than be- 
fore. The old woman rejoiced, and detained Juliet 
to tell her tales of the past. She ended : 
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“Ah, Miss Juliet! the tears stood in his eyes 


She returned some foolish tokens which | when he spoke to me of your likeness to her that is 
were to have lived with her in life, and to have Jain ' gone. 


And you Jook more like yourself, and more 
like her as he knew her, than you did when he 
came. Now you mustdo all you can to cheer him ; 
indeed you must.” 

“« Well, so we will, all of us, and Marion too, 
and it will do him good to hear her laugh.” 

‘* No, Miss Juliet, it will do him more good to 
see you smile.”’ 

Juliet thought of these words as she went away, 
and she felt touched by the tender consideration in 
which it was evident that Neville held her. 

Neville came, and he was rejoiced to see that 
Juliet met him with a countenance more animated, 
and a step less‘listless. He also perceived that the 
gold chain which the box had contained hung round 
her neck. 

‘* Let us take our friend to see Mr. Villiers and 
his sister, Juliet,” said her father, the day after 
Neville’s arrival. 

“ Oh, yes,” replied Juliet with alacrity, ‘Jet us 
take him to Miss Villiers without delay. Indeed, I 
promised to do so as soon as he returned. I have 
shown her all the beautiful drawings you have sent 
me, and have inspired her with a wish to make ac- 
quaintance with you.” 

“And Mr. Villiers?” said Neville. 

“ He is more silent, less clever than his sister ; 
not less good. His countenance tells you how be- 
nevolent he is, but in society he speaks little on 
ordinary topics. I like better to meet him in a cot- 
tage or the school; his voice and his smile when he 
is with children are so gentle and so affectionate.” 

‘* Pray do not engage Juliet in the praises of her 
friends, if you wish to see them to-day,” cried Mr. 
Markham, and they set out to the rectory. 

Miss Villiers received her visitors with a coartes 
of manner peculiarly herown. She possessed quic 
perception of character, and had a readiness in 
adapting herself to the tastes and habits of others, 
which caused every one, however much they dif- 
fered from each other, to find time pass easily and 
delightfully in her society. The constancy and 
severity of her sufferings had never rendered her 
selfish, nor taught her to believe that the feelings 
and convenience of others must be without hesita- 
tion sacrificed to her own. On the contrary, every 
trifling instance of accommodation to her, and of 
sympathy for her, she received, not as a right, but 
as a favor. 

Juliet had never yet seen Neville to such ad- 
vantage as on this occasion ; he was perfectly at his 
ease. With her he was often harassed by contend- 
ing feelings ; with Miss Villiers he readily followed 
in the track on which she led him, and conversed 
with her with remarkable judgment, knowledge, 
and taste, on subjects to which he had given previ- 
ous thought. At length the two gentlemen rose to 
depart, for Mr. Villiers was not expected home. 
Juliet, much as she had enjoyed Neville’s conver- 
sation, proposed to remain with Miss Villiers. With 
an affectionate smile, her friend acquiesced in her 
desire, and, as soon as they were alone, she said— 

‘ My dear, what a very charming person your 
friend has proved ; I had no idea you would brin 
me any one so handsome and so accomplished. i 
must be very delightful to spend days in his society, 
as you do, and it ought to be very improving, too, 
Juliet. I hope you will persuade him to come and 
see me again.” 

Juliet felt surprised that she had not made these 
observations for herself, tor she acknowledged their 
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truth, and that they proceeded from Miss Villiers’ 
mouth, gave them great additional weight. Juliet 
had previcusly told her of the circumstances which 
had connected Neville with their family, and they 
now recurred to that theme, with an interest dimin- 
ished in neither by their intercourse with him. 

“ I see that he regards you with peculiar affec- 
tion,” said Miss Villiers. ‘I could hear the very 
tone of his voice alter when he spoke to you. You 
see, my dear, neither my cyes nor hearing are grown 
very dull yet.” 

As Juliet walked home, she reflected on the 
favorable smpression which Neville had made -on 
Miss Villiers, and came rapidly to the conclusion 
that hitherto she had not at all duly appreciated 
him. As she went through the village, she saw 
him at a little distance, and no sooner did he turn 
and perccive her, than he came towards her. 

“ May I accompany you in your walk?” 

« Yes,” replied Juliet, with frank satisfaction. 
“ I have but a word to say at a cottage which we 

ass. I shall not delay you a moment, though, 
indeed, I know not why I should not defer this 
visit till to-morrow morning.” 

“ I beg you not todo so. I like to see your 
‘English ways, Juliet, of which you know I have 
long lost sight. Above all, I like to see how you 
love these people, and how they love you. I pre- 
fer accompanying you now to doing so in a course 
of formal visits to people of elegance or fashion.” 

“ Do you!” cricd Juliet, with pleasure; ‘+ then 
we are quite agreed. I deplore my fate when the 
necessity arises which you describe. I yawn in 
anticipution—in retrospection ; and it is only po- 
liteness and a little awe of mamma’s indignation 
which prevents me from doing so at the time; but, 
when I goto yonder neat little cottage, I commonly 
stay twice as long as Í intended. But don't look 
alarmed ; [ will not do so to-day.” 

“« The reason why you do not find the conversa- 
tion of these poor people dull, is probably because, 
however trivial their subject, it is usually one in 
which they themselves take a lively interest, and 
this gives them the power of exciting your sympa- 
thy. This is a law of our nature.” 

“ Much that one hears from them is indeed in- 
teresting,” replied Juliet, “ but it is usually of a 
mournful nature. . How seldom the poor seem gay ! 
I suppose it is because they realize, so much more 
than any other class does, the curse under which 
man labors of earning his bread in the sweat of his 
brow.” 

‘“ Apparently they do; but depend upon it, Juliet, 
that the curse falls not unfulfilled to the ground in 
any one instance. It extends from the peasant in 
his hut, to the king upon the throne.”’ 

“ But those feel it most sharply who must toil 
unceasingly, or starve!” 

“ I would not depreciate the hardships which the 
poor undergo. I would only assert, on a broader 
scale, that, of all the modes of maintaining existence 
which necessity has iuvented, there is none with- 
out its peculiar sufferings, to which numbers of 
those who pursue it annually fall victims. The 
lawyer, the soldier, the physician, the statesman, 
those who encounter the periloas climate from 
which I return, all bear wituess to this fact as much 
as the worn-out laborer, or the wretched artisan 
perishing of the pernicious atmosphere which he 
daily inhales. What is this but the universal work- 
ing of the curse’—The curses of the fall have 
never been revoked. Men toil and die as they did 
before the Saviour of mankind came on earth, but, 
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according to the merciful law of God, who ever 
works good out of evil for his faithful servants, 
there is a call heard by those who meekly listen : 
‘Come unto me, ye who are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest ;’ and the sting of death is plucked 
out.”’ 

“« I see the truth of all your words,” replied 
Juliet, ‘ but still the sufferings of the pvor are of a 
more sacred character than any others can assume. 
Our Lord shared their lot in life, and committed 
them to our charge, even as if they were himself 
—‘ I wasan hungered.’ Nor can I behold, with- 
out awe, pain such as the dear friend whom we 
saw to-day is visited with. Surely m those to 
whom pain is sanctified, as it is to her, we seem 
most plainly to discover the servants of a suffering 
master.”’ 

Juliet’s countenance showed how deeply she felt 
on the subjects on which they spoke, and the men- 
tion of such themes created a stricter intimacy 
between her and her companion than had hitherto 
existed. Neville led her to speak of those with 
whose necessities she was well acquainted, and who 
were the objects of her sincere commiseration, and 
he did this with the generous design of enabling 
her to relieve them. There were not many cases 
of pressing and unalleviated distress in this small 
and happy village, but Juliet, with a beating heart, 
reflected on one act of charity, far beyond her own 
power, and which she had often most ardently 
wished to see effected. This was the apprentice- 
ship of the son of a poor widow to a trade which 
he had been learning under his father during his 
lifetime, which he was incapable of pursuing alone 
and in which his mother could afford to give him no 
further instruction. Now Juliet knew these people 
well; she was quite sure that into this channel 
Neville’s generosity might be safely directed. She 
could not speak without agitation. Her checks 
glowed and her eyes filled with tears as she tried 
to explain all the circumstances to Neville. He 
was not difficult to satisfy, and he proposed to visit 
the widow, and carry their purpose into execution 
before they returned home. 

“It was there I was going,” replied Juliet ; and, 
quickening her steps, and not speaking again, her 
heart was so full, she eagerly led Neville in the 
desired direction. 

Juliet was soon at the door of the widow’s cot 
tage. 

“ Go in by yourself,” said Neville ; ‘ I will wait 
your return under that lime tree.” 

“You ought to have the pleasure of doing this,” 
replied Julict, hesitating. . 

“ No, no; the poor woman would only be em- 
barrassed by seeing me.” 

Julict, feeling that he was equally delicate and 
generous, entered alone. 

“Oh! my dear Mary!”’ she cricd with delight, 
(taking both the hands of the poor widow in hers,) 
“ I have some very, very good news for you, con- 
cerning George. Oh! my good little Anna, (she 
said to a child who was trying to attract her notice,) 
I cannot attend to you now—run and play.” 

“ Go into the garden, dear,” said her mother, 
and putting the child out at the door, she returned 
with a face of great agitation. 

“ Well, now I will tell you all,” continued Juliet ; 
‘ there is a friend staying with us, a friend of my 
father’s. He is most kind, and good, and generous. 
He is rich too, and he inquired of me if 1 knew an 
case of distress which he could relieve; and I 


thought of George, and how glad you would be to 
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have him bound as an apprentice—and this he has 
promised to do.”’ 

Now if Juliet had not known her poor friend too 
well to expect words of thanks she would have 
been disappointed, for none came. Mary changed 
color, and looked ready to sink. Juliet made her 
sit down, and when she had done so, she took Ju- 
liet’s hand, and pressed it repeatedly, but she could 
not speak. At length Juliet said, “I will come 
again to-morrow—you will then have had time to 
think over all this—and I will bring the gentleman 
with me.” 

Tears now came freely to the relief of the wid- 
ow’s full heart. ‘t Thanks, thanks,” she whis- 
pered, and Juliet, leaving the room, called Anna 
from the garden, and sent her to her mother, while 
she herself sought Neville. Her face wore a most 
touching expression of joy, for the tears of sym- 
pathy were still on her cheek; she took Neville’s 
proffered arin, and exclaimed : 

“I know not how to thank you, and I am sure 
she will never know how to thank you either ;— 
with our lips I inean—with our hearts we do.” 

Neville made no reply; at length he said, in a 
voice of much emotion : 

“ Oh! Juliet, how have I desired to see you 
happy, and now I see you so; but it is only in the 
happiness of others.” 

ie answered in a low but firm voice : 

“Iam happy now:’? ‘Then smiling she added, 
t Soon you will see me very happy, for my bro- 
ther is coming home.” 

The next day Julet and Neville did not forget 
their visit to Mary’s cottage, nor did they omit 
anything that was requisite for the fulfilment of 
their benevolent purpose. 


CHAPTER IX. 


One morning, Juliet received a letter, the seal 
of which Neville saw her break with plowing cheeks 
and sparkling cyes. After the first glance, she 
ran to the window, and beckoned to the younger 
children, who were playing in the lawn, to come 
to it. ‘Are there news of Albert?” they cried, 
as they obeyed her call. 

‘¢ Yes, yes; he will be here this evening. Oh! 


what joy!” Mr. Markham entered the room. Ju- 


liet hastened towards him, and throwing her arms | he must write to him. 


round his neck, cried: ‘* Albert 
to-night !?? ; 

Neville knew that Albert was the eldest son of 
his friend, or a year or two younger than Juliet. 
He was now at Sandhurst, receiving a military 
education. During the day, Neville talked with 
Mr. Markham of his future intentions with respect 
to his son, and told him that he thought his interest 
could procure him a cadetship, if it would be accept- 
able. This offer was received with gratitude for 
the kindness which prompted it, but Mr. Markham 
requested a little time for consideration ere he 
closed with it. 

Evening came, and seven o’clock; the happy 
party walked down to a little bridge at a turn in 
the road, beyond which the coach did not come, and 
there awaited Albert's arrival. The children, ere 
long, wandered into the field at the road side, to 
play. Mr. and Mrs. Markham walked up and 
down, the latter wondering that Neville did not 
join them; but Juliet had placed herself where she 
should see the coach the moment it appeared ; and 
Neville was at her side, as if his interest were as 
lively as her own. At length the trampling of 
horses’ feet caught Juliet’s ear; then the children 
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came running to the spot, and Mr. and Mrs. Mark- 
ham followed. Now the horses gallop up the 
slight ascent—they stop—a young gentleman de- 
scends in haste from the coach-box and runs to greet 
them. Now they have all welcomed him, and they 
gaze with fond admiration on his tall, active figure 
and handsome face ; his clear brown eye and chest- 
nut curls, and complexion glowing with health and 


joy. Neville has shaken hands with him, and the 


begin to move homewards. Juliet is hung on Al- 
bert’s arm, as if he engrossed every thought and 
feeling ; and they talked earnestly to each other in 
a low voice, as if they neither wished’ to be ad- 
dressed or to be heard by any oneelse. Neville felt 
his first sensations of depression and restraint re- 
turn in all their force ; he felt quite out of place, at 
least quite out of the only place he cared to fill. 
His sudden gloom was perceptible to Mr. Mark- 
ham, who would gladly have given Juliet a hint 
not to allow her brother wholly to distract her 
attention from a friend so lavish of kindness to her.. 
But it was in vain that he called Albert to his own 
side, and made him reply to numerous interroga- 
tions. Neville did not avail himself of these exer- 
tions in his favor. 

Never had Neville’s reflections been more dis- 
piriting than they were on that night. He felt 
convinced that he had deceived himself most ab- 
surdly, in supposing that Juliet had any real pleas- 
ure in his society. At last he resolved that in the 
morning he would plead a necessity for returning 
to London the following day. This resolution 
calmed him, and allowed him to taste of sleep. 
The next morning he wavered a little, but he heard. 
Albert’s voice calling to Juliet to come out and 
walk with him, and from his window he saw her 
hastening to join him, witha light step, which spoke 
a gayer heart than he had ever known her to pos- 
sess. He sighed, and resolved that he would leave 
her to companions more congenial to her than he 
could be. Accordingly, as soon as the rest of the 
family had retired from the breakfast room, he an- 
nounced to Mr. Markham his intention of returning 
to London. Mr. Markham expressed annoyance, 
—could not. guess the reason of this sudden decision, - 
—but Neville was firm, and said that if Mr. Mark-* 
ham wished to consult him further about Albert, 
Mr. Markham left the 


will be here !room; in a few minutes Juliet entered it, and came 


to the window at which Neville was still standing. 
His first glance at her face told him, that, however 
glad her feelings were a few minutes since, they 
were quite changed now ; he felt anxious to know 
the cause, and Juliet meant not to leave him in 
ignorance of it. Her voice was a little tremulous, 
her cheeks a little flushed. 

‘“*Mr, Neville,” she said, and paused; ‘is it 
possible that, as papa tells us, you are going to 
leave us to-morrow? Must you really do so? You 
never said so before, and I am so disappointed. 
Just as Albert is come, whom I so much wished 
you to know; I said 1 would try to make you 
change your resolution ; now, pray, do not send me 
away with a refusal.” And Juliet, instead of 
smiling, as she probably expected to do, was forced 
to turn away her head to conceal the tears which 
had started to her eyes: she was as much surprised 
at her own emotion as Neville cuuld be. He could 
not resist the impulse of the moment; he took her 
hand, and said in a low earnest voice; ‘ Juliet, I 
will not deceive yo by pleading any false ria 
for departure. go from the sight of so muc 
happiness which I may not share.” 
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« 1 hoped that you would share it more from day 
to dav,” replied Juliet, sorrowfully. 

‘¢ If I were to tell you the mad, vain wishes, the 
accomplishment of which could alone make this 
place any longer tolerable to me, you would bid me 
go, you would bid me to grow wiser and calmer 
ere Í saw you again. Juliet, you are too sincere, 
too generous to counsel me untruly.’’ The blood 
rushed crimson to Juliet’s cheek and brow. She 
burst into tears; but Neville thought he read more 
than compassion in them. He bent over her, and 
murmured : ‘‘ Must I go?” * Yes,” replied Juliet, 
“if you wish to destroy the happiness which you 
have striven to create.” 


“c So, Juliet,” cried her father, *‘ you have pre- 


Tue London correspondent of the N. Y. Tribune 
«says of the manuscripts of Dr. Chalmers, lately pur- 
«chased by Mr. Constable : 


Among the most interesting documents are a vast 
, quantity of letters, which passed between Dr. Chal- 
mers, and nearly every distinguished person in the 
various spheres of life. Clergymen, authors, artists 
and statesmen, of England, of Europe, and of the 
United States have, within the last twenty-five years, 
corresponded with Dr. Chalmers. This most inter- 
esting correspondence, with a memoir, will form 
four or five large octavo volumes. In addition to 
this work, the next in importance and value is, per- 
haps, an elaborate commentary on the Bible, which, 
it is to be regretted, is unfinished, as it extends only 
to the book of Jeremiah. Another manuscript of 
reat value is Dr. Chalmers’ series of Lectures to 
tudents, when he was professor of divinity in the 
Edinburgh University. As a class-bouok, this work 
will become widely popular. It will be seen from 
this sketch that the religious and literary world will 
soon become possessed of one of the richest, most 
interesting, valuable and important contributions to 
the literature of the day that has been published 
during the Jast half-century 


From the same letter we copy a notice of Miss 
‘Eliza Cook : 


Miss Eliza Cook, the poetess, is now residing at 
‘Great Malvern, for the benefit of her health. When 
Miss Cook was only ‘‘ sweet sixteen” she contrib- 
uted several very beautiful pieces of poetry to the 
Literary Gazette, and occasionally the effusions of 
-her pen graced the pages of the New Monthly, and 
‘the Metropolitan Magazines. It is singular that she 
discontinued writing for these highly respectable 
journals, and wrote exclusively for the Weckly Dis- 
patch, a paper which enjoys a wide circulation, but 
that circulation is confined principally to the pot- 
houses, gin-palaces and rookeries of the metropolis! 
She certainly secured through this channel a wide 
popularity among the masses, but Miss Cook’s effu- 
sions one seldom finds copied into any of the higher 
class journals; hence she is not read by the more 
intelligent portion of the public. Miss Cook has 
written for the Dispatch for the last ten years, and 
during that time she has most undoubtedly fully 
equalled Mrs. Hemans, Mrs. Norton, or the most 
popular writer of Great Britain. In every line that 
she writes there is to be found the true essence of 
poesy. Her versification is smooth, her lines are 
musical her sentiments are pure and always contain 
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vailed on Neville to remain! But the enchantress 
was forced to try her most potent spells ere she 
could lure the knight back to her bower.” 

Juliet tried to smile at her father’s bantering, but 
her heart was too full; she threw herself on his 
neck, and clung silently to him. 

“« My dear child,” said Mr. Markham, with 
emotion, ‘‘ I am heartily rejoiced that you sent him 
not away io despair. May his noble heart never 
know another pang! Well! I suppose now he 
has some chance of sharing your thoughts, looks, 
and words, with Albert?” 

“ Ah! dearest father,” cried Juliet, smiling joy- 
fully, ‘ I hope to reverse all his schemes, for Al- 
bert shall never go to India.” 


a fine moral. Look at her deeply affecting song of 
the ‘“ Old Arm Chair ;”’ but that is only one among 
scores of equally charming pieces. Her very last, 
written at Great Malvern, and during illness, is a 
composition of superior merit, and shows that the 
fire of her genius burns as brightly now as ever. 
It is called a ‘ Song for the Season.” The first 
verse will show its style. 


“ Look out, look out, there are shadows about ; 
The forest is donning its doublet of brown, 
The willow tree sways with a gloomier flout, 
Like a beautiful face with a gathering frown ! 
'T is true we all know that Summer must go, 
That the swallow will never stay long in our eaves; 
Yet we ’d rather be watching the wild rose blow 
Than be counting the colors of Autumn leaves! ? 


In the following stanzas, speaking of the wither- 
ing ‘‘ hedge-row boughs,” she says: 


Oh! well it will be if our life, like the tree, 
Shall be found, when old Time of green beauty 
bereaves ; 
With the fruit of good works for the Planter to see 
Shining out in Truth’s harvest, through Autumn 
leaves !” 


Miss Cook commences this song by telling us to 
t look out, look out,” for the shadows, the trees 
and the swallows, and then she tells us to ‘‘ look 
high, look high, and then to ‘look low, look 
low,” and to ‘‘ look on, look on,” and finally, 


“ Look back, look back, and you Il find the track 
Of human hearts, strown thickly o'er 
With Joy’s dead leaves, all dry and black, 
And every year still flinging more. 
But the soil is fed where the branches are shed 
For the furrow to bring forth fuller sheaves, 
And so is our trust in the Future spread 
In the gloom of Mortality’s Autumn Jeaves !” 


Eliza Cook is now about forty years of age, al- 
though she looks much younger. She has quite a 
masculine countenance, which is remarkably ex- 
pressive. Her forehead is broad and high, indica- 
tive of great genius. Her father was formerly a 
tradesman in ndon, but afterwards took a farm 
in Sussex, where Eliza, the youngest of eleven 
children, first became enamored of nature and her 
glorious works, and where, it is believed, she first 
attempted to pour out her thoughts in delicious 
verse. Miss Cook was born in the London Road, 
Southwark, London. 


CHINA. 


From the North British Review. 


1. A Narrative of an Erploratory Visit to cach of 
the Consular Cities of China, in behalf of the 
Church Missionary Sorivty,in the years 1341-5-8. 
By the Rev. Georce Smitu, M. A. of Magdalen 
Halt, Oxford. London, 1847. 

2. Desultory Notes on the Government and People 
of China. By Tuomas ‘Taytor Mrapows, 
Interpreter to Her Britannic Majesty’s Consulate 
at Canton. London, 1847. 

3. Three Years’ Wanderings in China. By Roper 
Fortune, Botanical Collector for the Londen 
Horticultural Society. London, 1847. 

4. China ard the Chinese Mission. By the Rev. 
James Hlamitton, National Scotch Church, 
Regent Square. London, 1847. 


Cuixa is undoubtedly the most singular country 
in the world. Possessing a population amounting 
to at least a third of the whole human race, and 
occupying a vast yet continuous and well defined 
portion of the globo, it has existed as a peculiar 
and entirely secluded kingdom for a longer period 
of time than any other nation on the face of the 
earth. While migrations and wars and foreign 
conquests were making vast changes on the rest 
of the world—while nations were rising up from 
barbarism, flourishing for a season, and then sink- 
ing into insiguificance, the Chinese held on in one 
uniform tenor—with the same arts, the same gov- 
emment, the same Jaws, unchanged and uninter- 
rupted, except by casual outbreaks and tumults 
within themselves, which were soon calmed and 
smoothed over. While many mighty nations of 
the western world were still in a state of compara- 
tive barbarism, the Chinese had their various arts 
to embellish domestice lite—they were clothed in 
their silks and cottuuas—were expert in the culture 
ot the soil—xnew something of the nature of the 
magnetic compass—of gunpowder, and various 
other inventions still urheard of in Europe. 

The extreme caution of their natures, a certain 
timid and exclusive policy, which has all along 
characterize] their intercourse with surrounding 
nations, as much, perhaps, as their self-conceit, 
which made them look down upon all others as 
barbarians, had the effect of keeping them for so 
long a time in such a state of singular seclusion. 
At last, however, the spell has been broken; an 
almost unavoilible war of aggression has done to 
them, what wars and conquests seem to have been 
the chief agents in performing among all the nations 
of the world—it his opened up this vast empire to 
the intercourse, and influence, and example of 
other races, and other modes of civilization. If it 
be not good for man to live alone, neither is it for 
nations; for we find that the same narrow, con- 
tracted, and selfish notions which arise in the soli- 
tary and secluded individual, are no less apt to take 
possession of a whole community. Hence the 
exclusive jealousy of strangers, the vain boasting, 
and ignorance of the manners and history of all 
other nations, so conspicuous in the Chinese. 

Hitherto our information regarding the actual 
state of China has been derived from the hasty 
survey of ambassadors quickly passing through it, 
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or the casual reports of a few missionaries who 
had been permitted, under many restrictions, to 
enter the country. But now that five of the largest 
maritime cities have been opened up by treaty to 
the trade and free intercourse of all nations, we 
begin to have the accounts of travellers who have 
made themselves acquainted with the language, 
and whose opportunities of observation have been 
more extensive and more unreserved than those of 
any of their predecessors. Of the works more 
recently published on this subject, we have selected 
a volume by the Rev. George Smith, of the Church 
Missionary Soviety; another volume by a diplo- 
matist, resident in Canton; and a third by a sci- 
entific traveller ;—all of whom have spent from 
two to three years in China, and have acquired a 
knowledge of the language. It is true that the 
range of these travellers has been limited to the 
maritime cities and surrounding districts, and has 
not extended into the central parts of the empire, 
or even to the capital, Pekin; but when it is con- 
sidered that such a uniformity and sameness per- 
vade the whole empire—that the people and insti- 
tutions of any one province are so like to those of 
any other—it may be presumed that we glean 
from their partial observations a pretty accurate 
conception of the average condition of the whole 
empire. 

The population of China, both from native 
statements and the calculations of foreigners, has 
been estimated at not less than 360 millions. Im- 
mense as this amount of human beings appears, it 
is perhaps not an over-estimate. The city of Can- 
ton is said to contain a million of inhabitants ; that 
of Foo-chow 600,000; and the other cities visited 
are reported to be generally swarming with inhab- 
itants. But even supposing the estimate above 
given to be correct, the whole area of China Proper 
contains 1,300,000 square miles; so that we have 
to each square mile 277 human beings. Now, if 
we compare this rate of population with that of 
England, as afforded by the last census of 1841, 
we shall find that in it there are 297 persons to 
every square mile. We must not then be deceived 
by exaggerated conceptions of the extreme density 
of the population of China. With a comparatively 
level and arable country, a rich soil, that in many 
localities bears two crops a year, and an industri- 
ous and frugal people, the average density of the 
population comes considerably short of that of 
England. 

With an extent of surface, and an amount of 
population equal to twenty-five Englands, this vast 
empire is ruled by the despotic sway of one indi- 
vidual. The genius of a people most frequently 
moulds their government. The mild and submis- 
sive, and generally unimpassioned character of the 
Chinese, peculiarly fits them for implicit subjec- 
tion. Their leading mental characteristic is plain 
homely common sense—they have not the imag- 
inative qualities or passionate enthusiasm of other 
oriental nations, neither have they the profound, 
excursive, and restless intellects of the nations of 
the west. Filial respect and veneration is their 
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most prominent instinct—their notions of rule are 
patriarchal. From their fathers and kindred their 
respect extends to their rulers and their emperor, 
who again, on their parts, take care to foster and 
encourage such feelings, and not to outrage them. 
Public opinion exists and prevails to such an extent 
as to keep a check on bad government, or out- 
rageously corrupt administration; but there is 
neither the desire nor energy to carry it further. 
There is no permanent or hereditary nobility 
among this people. ‘There are many old families 
who are held in estimation, but the two great dis- 
tinctions of the people are into the hterary class 
and the plebeian. Admission into the literary class 
is open to every individual of the empire, however 
poor or unknown; and from this class alone are 
selected all government officials, from the lowest 
clerk up to the greatest mandarin. Candidates for 
admission are subjected to a strict and generally an 
impartial examination. After having passed this 
first examination, they undergo a second and more 
searching one before they can become eligible for 
office ; and a third is necessary for those who aim 
at the highest posts. The candidates for these 
literary honors are always very numerous, and an 
intense interest is shown at the periods of exam- 
ination, both by the individuals themselves and 
their relatives. A great many are of course re- 
jected, but these return again and again to their 
studies, and make repeated attempts to pass the 
ordeal. Once accepted, they are almost sure to 
succeed in time to some government employment, 
and the highest appointments are open to all. So 
highly is admission into this literary class prized 
by the people, that a successful aspirant sheds a 
lustre on his family, and even ennobles his more 
humble parent. 

The same government and laws extend over the 
whole of the empire, and each province has its full 
complement of government officials. If we call to 
mind that each province is in extent equal to an 
ordinary European kingdom, we need not be sur- 
prised at the number of these officials. There are, 
in the first place, three grand orders of mandarins : 
Ist, the civil; 2d, the literary, who superintend 
the examinations for degrees and admission into the 
literary class; 3d, the military. ach of these 
orders may again be subdivided into other three, 
so that there are in all nine mandarins, or higher 
officers, in each province—all these being distin- 
guished by the quality and color of the buttons on 
the top of their caps. A simple enumeration of 
the different denominations of the several officers 
of the province of Kwang-tung will so far indicate 
the nature of thcir dutics, and afford a general idea 
of the officials of the other provinces. There is 
first the tsung-tu or governor-general, whose power 
not unfrequently extends over more than one prov- 
ince. Then a governor, superintendent of finance, 
provincial judge, collector of salt duties, grain col- 
lector, intendant of circuit, prefect of department 
and three sub-prefects, district magistrate and 
assistants, township magistrate and assistants, in- 
spector of police, inspector of river police, secre- 
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tary, treasurer, prison master, superintendent of 
customs. The government salaries of these officials 
are very small; the highest, that of the governor- 
gencral, amounting only to £60 of English money, 
and the lowest ranging from £12 to £20. The 
consequence is that their incomes are made up by 
extortion and bribes, levied on the community. 
This, like the arrangements of some of our Euro- 
pean governments, (the Russian, for example,) is 
a most unfortunate one, and Jeads to endless abuse 
of justice. ‘The vast extent of the empire, too, and 
the impossibility of the most vigilant central gov- 
ernment taking due cognizance of the whole, tends 
greatly to peculatton and abuse of authority, and 
to that feebleness of the executive power which 
prevails throughout China. 


“I have found it impossible,” says Mr. Meadows, 
‘to learn, with any degree of certainty, what the 
real incomes of mandarins, as increased hy illegal 
fees and special bribes, may amount to. They vary 
with the harvests, which, according as they are 
good or bad, render it easy or difficult to collect the 
Jand-tax—a proceeding in connection with which 
much extortion is carried on. They vary also with 
the number of Jaw-suits, and the wealth of the liti- 
gating parties; and, lastly, they vary with the char- 
acters of the individual mandarins. ‘The legal 
incomes of the lower mandarins are, Indeed, so 
notoriously insufficient, that thev have litle hesita- 
tion in speaking, even to a foreigner, of their other 
gains in a general way; but they have many rea- 
sons for not entering into particulars. Under these 
circumstances it is little better than a guess when I 
assume the highest mandarins to get about ten 
times, the lowest about fifty times, the amount of 
their legal incomes. One of those in the receipt of 
about £22 legal income, once comphiuned feehnaly 
to me about his poverty, and on my hinting that his 
post was after all not a bad one, he protested, with 
some earnestness, that his whole income did not ex- 
ceed 7,000 taels, (£2,333,) of which he had, he 
said, to give a great deal away.’’—P. 100. 


Mr. Meadows exhibits a table of the govern- 
ment salaries of the state officials, and the actual 
incomes which they derive by extortion, and other 
means, deduced from the best information he could 
obtain. Thus, a governer-gencral receivea from 
government £60 per annum, but he contrives to 
make his actual income £5,333. A governor of 
a province gets, nominally, £50, and makes it up 
to £4,333. A judge has, £43 of salary, and 
makes up £2,000. The collectors of taxes from 
£1,500 to £1,000. Even a subordimate officer, 
with a nominal salary of £10 or £12, ckes it 
out, by various means, to £2C0 and £500. 

The yamun is a large building, where the 
courts of justice, prisons, and offices and houses 
of the mandarins, and other officials, are situated. 
It consists of four divisions. ‘The outermost con- 
tains the gaols, and places of confinement for short 
periods, as also the dwellings of the inferior offi- 
cers. The second contains a hall of justice, for 
the formal trial of causes and criminals, as also 
apartments for public records, treasury, &c. The 
third includes the office of the mandarin himself, 
and rooms for the public reception of visitors; 
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while the innermost division comprises the private 
residence of the mandarin and his family. At- 
tached to each of these establishments are the shi- 
ye, the judicial advisers, and private secretaries 
of the mandarin. ‘These men are the only people 
in China who devote themselves solely to the study 
of the law, and in so far they resemble our advo- 
cates, barristers, and sergeants-at-law ; but they 
are scarcely ever made mandarins, (judges,) and 
none of them act as counsel for either of the liti- 
gating parties in an action at law; their sole 
business is to protect the interests of the mandarin 
their employer, to point out to him the proper way 
of conducting his judicial examinations, and to see 
that the decisions he pronounces are in strict ac- 
cordance with the laws, so as that he may net in- 
cur any of the penalties laid down in the code of 
the Board of Civil Office, and thus be subjected to 
degradation or dismissal. These lawyers are not 
recognized as official servants of government, but 
are in the private employment of the mandarins. 
Certain of these devote their attention to the crim- 
inal, and others to the civil law. Besides these, 
there are a set of nondescript retainers, who hang 
about the mandarin, and are the negotiators of all 
the special bribes, and other illegal gains of their 
muster, aid a number of inferior government clerks, 
who keep accounts of the revenue, and make copies 
of all law papers, and other government business. 
The judges alone investigate, and decide in all 
causes and trials; there are no counsel for the 
prisoner, and of course nothing corresponding to 
juries. Threats and torture, too, are of daily oc- 
currence. The interior of a yamun is said to pre- 
sent a very strange and bustling scene. 

‘The almost unceasing flail-like sounds of beating 
with the bamboo, either as a punishment for ascer- 
talued guilt, or to extort confessions and evidence— 
the cries of the sufferers—the voices of the examin- 
ing mandarins questioning, bullying, and wheedling 
—the voiecs of the porters stationed at the doors, 
between the first and second and the second and 
third divisions, transmitting, in a loud singing tone, 
orders for different officers to repair to certain places 
where they are wanted—the constant running hither 
and thither of some of the inmates of the place, and 
the frequent appearance of criminals and witnesses 
being escorted tu and from the prisons and rooms 
for eXamination—are sounds and sights that bewil- 
der and agitate those who have not been accustomed 
to them, and serve to heighten that dread which all 
Chinese entertain of entering a yamun.’’—Meadows, 
p. 115. 

The yamun of a district magistrate thus com- 
prises within itself what may be called the general 
police station on a great scale—the county gaol, 
as it were, for the custody of debtors and of crim- 
inals, awaiting trial or execution—the place where 
quarter-sessions and assizes are held—the offices 
of all the subordinate officers of these courts, and 
the office and residence of the chief mandarin, who 
is at once judge, sheriff, coroner, and commissioner 
of taxes. Ja a populous district such a building 
is calculated to contain from 300 to 500 individuals, 
and in a less populous place about 200. The Chi- 
nese, however, in their domiciles, contrive to pack 
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into amazingly little room, so that their buildings 
do not at at first view appear so extensive. 

In general, the habits of the Chinese population, 
especially in the country districts, are peaceful and 
submissive. In the large towns, however, es- 
pecially in Canton, there are frequent tumultuous 
ebullitions of the mob. Their contempt and hatred 
of foreigners cannot be easily restrained, and the 
appellation ‘* Fanquee,”’ or ‘‘ foreign devil,” is a 
term of common reproach. Canton, however, af- 
fords not a favorable specimen of Chinese manners. 
In the more northern cities, and in the country dis- 
tricts, a stranger may safely mingle with the peo- 
ple, without any other inconvenience than that 
arising from their excessive curiosity. They are 
almost uniformly kind, hospitable, and good- 
humored. 

A great proportion of the lower orders of the 
community fare but poorly, and have great diffi- 
culty in making out their daily bread, while hosts 
of beggars are to be found in all the cities. For 
these a tax is levied in Amoy, and perhaps in 
other cities throughout the kingdom, the collector 
of which is called ‘‘the king of the beggars.” 
This tax is partly optional with the payers, and is 
indirectly under the cognizance of the government. 
‘¢The king,” who is duly elected from among the 
number of the heggars, calls on each householder at 
the beginning of the year, and ascertains the month- 
ly subscription which he is willing to give, in order 
to be free from the annoyance of their visits for 
alms, and the clatter of the sticks by which they 
implore relief. For the sum of five or six hundred 
cash* a month, he gives a red piece of paper, in- 
scribed with three copies of the characters for 
“ great good luck,” inclosed within an outline of 
a jar or vase; this is affixed to the door-post as a 
sign of immunity, and is renewed at the commence- 
ment of every year. Any beggar overlooking this 
bill of exemption, and entering a shop for relief, 
may be seized by the householder, and be beaten 
on the spot. ‘‘ The king,” after giving a certain 
proportion to the mandarins, and appropriating a 
certain fund for the support of the incorporated 
society of beggars, contrives to appropriate the re- 
mainder to his own use, and to become a rich man. 
The beggars are covered with tattered rags, wear 
long dishevelled hair, and are not very particular 
in the mode of satisfying their hunger. 

“I observed,” says Mr. Smith, ‘one of these 
beggars pass the shop of a confectioner, and stealth- 
ily slip a cake into his hand, and throw it into his 
sleeve. One of the partners, who saw the theft, 
ran out and followed the thief, caught him by the 
hair, made him restore the cake from the folds of 
his sleeve. and then, by a species of lynch-law very 
common in a country where ordinary law is expen- 
sive, and bribes must precede justice, gave the beg- 
gar a severe beating, and let him depart, amid the 
applause of the crowd, the good humor of the 
tradesman himself, and a remarkable nonchalance on 
the part of the offender.” 


The Chinese cities have a general resemblance 


* A hundred cash are worth fourpence half-penny of our 
money. , 
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toeach other. They are irregularly built, crowded 
within a smal] space—have a dirty appearance, have 
few large or fine streets, but innumerable narrow 
lanes, and are generally traversed by canals in all 
directions, and are surrounded by walls and ram- 
parts. There are few public buildings which make 
any show, with the exception of pagodas and tem- 
ples, which are common both within the walls and 
in the suburbs. Mr. Smith thus describes his first 
impressions of Canton :— 


‘The recently-arrived stranger naturally mani- 
fests surprise and incredulity on being told that the 
estimated population of Canton exceeds a million. 
As soon, however, as he visits the close streets, 
with their dense population and busy wayfarers, 
huddled together into lanes from five to nine feet 
wide, where Europeans could scarcely inhale the 
breath of life, the greatness of the number no longer 
appears incredible. After the first feelings of nov- 
elty have passed away, disappointment, rather than 
admiration, occupies the mind. After leaving the 
open space before the factories, or, as the Chinese 
call them, the thirteen hongs, and passing through 
Old China street, New China street, Curiosity 
street, and similar localities, the names of which 
indicate their propinquity to the residence of for- 
eigners, we behold an endless succession of narrow 
avenues, scarcely deserving the name of streets. 
As the visitor pursues his course, narrow lanes stil} 
continue to succeed each other, and the conviction 
is gradually impressed on the mind, that such is the 
general character of the streets of the city. Along 
these, busy traders, mechanics, barbers, venders, 
and porters, make their way; while occasionally 
the noisy, abrupt tones of vociferating coolies remind 
the traveller that some materials of bulky dimen- 
sions are on their transit, and suggest the PE 
ency of keeping at a distance, to avoid collision. | 
Now and then the monotony of the scene is relieved 
by some portly mandarin, or merchant of the higher 
class, borne in a sedan-chair on the shoulders of 
two, or sometimes four men. Yet, with all this 
hurry and din, there seldom occurs any accident or 
interruption of good nature. On the river the same 
order and regularity prevail. Though there are 
probably not fewer than 200,000 denizens of the 
river, whose hereditary domains are the watery 
element that supports their little dwelling, yet har- 
mony and. good feeling are conspicuous in the 
accommodating manner with which they make way 
for each other. These aquatic tribes of the human 
species show a most philosophic spirit of equanim- 
ity, and contrive, in this way, to strip daily life 
of many of its little troubles; while the fortitude 
and patience with which the occasional injury or 
destruction of their boat is borne, is remarkable. 

“« To return from the wide expanse of the river- 
population to the streets in the suburbs, the same 
, spirit of contented adaptation to external things is 
everywhere observable ; and it is difficult which to! 
regard with most surprise—the narrow abodes of 
the one, or the little boats which serve as family 
residences to the other. There is sumething of 
romance in the effect of Chinese streets. On either | 
side are shops, decked out with native ware, furni- 
ture and manufactures of various kinds. These 
are adorned by pillars of sign boards, rising perpen- 
dicularly, and inscribed from top to bottom with the 
various kinds of saleable articles which may be had 
within. Native artists seem to have Javished their 
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their caligraphy, to give some idea of the superiority 
of the commodities for sale. Many of these sign- 
boards contain some fictitious emblem, adopted as 
the name of the shop, similar to the practice preva- 
lent in London two centuries ago. On entering, 
the proprietor, with his assistants or partners, wel- 
comes a foreigner with sundry salutations; some- 
times advancing to shake hands, and endeavoring 
to make the most of his scanty knowledge of Eng- 
lish. They will show their saleable articles with 
the utmost patience, and evince nothing of disap- 
pointment if, after gratifying his curiosity, he 
departs without purchasing. At a distance from 
the factories, where the sight of a foreigner is a 
raritv, € crowds of idjers, from fifty to a hundred. 

rapidly gather round the shop, and frequent embar- 
rassment ensues from an incipient or imperfect 
knowledge of the colloquial medium. In these 
parts the shopkeepers know nothing but their own 
language, are more moderate in their politeness, 
and, as a compensation, put a less price on their 
wares. ‘Fo write one’s name in Chinese charac- 
ters is a sure method of enhancing their pood favor. 
Sometimes no fewer than eight or ten blind beg- 
gars find their way into a shop, and there tbey 
remain, singing a melancholy dirge-like strain, and 
most perseveringly beating together two pieces of 
wood, till the weary shopinan at length takes com- 
passion on them, and provides for the quiet of his 
shop by giving a copper cash to each; on receiving 
which they depart, and repeat the same experiment 
elsewhere. The streets abound with these blind 
beggars, who are seldom treated with indignity. 
A kindly indulgence is extended to them, and they 

enjoy a prescriptive right of levying a copper an 
from every shop or house they enter. It is said 
that this furnishes a liberal means of livelihood to 
an immense number of blind persons, who, in many 
instances, are banded together in companies or 
societies, subject to a code of rules, on breach of 
which the transgressor is expelled the community, 
and loses his guild. 

“In every little open space there are crowds of 
travelling doctors, haranguing the mulutude on the 
wonderful powers and he: ling virtues of the medi- 
cines whieh they expose for sale. Close by, some 
cunning fortune-teller may be seen, with crafty 
look, explaining to some awe-stricken simpleton his 
future destiny in hfe, from a number of books 
arranged before him, and consulted with due solem- 
nity. In another part, some tame birds are exhib- 
iting their clever feats, im singhng out, from 
amongst a hundred others, a piece of paper enclos- 
ing a coin, and then receiving a grain of millet as 
a reward of their cleverness. At a Inile distance 
are some fruit-stalls, at which old and young are 
making purchases, throwing lots for the quantity 
they are to receive. Near “these again are Noisy 
gangs of people, pursuing a less equivocal course 
of gambling, and evincing, by their excited looks 
and clamors, the intensity of their interest in the 
issue. In another part may be seen disposed the 
apparatus of some Chinese tonsor, who is perform- 
ing his skilful vocation on the crown of some fel- 
low-countryman unable to command the attendance 
of the artist at a house of his own 


The five cities which by treaty have been opened 
up to the general trade of all nations are, Canton, 
Amoy, Fou-chow, Ning-po, and Shang-hai. All 
foreigners have free access to these cities. ‘They 


ingenuity on several of these inscriptions, and, by | may reside in any of them, but they are not per- 
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mitted to penetrate into the country beyond, fur- 


ther than one day’s journcy. Canton and Amoy 


have been the sea-ports longest known to British 


merchants ; but they are nevertheless the cities 
where the greatest hatred against the British pre- 


vails. No foreigner is yet allowed to pass through 


the gates which inclose the city of Canton, and fre- 


quent insults have been offered to strangers by the 
population. 


counts have reached this country of a warlike dem- 


onstration, which the British government of Hong 


Kong was compelled to make in order to overawe 
the Chinese authorities, and again extort from them 
renewed assurances of better treatment. Foo-chow 
is the capital of the black-tea district, and is com- 
puted to contain upwards of half a million of inhab- 
itants. It is situated on the river Min, across which 


is a bridge containing a thousand arches, or rather 


a series of openings, covered with large slaba of 
granite. This city has comparatively little trade, 
and is said to be falling to decay. Ning-po, fur- 
ther north, and situated on the mainland, qearly 
Opposite to the island of Chusan, is also a place of 
considerable size, and has the reputation of being 
the finest city on the coast open to foreigners. It 
is also regarded as one of the most literary cities 
in the empire, and inferior only to Loo-chow and 
Hang-chow, in the refinement and taste of the peo- 
ple. According to the statistics of an intelligent 
native scholar, as communicated to Mr. Smith, of 
the people included within the city walls, four fifths 
may be estimated as engaged in trade, merchandise, 
and labor, while one fifth were calculated as be- 
longing to the literary class. This included the 
graduates and candidates for literary promotion, as 
well as the writers and clerks in the public offices. 
Of the population in the suburbs and on the level 
plain, extending to the hills, six parts out of ten 
are estimated as deriving their livelihood from agri- 
culture, three parts as artisans of various kinds, 
and the remaining tenth as consisting of fishermen 
and boatmen. The manufacture of carpets and 
mats furnishes employment to a large proportion 
of the people. The female part of the population 
are employed to a considerable extent in weaving 
cloth. The city is surrounded by a wall of about 
five miles in circuit, through which there are six 
gates opening into the suburbs or upon the river. 
There are 100,000 houses and shops assessed in 
taxes to the government, and the population may 
amount to 400,000. In the city there is an un- 
usually large proportion of temples and of spacious 
private buildings, and the width and cleanliness of 
the principal streets give a favorable impression 
of the wealth and rank of the inhabitants ; yet, 
from many of the houses being empty, and the 
dilapidated state of others, it appears evident that 
the city is on the wane. Shang-hai is the most 
northerly of the free cities, situated on an extensive 
alluvial plain, watered by a number of streams. It 


is surrounded bya wall of about three miles in cir- 


cult, and may include about 200,000 inhabitants. 


The character of these is peaceful and industrious ; 


To such a degree had these insults 
proceeded of late, that while we now write, ac- 
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and they are friendly and respectful to foreigners. 
Though suffering considerable extremes of climate, 
the thermometer ranging from a summer heat of 
100° to 24° of winter cold, it is said to be very salu- 
brious, the sky in spring and autumn being clear, 
mild, and delightful. Shang-hai is the great em- 
porium of the central and northern parts of China, 
and in regard to its commercial and export trade, 
is greatly on the increase. In this respect it al- 
ready rivals Canton, and from its central position 
is likely to become in time the first trading port of 
the empire. Cotton is extensively cultivated in the 
vicinity of Shang-hai, as well as rice and wheat ; 
and tea and silks are brought from the interiar to 
this as a shipping port, where, in consequence of 
the shorter inland carriage, they may be purchased 
ten per cent. cheaper than at Canton. 

Mr. Fortune, while at Shang-hai, was particu- 
larly anxious to visit the famous city of Soo-chan, 
situated about fifty miles inland. As this was far 
beyond the limits that strangers are permitted to 
proceed from any of the free-port cities, Mr. For- 
tune resolved to adopt the Chinese dress, and visit 
it incognito. In this he succeeded, and found this 
grand city, which is the great emporium of the 
central provinces of China, very similar in its gen- 
eral features to the other towns he had visited. 
only it appeared more the seat of luxury and 
wealth, and has none of those signs of dilapidation 
and decay which are apparent in such towns as 
Ning-po. A noble canal, as wide as the river 
Thames at Richmond, runs parallel with the city 
walls, and acts as a moat, as well as for commer- 
cial purposes. This canal is carried through 
arches into the city, where it ramifies in all direc- 
tions, sometimes narrow and dirty, and at other 
places expanding into lakes of considerable beauty, 
thus enabling the inhabitants to convey their mer 
chandise to their houses from the most distant parts 
of the country. Junks and boats of all sizes were 
plying on this wide and beautiful canal, and the 
whole place presented a cheerful and flourishing 
aspect. The city gates were well guarded, and 
the streets and lanes inside were intersected at in- 
tervals with gates, which are closed at nine or ten 
o’clock at night. Groups of gay and cheerful- 
looking people loitered on the bridges, and sailed 
along the canals. The ladies here are considered 
by the Chinese to be the most beautiful in the 
country, and, judging from those seen by our trav- 
eller, they deserved this character. Their dresses 
were of the richest material, and made in a grace- 
ful and elegant style ; the only faults he could 
discern were their small feet and the white powder 
with which their faces were too unsparingly cove 
ered. 

Chusan, the island taken possession of by the 
British during the war, and again resigned to the 
Chinese, is allowed by all visitors to be a very de- 
lightful spot-—-well cultivated, and abounding in 
grain, fruit, and vegetables; the natives, who are 
of the same character as those on the neighboring 
main-land, being peaceable, friendly, and, at the 
same time, orderly and industrious. They regret 
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the departure of the British troops; and it now 
begins to be apparent that this would have been a 
preferable spot for planting the British flag as a 
permanent commercial station to that of Hong- 
Kong. If friendly relations continue to be pre- 
served with the Chinese, Shang-hai and the neigh- 
boring group of cities will in time become the 
centre of trade, as possessing advantages of locali- 
ty superior to that of Canton, and thus the island 
of Chusan would have possessed great local advan- 
tages as a British station. 

Hong-Kong is a mountainous, rocky island, about 
ten miles in length and five in breadth. Its north- 
ern side bends into a capacious bay, well adapted 
for shipping, and forming a secure harbor. Only 
small portions of the surface of the island are capa- 
ble of tillage, the greater part consisting of bare 
rugged cliffs, with only a partial vegetation of 
green herbage during the rainy season. Already 
has British enterprise cut roads and streets out of 
the solid rocks, and the town of Victoria has risen 
_ Up, Containing many buildings of magnificent struc- 
ture. The native population has more than trebled 
since the English gained possession of it, and it is 
now entirely under British rule and jurisdiction. 
The powerful heat of the sun on this bare and 
rugged spot, the want of a free current of ventila- 
tion from the hills of the adjoining main-land, and 
the noxious exhalations from the surface, all con- 
spire to render this a trying climate for Europeans, 
and latterly the health of the inhabitants has suf- 
fered greatly. : 

Notwithstanding their inherent suspicion of all 
strangers, the Chinese are neither unkind nor in- 
hospitable. Mr. Fortune, whose botanical pur- 
suits frequently led him into the country, almost 
invariably met with a good reception from the 
peasantry, and from the inmates of such temples 
and religious houses as he visited. One of these 
excursions we shall detail in his own words, as it 
affords a characteristic sketch of the timid yet 
inquisitive and kindly manners of the Chinese 
peasantry :— 


“I was one day travelling amongst the hills in 
the interior of the island of Amoy, in places where 
I suppose no Englishman had ever been betore. 
The day was fine, and the whole of the agricultural 
laborers were at work in the fields. When they 
first saw me they seemed much excited, and from 
their gestures and language I was almost inclined 
to think them hostile. From every hill and valley 
they cried, ‘ Wyloe-san-pan-fokie,’ that is, ‘ Be off 
to your boat, friend ;’ but on former occasions I had 
always found that the best plan was to put a bold 
face on the matter, and walk in amongst them, and 
then try to get them into good humor. In this in- 
stance the plan succeeded admirably ; we were in a 
few minutes excellent friends, the boys were run- 
ning in all directions gathering plants for my speci- 
men-box, and the old men were offering me their 
bamboo-pipes to smoke. As I gota little nearer to 
the village, however, their suspicions seemed to re- 
turn, and they evidently would have been better 
pleased had I either remained where I was, or gone 
back again. This procedure did not suit my plans ; 
and though they tried very hard to induce me to 
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“wyloe’ to my ‘san-pan,’ it was of no use. Aas 
then pointed to the heavens, which were very blac 
at the time, and told me that it would soon be a 
thunder-storm—but even this did not succeed. As 
a last resource, when they found I was not to be 
turned out of my way, some of the little ones were 
sent on before to apprize the villagers of my ap- 
proach, and when I reached the village every living 
thing, down even to the dogs and pigs, were out to 
have a peep at the ‘ Fokie.’ I soon put them all, 
the dogs excepted, (which have the true national 
antipathy to foreigners,) in the best possible humor, 
and at last they seemed in no hurry to get rid of 
me. One of the most respectable amongst them, 
seemingly the head man of the village, brought me 
some cakes and tea, which he politely offered me. 
I thanked him, and began to eat. ‘he hundreds 
who now surrounded me were perfectly delighted ; 
‘He eats and drinks like ourselves,’ said one. ‘ Look,’ 
said two or three behind me, who had been exam- 
ining the back part of my head, ‘look here; the 
stranger has no tail!’ and then the whole crowd, 
women and children included, had to come round 
me to see if it was really a fact that I had no tail. 
One of them, rather a dandy in his way, with a no- 
ble tail of his own, plaited with silk, now came for- 
ward; and taking off a kind of cloth which the na- 
tives here wear as a turban, and allowing his tail to 
fall gracefully over his shoulders, said to me in the 
most triumphant manner, ‘ Look at that!’ Iac- 
knowledged that it was very fine, and promised if 
he would allow me to cut it off | would wear it for 
his sake. He seemed very much disgusted at the 
idea of such a loss, and the others had a good laugh 
at him.’’—Fortune, pp. 39, 40. 


Much has been written m praise of Chinese 
agriculture.* No doubt, they have been diligent 
cultivators of the soil from a remote period ; and 
some centuries ago, when their agricultural and 
gardening operations were viewed by Furopeans, 
they appeared to be superior to much which was 
practised in the west. But like all their other 
habits and arts, agriculture has been and still con- 
tinues stationary amongst the Chinese; while in 
Europe, and in Britain especially, it has made 
great advances. The consequence is, that Chi- 
nese agriculture, as compared to British, is now 
far behind. It evidently appears a mistaken no- 
tion, too, which we have all along adopted, that 
every acre and inch of land in China is under a 
state of high cultivation. It is true, that the level 
plains and hills of moderate height, are all under 
cultivation, and especially so in the neighborhood 
of citics ; but Mr. Fortune, in his botanical exeur- 
sious, roamed for many miles over mountains and 
ravines that were still in a state of nature; some 
of the hills were perfeetly bare and rocky, and 
destitute of all vegetation ; and others were covered 
with wild plants and brush-wood. The houses of 
the peasantry and small farmers were also of a 
very mean description, built of mud and stones, 
with mud floors, and very few domestic conven- 
iences. The agricultural implements are of the 
simplest kind, and not in the very best condition ; 
in short, everything betraying a state of matters 

* The Chinese excel in horticulture. Mr. Fortune, who 
we understand, was educated in the Botanic Garden of 


Edinburgh, has obtained from them a number of new and 
rare plants, to be added to our British collections. 
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somewhat similar to what prevailed in Scotland 
some fifty years ago, when agriculture had not gen- 
erally attained that perfection to which it has now 
arrived with us. ‘The generally fertile soil, how- 
ever, the favorable climate, and the really industri- 
ous habits of the people, are all conducive to an 
abundant production of the fruits of the earth over 
the whole extent of the country. 

Rice is the staple production in al] the valleys of 
the warmer southern provinces. As it forms a 
chief article of food among the Chinese, its culti- 
vation is extensive. In the south, two crops of 
this grain are raised in the hot months, besides a 
crop of some more hardy vegetable in winter. 
The ground is prepared in spring for the first crop 
of rice, as soon as the winter grain crops are re- 
moved from the fields. The plough, which is 
commonly drawn by a buffalo or bullock, is a rude 
instrument, but light, and perhaps more suited to 
the kind of work than the British plough, which 
has been tried and found too heavy and unmanage- 
able. As the land is always flooded with water 
before it is ploughed, this process consists in twn- 
ing up a layer of mud and water, six or eight 
inches deep, which lies on a solid floor, or hard 
stiff clay. The plough never goes deeper than 
this mud and water, so that the ploughman and 
his bullock, in wading through the field, find a solid 
footing at this depth below the surface. The 
water buffalo, generally employed in the south, is 
well adapted for this work, as he delights to wal- 
low amongst the mud, and is often found swimming 
and amusing himself in the canals on the sides of 
the rice fields. But it must be an unhealthy oper- 
ation for the poor laborer, who, nevertheless, pur- 
‘gues it cheerfully and apparently happy. After 
the plough comes a harrow, without long teeth like 
ours. ‘The laborer stands upon the top of it, aud 
its use is to break down and pulverize the surface 
of the muddy soil, and to press in the manure. 
Previously to the preparation of the fields, the rice 
seed is sown thickly in small patches of highly 
manured ground, and the young plants in these 
seed-beds are ready for transplanting when the 
fields are in a fit state to receive them. Some- 
limes, especially in the south, the seeds are pre- 
viously steeped in liquid manure. The seedling 
plants are carefully dug up from the bed, and re- 
moved to the fields. '* The fields are now smooth 
and overflowed with water to the depth of three 
inches. The operation of planting is performed 
with great rapidity. A laborer takes a quantity 
of plants under his left arm, and drops them in 
bundles over the Jand about to be planted, as he 
knows, almost to a plant, what number will be re- 
quired. ‘These bundles are then taken up in suc- 
cession. <A dozen plants are selected at a time, 
and plunged by the hand into the muddy soil. The 
water, when the hand is drawn up, immediately 
rushes into the hole, and carries with it a portion 
of soi] to cover the roots, and the seedlings are 
thus planted and covered in without further trouble. 
In the south the first crop is fit to cut by the end 
of June or the beginning of July. Before it is 
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quite ripe, another crop of seedlings is raised in 
the beds or corners of the fields, and is ready for 
transplanting as soon as the ground has been 
ploughed up and prepared for their reception. 
This second crop is ready for cutting in Novem- 
ber. In the north, where the summer is shorter, 
a different plan is followed. ‘lhe farmers here 
plant a second crop, two or three weeks after the 
first, in alternate rows. ‘The first planting takes 
place about the middle of May, and the crop is 
reaped in the beginning of August. After the 
early crop is removed, the ground is stirred up and 
manured, and the second crop comes to maturity 
about the middle of November. In the Shang-hai 
district the summers are too short to get two crops 
of rice, but an autumn crop of vegetables is not 
unfrequent. Rain falls in great abundance during 
the change of the monsoon in May, and the Chi- 
nese are very expert at irrigation, so that during 
the growth of the rice the fields are flooded with 
water. The terraced bases and sides of hills are 
supplied with water by mountain streams, and the 
valleys by canals, the water being raised by a sim- 
ple but very effective water-wheel. The mountain 
terraces, which rise one above the other like the 
steps of a stair, are so constructed both for facil- 
Itating the process of irrigation, and for preventing 
the mountain torrents from washing down the soil. 

The Chinese or Nanking cotton plant—the gos- 
sypium herbaceum of botanists, and the ‘‘ Mie wha” 
of the northern Chinese—is a branching annual, 
growing from one to three feet in height, accord- 
ing to the richness of the soil, and flowering from 
August to October. The flowers are of a dingy 
yellow color, and remain expanded only for a few 
hours. ‘They are followed by the seed-pod, which 
swells rapidly, and, when ripe, the outer coating 
bursts, and exposes the pure white cotton, in which ' 
the seeds of the plant lie imbedded. The yellow 
cotton, from which the beautiful Nanking cloth is 
made, is called ‘‘ Tz¢-mie-wha,”? and differs little, 
except in color, from the other variety. This lat- 
ter is chiefly cultivated in the level ground around 
Shang-hai, in a strong, rich loamy soil capable of 
yielding immense crops year after year, although 
it receives but a small portion of manure. Early 
in spring the cotton grounds are ploughed up, and 
manured with a rich mud dug from the drains and 
ditches. In the end of April or beginning of 
May, the cotton seed is sown, generally in broad- 
cast, and trodden by the feet of laborers into the 
soil. The spring rains now commence, and the 
vegetation of the cotton makes rapid progress. 
During the summer months the plants are care- 
fully thinned and hoed. Much now depends on 
the season. If dry, the plants are stinted; but if 
refreshing rains fall, the crop proves a good one. 
The cotton plant produces its flowers in succession 
from August to the end of October, and even, in 
mild seasons, during November. As asuccession 
of pods burst every day, it is necessary to have 
them gathered with great regularity, otherwise 
they fall upon the ground and are spoiled. Little 
bands of the Chinese are now seen in the after- 
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noon in every field, gathering the ripe cotton, and 
carrying it home to the houses of the farmers. As 
the farms are generally small, they are worked al- 
most entircly by the farmer and his family, con- 
sisting sometimes of three or even four generations, 
including the old gray-haired grandfather, or great- 
grandfather, who has seen the crops of four-score 
years gathered into his barns. Every member of 
such a group has a certain degree of interest in 
his employment. The harvest is their own, and 
the more productive it is, the greater number of 
comforts they will be able to afford. In such a 
delicate article as cotton, much of the success of 
the crop depends upon a dry and mild autumn; 
for wet and cold are both inimical to it. When 
the cotton is brought from the field it is spread out 
to dry, and then it undergoes a process to separate 
the seeds, which is done by passing it through a 
machine with two rollers. It is then put into bags, 
which, slung across a bamboo stick, are thus car- 
ried into the towns, on the shoulders of the far- 
mers, and disposed of to the cotton merchant. 
Every family retains a portion of the produce for 
its own use, and this the female members clean, 
spin, and weave at home. The spinning-wheel 
and the hand-loom, both once so common in this 
country, are still in use in China, and to be seen 
in every village in the cotton districts. The cot- 
ton stalks are used as fuel, the refuse as manure, 
and the cleared ficlds are immediately planted with 
clover, beans, or other vegetables, for a second 
crop. : 

The tea districts are situated in the provinces 
of Canton, Fokein, and Chekiang. There are two 
species, or probably only varictres of the tea shrub, 
the Thea Viridis and Thea Bohea of botanists. 
It has been frequently stated and believed that our 
- black teas are derived from the Bohea shrub, and 
the green teas from the Thea Viridis. Mr. For- 
tune, however, ascertained, by actual inspection, 
that both shrubs yield green and black teas, and 
that, in fact, although the Bohea plant is that which 
grows in the southern districts, and the Thea Viridis 
in the northern, both green and black teas are reg- 
ularly prepared in all the localities, and that the 
difference arises from the quality and mode of prep- 
aration of the leaves. The tea plant requires a 
rich soil, otherwise the continual gathering of the 
leaves would soon destroy its vigor. In the north 
of China, the tea plantations are always situated 
on the lower and most fertile sides of the hills, and 
never on the low lands. The shrubs are planted 
in rows about four feet apart, and about the same 
distance hetween each row, and look at a little dis- 
tance like little shrubberies of evergreens. The 
farms are small, each consisting of from one to 
four or five acres; indeed, every cottager has his 
own little tea garden, the produce of which sup- 
plies the wants of his family, and the surplus 
brings him in a few dollars which are spent on the 
other necessaries of life. The same is the case 
with the cotton, rice, and silk farms; all are small, 
and managed by the members of the family. In 
the green tea districts, near Ning-po, the first crop 
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of leaves is generally gathered about the middle 
of April; this consists of thc young leaf buds, jast 
as they begin to unfold, and forms a fine and deli- 
cate kind of hyson, which is highly esteemed by 
the natives, but it is scarce and expensive. About 
the middle of May the shrubs are again covered 
with fresh leaves, and are ready for the second 
gathering, which is the most important of the sea- 
son. The third gathering produces a very inferior 
sort of tea, which is rarely sent out of the district. 
When the weather is fine the natives are secen in 
little groups, on the hill sides, stripping the leaves 
off, and throwing them into baskets. ‘These leaves 
are then carried home to the barns adjoining their 
cottages, and dried in pans held over little furnaces 
constructed in the wall. They are then rolled up 
by the hand on a bamboo table, and twisted and 
curled into the shape we sce them. After this 
they are exposed upon a large screen, and dried 
further in the sun, when they are again subjected 
to a second drying in the pans, and are then picked, 
sifted, and sorted, and finally packed up for mar- 
ket For the European markets this green tea 
undergoes a further process of coloring, which is 
done by the addition of Prussian blue and gypsum ; 
but this adds nothing to the flavor or other qual- 
ities of the tea, except heightening the color. 

When the teas are ready for sale, extensive tea- 
dealers come from the towns and make purchases 
from the small growers. The tea is then conveyed 
to the shipping ports, and packed and shipped for 
the European and American markets. 


« There are few sights,” says Mr. Fortune, 
“ more pleasing than a Chinese family in the inte- 
rior engaged in gathering the tea-leaves, or indeed 
in any of their other agricultural pursuits. ‘There 
is the old man, patriarch-like, directing his descend- 
ants, many of whom are in their youth and prime, 
while others are in their childhood, in the labors of 
the ficld. He stands in the midst of them, bowed 
down with age. But to the honor of the Chinese, 
as a nation, he is always looked up to by all with 
pride and affection, and his old age and gray hairs 
are honored, revered, and loved. When, after the 
labors of the day are over, they return to their hum- 
ble and happy homes, their fare consists chiefly of 
rice, fish, and vegetables, which they enjoy with 
great zest, and are happy and contented. I really 
believe that there is no country in the world where 
the agricultural population are better off than they 
are in the north of China. Labor with them is a 
pleasure, for its fruits are eaten by themselves, and 
the rod of the oppressor is unfelt and unknown.”?>— 
p. 202. 


There is no state religion in China, the govem- 
ment permitting a genera] toleration of all sects. 
The doctrines of Confucius are adopted by the lit- 
erary class, and a considerable proportion of the 
people. Instead of a religion, it may rather be 
termed a system of philosophy, commonplace 
enough, and possessing no great depth, yet of a 
practical worldly nature, suited to the tone of the 
general mind. It consists chiefly of moral and 
political maxims, and avoids entering on the exis- 
tence or nature of Deity, or allusions to a future 
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state. Another sect, the Tauists, or followers of 
Laou-tsze, seem to be jdentical with the Scha- 
manists, or demon-worshippers of the ruder tribes 
of the great Mongolian race. This sect now 
seems to have few votaries in China, or at least 
little ór no mention is made of them by recent 
travellers, except the casual notice of a temple 
dedicated to their gods. It no doubt prevailed 
more in the earlier and ruder stages of their his- 
tory. Budhism, introduced from India probably 
about the commencement of the Christian era, has 
spread to a considerable extent in China ; but it is 
less its mysticism and abstract speculations than 
its image-worship, its external observances, and 
its monastic system, which have taken hold of the 
people's minds. In general, its priests and votaries 
are extremely ignorant, few comparatively being 
able to read or write, and ìt is only the lower and 
more ignorant classes of the population who belong 
to this religion. Budhist temples and monastic 
institutions are not unfrequent in the cities and 
country, but in general tbey are on the decay, and 
are regarded by the people with Jess interest and 
reverence than formerly. Yet image-worship is 
in universal practice. Their temples, houses, 
streets, roads, hills, rivers, carriages and ships, 
are full of idols, and their houses and shops, and 
corners of their streets, are plastered with charms, 
amulets, and emblems of idolatry. Jn external 
forms and regulations, there are some singular co- 
incidences between the Romish religion and Budh- 
ism. ‘The existence of monasteries and nunneries, 
the celibacy, the tonsure, the flowing robes and 
the peculiar caps of the priesthood, the burning of 
incense, the tinkling of bells, the rosaries of beads, 
the intonation of service, the prayers in an un- 
known tongue, purgatory, and the offerings for the 
dead in their temples, and, above all, the titles of 
their principal goddess, the ‘‘ Queen of Heaven,” 
and ‘* Holy Mother,” represented by the image 
of a woman with a male child in her arms—pre- 
seat features of mutual resemblance which must 
strike every one. Mr. Smith paid a visit to Poo- 
too, an island of about thirty miles in extent, in 
the neighborhood of Chusan, which is entirely 
tenanted by Budhist priests. At the time of his 
visit thcre were about six hundred resident priests, 
besides three hundred mendicant friars and itin- 
erant priests, who were absent on the neighboring 
inainland. This island, ‘he was informed, had been 
ceded to the Budhists, as an endowment for the 
ditfusion of their religion, by one of the Chinese 
emperors, of the Han dynasty. This date would 
make the origin of their endowment contempora- 
neous with the earliest centuries of the Christian 
era. The priest who was Mr. Smith's informant 
said that Pootoo had seen brighter days, and he 
spoke with regret of the degeneracy of the present 
age in respect of zeal for idolatry. He especially 
mentioned the fact of thero having been three hun- 
dred more priests on the island a century ago, and 
accounted for the diminution in their number by 
the want of interest and devotion shown by the 
people on the mainland, who suffered the temples, 
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one after the other, to fall to ruin, without incur- 
ring the expense of rebuilding them. ‘The endow- 
ment of the temple in which he himself resided 
arose from 200 acres of land assigned to it as its 
revenue on the opposite island of Cheto-ko-tze. 
Besides this, they enjoyed an uncertain revenue 
from the offerings of casual devotces visiting the 
sacred locality. He stated his opinion, that out 
of every hundred priests in Pootoo, only twenty 
were men of education. 

A great proportion of the inmates of these tem- 
ples consists of those who have been brought 
thither when they were mere children, by needy 
relatives, or of those who, by poverty or crime, 
have been forced to take up their abode there as 
an asylum for the remainder of their lives. With- 
out any kind of employment, either bodily or men- 
tal, and in a state of lonely celibacy, cut off from 
all tho usual pursuits or enjoyments of society, 
they spend a miserable existence in indolent vacu- 
ity. By means of self-righteous asceticism they 
hope to be delivered from the grosser elements 
which form the compound being—man, and to be 
assimilated to, and at length finally absorbed into, 
the immaterial substance of the holy Budh. For 
this purpose they abstain from animal food, and 
repeat their daily routine of O-me-to-fuh, till the 
requisite amount of purity and merit has been 
gained, and the more devout are enabled to revel 
in the imaginary paradise of absorption, or, in 
other words, of annihilation. This is the grand 
hope of Budhism—this is the only stimulus to 
present exertion which it offers. The material 
part of man is to be purged away, and after trans- 
migration through certuin stages of animal life, 
more or less numerous, in proportion to the guilt 
or merit of the individual, the soul is at last taken 
into the deity, and becomes a part of Budh him- 
self. This is the purely imaginative invention of 
a more poetical race than the prosaic Chinese. In 
fact, Budhism in China appears to be a mere 
religion of external form. The most intelligent of 
its priests do not believe its doctrines, and even on 
its more ignorant votaries it can have no heart 
influence. 

As little effect does the cold and lifeless moral- 
ity of Confucius appear to exercise on the charac- 
ters of the mass of the people. With naturally 
mild dispositions, and patient and industrious hab- 
ita, they have no regard for truth—they are guided 
by expediency alone, and will lie, deceive, and 
cheat, just as it suits their own personal interest. 
No high or pure motives actuate them. They look 
with great indifference, or even levity, on the mis- 
fortunes of their companions, and though vanity 
and self-conceit make them boastful, yet they have 
no true and genuine patriotic love for their coun- 
try. Their unimpassioned nature docs not permit 
them to be ferocious or terribly wrathful, but they 
have a host of minor vices, and few of the more 
ennobling active virtues of humanity. Thus they 
are sensual, coldly cruel, insincere, mendacious, 
devoid of general philanthropy. Yet it must be 
allowed that they have the domestic attachmenta— 
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filial piety—a sense of gratitude, and a cool and 
reasonable way of settling and cementing disputes. 
From the general insincerity and duplicity which 
prevails, one would be apt to suppose that a total 
want of confidence in the ordinary affairs of life 
would be common, and so it would, were this not 
rectified by what appears a strange adjustment. 


“In England,” says Mr. Meadows, “‘ we trust a 
man because we put sume confidence in his own 
honesty, and because we know we can, through 
the Jaw, obtain redress for breach of trust. In China, 

ple place little or no confidence in each other's 
onesty, and there is so much uncertainty, diffi- 
culty, and-even danger, in obtaining redress tor 
breach of trust or contract, by applying to the 
authorities, that few will venture on an application. 
Every Chinese, therefore, who expects to have any 
kind of trust placed in him, is provided with a 
guarantee of a standing and respectability sufficient, 
in proportion to the nature and extent of the trust, 
who, according to the custom, makes himself re- 
sponsible, in the fullest sense of the word for any 
unfaithfulness on the part of the person guaranteed. 
It may be objected that the guarantee himself might 
violate his guaranty—and at first sight there cer- 
tainly appears no cause why he should not; he is, 
however, effectually prevented from this by the 
power of public opinion. Every man, without re- 
flecting deeply on the subject, feels that some reli- 
able bond of mutual security is necessary ; the 
guaranty form, by the general consent of the nation, 
is that bond in China, and any man who would ven- 
ture deliberately to contemn it, would lose—what 
to most people is of the highest importance—the 
good opinion of all classes of society, and the fellow- 
ship of his own; while even in a pecuniary point 
of view he would not be permitted to derive any 
benefit from his breach of good faith. I may state 
as a fact, that I have never yet known an instance 
of a Chinese openly violating a guaranty known to 
have been given by him; and though I have re- 
marked, that under strong temptations they will 
sometimes try to evade it, yet instances of this are 
extremely rarc, and they generally come promptly 
forward to meet all the consequences of their re- 
eponsibility.’’—p. 218. 


Mr. Smith, after giving the people credit for 
their good qualities, thus proceeds with the other 
side of the picture :— 


‘* Facts of daily occurrence, brought to the knowl- 
edge of the missionaries, and frequently gained 
through the medium of the missionary hospitals, 
revealed the prevalence of the most fearful immor- 
alities among the people, and furnished a melan- 
choly insight into the desolating horrors of pagan- 
ism. Female infanticide openly confessed, legalized 
by custom, and divested of disgrace by its frequency 
—the scarcity of females, leading as a consequence 
to a variety of crimes habitually staining the domes- 
tic hearth—the dreadful prevalence of all the vices 
charged by the Apostle Paul upon the ancient 
heathen worli—the alarming extent of opium indul- 
gence, destroying the productiveness and natural 
resources of the people—the universal practice of 
lying, and suspicion of dishonesty between man and 
man—the unblushing lewdness of old and young— 
the full, unchecked torrent of human depravity borne 
along in its tempestuous channel, and inundating 
the social system with the overflowings of ungodli- 
ness—prove the existence of a kind and degree of 
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moral degradation among a people, of which an 
excessive statement can scarcely be made, and of 
which an adequate conception can rarely be furmed.”’ 
—p. 490. 


With regard to the truth of the commonly re- 
ceived reports of infanticide among the Chinese, 
there can be no doubt. Mr. Smith took special 
care personally to inquire into this fuct. It is 
practised chiefly among the poorer classes, and it 
is the female infants who suffer ; a poor man in his 
old age usually receiving support and assistance 
from his sons, whereas his daughters are gencrally 
married early, and are then no longer considered 
as part of the family. On repeated occasions, and 
before a numerous assemblage, fathers, when ques- 
tioned by Mr. Smith regarding this subject, seemed 
to have no hesitation in openly and simply avowing 
the fact. He was told that in the province of 
Fokeen, at a place called Kean Ying-Chou, five 
days’ journey above Canton, there were computed 
to be from 500 to 600 female infanticides in a 
month. ‘The comparative infrequency of the prac- 
tice at Canton, arose from the establishment by 
government of a foundling hospital there, where 
5000 female children, of the lowest classes, were 
annually received. While visiting some of the 
villages in the vicinity of Amoy, the subject of 
infanticide was introduced to the people. ‘They 
stated that out of six daughters it was customary 
to kill three. Some murdered four, and a few 
even five, out of the same number. They said that 
the proportion of female children which they put 
to death entirely depended on the poverty of the 
individual. They told that the death of the infant 
was effected immediately after birth, and that four 
different modes of infanticide were practised 
amongst them: drowning in a vessel of water, 
pinching the throat, stifling by means of a wet 
cloth over the mouth, and choking by a few grains 
of rice placed into the mouth of the infant. If sons 
were alternately interspersed with daughters in a 
family, the people esteemed it good luck, and were 
not accustomed to murder the female children. 
One old man who was questioned, confessed pub- 
licly before the crowd, that out of six daughters 
he had murdered three. At first he said that he 
did not remember whether he had murdered two 
or three. He said that he smothered them by put- 
ting grass into their mouth. The people, per- 
ceiving the disgust and indignation which the 
recital of these facts caused, at last became ashamed 
of their conduct, showing how easily the conscience 
may be awakened to the enormity of such actions. 
In the other parts of China visited by Mr. Smith, 
no well authenticated cases were brought within 
his notice, sufficient to prove that this crime pre- 
vailed to any considerable extent. Jn the vicinity 
of Shang-hai and Ning-po, the moral atrocity, if 
perpetrated, lurks in secret, and is comparatively 
too rare an occurrence to be regarded as possessing 
the sanction of public opinion. 

Another prominent vice of the Chinese is opium 
smoking. This to acertain extent has been prac- 
tised for a long period, but of late years has in- 
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creased. An opium house in Amoy is thus de- 
scribed by Mr. Smith :— 


“ The first opium house which we entered was 
situated close to the entrance to the Taou-lais pal- 
ace. Four or five rooms, in different parts of a 
square court, were occupicd by men stretched out 
on a rude kind of couch, on which lay a head pillow, 
with lamps, pipes, and other apparatus for smoking 
opium. [n one part of the principal room the pro- 
prietor stood, with delicate steel-yards, weighing 
out the prepared drug, which was of a dark, thick, 
semi-fluid consistency. A little company of opium 
smokers, who had come hither to indulge in the ex- 
pensive fumes, or to feast their eyes with the sight 
of that which increasing poverty had placed beyond 
their reach, soon gathered around us, and entered 
into conversation. They formed a motley group of 
sallow, sunken cheeks, and glassy, watery eyes, as 
with idiotic look, and vacant laugh, they readily 
volunteered information, and described the prucess 
of their own degradation. There was to be seen 
the youth, who, just emerging from boyhood, had 
only commenced the practice a little time before, 
and was now hastening to a premature old age. 
There was the man of middle age, who, for half 
his life a vicum of this pernicious indulgence, was 
bearing with hin to an early grave the wreck of his 
worn-out constitution, There was again the more 
elderly man, whose iron strength of frame could 
better ward of the slow but certain advances of de- 
crepitude, but whose bloated cheek, and vacant 
stare, told of the struggle that was raging within. 
There was again the rarely seen spectacle of old 
age, and the man of sixty lived yet to tell of forty 
years consumed in the seduction of this vice. They 
al] assented to the evils and sufferings of their course, 
and profussed a desire to be freed from its power. 
They all complained of loss of appetite—of the ago- 
nizing cravings of the early morning—of  prostra- 
tion of st renath, and of increasing feebleness, but 
said that they could not gain firmness of resolution 
to overcome the habit. They all stated its intoxi- 
cating eifects to be worse than those of drunkenness, 
and described the extreme dizziness and vomiting 
which ensued so as to incapaciate them for exertion. 
T subsequently visited about thirty other opium shops 
in different parts of the city. The people say that 
there are nearly a thousand such establishments in 
Amoy.” —pp. 433—4. 


A confirmed opium smoker generally consumes 
daily about a mace of opium, which is equal to 
one drachm, of sixty grains, the price of which is 
about eight-peace sterling, a large sum of money 
in China. In fact, many of the poorer classes 
consume from a third to a fourth of their whole 
earnings in this pernicious practice, notwithstand- 
ing they may have a wife and family depending 
on them for support. This is a melancholy ac- 
count, and can only find a parallel in the gin and 
whiskey consumers of our own island. For one 
million pounds’ worth of opium, however, which 
is thus used in the extensive empire of China, 
there are at least twenty millions’ worth of intoxi- 
cating liquors consumed in Great Britain. Both 
are clamant evils, and are potent means of debasing 
society ; but evils cannot be banished from this 
world of oure—our chief aim must be, by God’s 
blessing, to elevate men’s minds above temptation, 
and fight the battle on the side of strenuous resis- 
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tance. It is, no doubt, unfortunate that this per- 
nicious, and in a certain degree illegal traffic, should 
be carried on by Britons ; and the missionaries have 
frequently had this retorted to them in the midst 
of their expostulations and advices to the mis- 
guided victims of opium smoking. The usual 
good common sense of the Chinese, however, will 
soon be able to distinguish the true position in 
which this traffic, or any other of the kind, as re- 
gards the intercourse of nations, must be put, and 
they will cease to confound the philanthropic en- 
deavors of the missionaries with the gain-seeking 
pursuits of other members of the community to 
which they may belong. ‘The opium trade, though 
still nominally illegal, is now tacitly recognized 
by the Chinese authorities, and perhaps the best 
plan for all parties would be to legalize it at once, 
imposing a certain duty on it as we do on the sim- 
ilar luxuries of tobacco and alcoholic liquors. 

Drunkenness does not appear to be a prevailing 
vice among the Chinese. In general the people 
are temperate both in eating and drinking. Rice, 
vegetables and fish, eggs, poultry, form the sim- 
ple diet of the rural districts, though, amongst the 
richer inhabitants of towns, a considerable degree 
of epicurism is common. Long protracted dinners, 
with an absurd and hurtful profusion of dishes, are 
as common among the city mandarins of China as 
among the city aldermen and higher castes of 
Britain. Like us, too, they range over earth, sea 
and air for delicacies to stimulate the satiated ap- 
petite. Hence we hear of the marvellous dishes 
of swallows’ nests, sharks’ fins, and the ¢repang, 
a species of Aolothuria or sea-slug fished up from 
the Indian Ocean, and served up as a rarity at the 
feasts of the rich and wealthy. So generally is 
the country under cultivation, and such has been 
the density of population for many ages, that wild 
animals, especially game, are very rare in China. 
To make up for this, however, domestic animals 
are reared in considerable quantities, such as bul- 
locks, sheep, pigs, fowls, and even dogs, which 
are admitted into the category of culinary ts 
among this people. In Chusan, and probally in 
many other places throughout the country, young 
ducks are hatched in thousands by artificial heat, 
and then fed up for the table; and on the rivers 
and estuaries, cormorants, are regularly trained to 
catch fish and bring them to their masters 

Mr. Smith thus describes his reception at a 
mandarin’s table :— 


“ On Sept. 3d, I went with some friends to visit 
the principal mandarin in Ning-po, usually styled 
the taou-tai. Due notice had been given some hours 
previously, and thero were circumstances attending 
our visit, which ensured a polite reception from his 
excellency. We were borne in chans along the 
strects to the ya-mun, or public office, in which the 
taou-tai was then residing. As we approached the 
large folding-doors, leading into the first of a num- 
ber of spacious courts, a gong was struck, which 
was immediately answered by other gongs and a 
bell from within. At the same time a native piper 
commenced playing a noisy air, accompanied by a 


kind of cymbal, to do honor to us as we passed. 
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As door opened within door, we saw signs of bustle 
and activity among the numerous attendants, till our 
sedan-chairs were set down on a pavement at the 
bottom of a litle flight of steps leading into a vesti- 
buie. Here the great man, Ching-ta-jin, descended 
to welcome us; and afier a good deal of bowing 
and other salutations, we were conducted to a re- 
ception-hall, where we were invited to take our 
seats. But preliminary matters of etiquette had to 
be settled, which occupied some time. ‘The taou- 
tai would not occupy the highest seat on the left 
side, the place of honor ; and the members of our 
little party affected like humility. One pressed the 
other, and tried to lead him into the uppermost seat, 
which gentle attempt the other as gently resisted. 
Under ordinary circumstances this would have been 
fatiguing ; but in the excessive heat of the summer 
it was doubly irksome; and matters were at last 
abruptly brought toa satisfactory adjustment by one 
of our party coolly occupying the highest seat, and 
thus terminating the debate. One of our friends 
was a fluent speaker of Chinese, and acted as our 
spokesman. The taou-tai’s cap of authority, which 
waa ornamented with the usual knob or button of 
a light blue color, indicating his rank as being of 
the third of the nine orders of mandarins, was now 
taken from his head, and handed to an attendant, 
who placed it in a conspicuous part of the room. 
Soon after, another servant came at his bidding to 
assist in removing his upper garment of blue silk ; 
‘and as, notwithstanding the heat, we had paid his 
excellency the compliment of appearing in woollen 
coats, we gladly availed ourselves of his invitation 
to put off the incutnbrance, and sat during the rest 
of our visit in our shirt-sleeves. The room did not 
afford the signs of any great wealth in the proprie- 
tor, the furniture being simple and substantial, rather 
than elegant. A number of servants were standing 
outside, and sometimes, in their eagerness to see 
and listen, pressed around the door. A wave of the 
hand from their master once or twice seemed to re- 
move them to a little distance on either side. But 
when he subsequently sat so as to have his back 
towards them, they quietly returned, and their num- 
ber was increased by the addition of several others 
eager to satisfy their curiosity. After we had taken 
tea, the signs of preparation for a morning collation 
were apparent in the various dishes brought and set 
out on a table in the centre of the room. On the 
announcement being made that all was ready, the 
same ceremony and delay as to precedence took 
place. The taou-tai took his seat at the lowest end 
of the table. As our meal proceeded, he reverted 
to former topics, especially to our literary degrees. 
As I had been introduced as a literary teacher, he 
now inquired what literary degree in my own coun- 
try I had attained. My friend very inconsiderately 
replied that I was the same as a ésin-sze, 1. e., the 
second of the four Chinese literary degrees, to 
which Ching-ta-jin had himself attained. The taou- 
tai then commenced congratulating me on the fe- 
licity of my lot in getting literary promotion at so 
early an age. He proceeded to take a strict sur- 
vey of my physizgnomy, and made some remarks on 
my personal appearance. At last, fortunately for 
our preservation of gravity, the conversation was 
led to the subject of literary examinations and de- 
grees in China, on which he was very lengthened 
in his observations. 

‘¢ Meanwhile we endeavored to do honor to the 
dishes, which in rapid succession were placed be- 
fore us, our host helping us from each dish with the 
chop-sticks with which he himself was eating. A 
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kind of spirit, distilled from rice, was poured out 
into small cups and saucers and placed before us. 
Deference had been paid to our foreign palates, and 
in addition to the usual routine of Chinese dainties, 
small slices of ham, beef, duck, and foul were served 
on the table. Plovers’ eggs, nuts, sweetmeats, 
formed also portions of our repast. Our host con- 
tinually watched our saucers, and replenished them 
from time to time with what he deemed the choicest 
morsels. Once or twice we ventured to act on our 
choice, and to taste some of the unknown dishes ; 
but we quickly came to the decision that it was 
better to trust to his selection. At last we were 
tired with the number of dishes, which one after 
another made their appearance. But it was to no 
purpose that he was informed that we had eaten a 
sufficient quantity. He begged to assure us that 
the repast would soon be over; and our apolugies 
for occasioning him so much expense only made 
him insist more rigorously on our remaining ull the 
end. During this time an animated discussion took 
place on the subject of foreign customs. He again 
reverted to the subject of my literary degree, and 
inquired my familyname. This was altered to suit 
the Chinese sounds, and written Sze-mez. He then 
asked my personal name, which he tried in vain to 
pronounce, saying it took four Chinese characters 
to write it. He made several ineffectual attempts 
to catch the sound George, changing it to Jzh-ah-le- 
Jih. At last, in despair of mastering the outlandish 
sounds, he ceased from the attempt, and, falling 
back into his large chair, gave a hearty prolonged 
laugh. Then he inquired of my friend respecting 
the koo-wan, or ancient classical literature of our 
country. This led to his being informed of the 
gradual improvement of our native tungue—the 
comparatively recent date of Enghsh literature— 
the stores of ancient learning imported from Greece 
and Rome—the prevalence of Latin as the genera] 
medium of communication between the literati of, 
Europe—and the different races who successively 
peopled Britain. To all these topics, he listened 
with attention, bringing frequent illustrations from 
similar events in the history of China. He after- 
wards inqnired about some European country, by a 
name which we had never before heard. On our 
further listening to his pronunciation of the word, 
we discovered the name to be a strange combination 
of sounds, intended for Denmark. Afterwards the 
current of topics flowed to America and its twenty- 
six States; the separation of the United States from 
Britain in the Jast century ; their common descent 
and Janguage; their commercial rivalry and politi- 
cal emulation; the number of annual emigrants 
from Britain to America; the process of clearing 
away forests and preparing the soil for cultivation ; 
the enterprising character of American merchants ; 
and the political supremacy of Britain. Ile made 
some inquiries respecting the causes of emigration, 
and of the willingness of the British merchants to 
come to so distant a country as China. He contin- 
ually responded, sometimes giving a hearty laugh, 
and not in the slightest degree affecting an appear- 
ance of gravity. He mentioned his having been 
formerly sent on a special mission by the Chinese 
government to the country of Mongolia, and spoke 
of the cold ten:perature and the forests as probably 
resembling those of America. 

“At length, after many unavailing attempts to 
rise from the table, which he as often prevented, 
we were enabled to make preparations for our de- 
parture. During our stay of more than an hour, he 
showed us the usual marks of politeness and cour 
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tesy. As his jurisdiction extended over three of 
the eleven departments, into which the province of 
Che-keang is divided, he was an officer of some 
consequence, and ruled a territory as large as Scot- 
land. He was apparently about fifty-six years of 
age, and his manners were commanding and grace- 
ful. In spite of our remonstrance, he insisted on 
accompanying us to our sedans, and we took our 
departure with the same ceremony, and ainid the 
same noise of piping and gongs, as greeted us on 
our entrance.” 


Throughout this populous and toiling empire, 
there is no seventh-day’s rest or Sabbath bell to 
call the minds of the multitude from their gross 
and worldly pursuits, and elevate them to heaven. 
New-year's-day is observed as a holiday, and they 
have frequent festivals in honor of their ancestors, 
and of their idols, when feasts are spread out either 
in temples or in the streets, or in groves and gar- 
dens. The abundant viands, after being laid out 
and offered to the manes of their kindred, are then 
feasted on by the assembled company. 

Mr. Smith thus describes a new-year’s festival 
at Amoy :— 


«Jan. 26th.—This being the last day of the 
Chinese year, busy preparations were in progress 
for terminating business, for laying in a stock of 
provisions, and for celebrating the superstitious 
observances of the evening. In all directions com- 
panies of cooly-bearers might be seen carrying large 
packages of new-year presents to the friends of 
their master. In the various houses which we 
visited after sunset, the head of the establishment, 
attended by his sons or his partners, was to be 
observed balancing his mercantile accounts, and 
settling the debts of the year. So punctilious are 
the Chinese in the observance of this commendable 
practice, that they say they could not enjoy the 
festive occasion, nor sleep during the night, unless 
they had previously relieved their mind of this bur- 
den. The swan-pwan, or counting-board, was in 
constant us?; and when the business seemed well- 
nigh terminated, and the books were about to be 
closed, a neighbor would hurry into the shop, and 
pecuniary transactions would again for a season be 
renewed. While these important matters were in 
progres~, the family were engaged in burning gilt 
paper, with the occasional discharge of fire-works, 
and in making preparations for the peculiar annual 
custom named iwuri loo, or ‘surrounding the fur- 
nace.’ This is perfurmed by the members of each 
family sitting down to a substantial supper, with a 
pan of charcoal placed under the table in the centre 
of the party. The only explanation which they 
gave of this odd custom was, that fire is the most 
potent of the elements; and hence, probably, they 
derived a notion of its efficacy in averting evil, or 
in strengthening the bonds of family union. ‘The 
women observed this custom in an inner room by 
themselves; while the master of the house, with 
his sons and his hired assistants, sat down in an 
outer room. In one of the families, in which we 
were invited to remain in order to view the detailed 
observances of the occasion, the proprietor, a man 
apparently of some little wealth, sat down with his 
assistants, his younger son, and two little grand- 
sons. The eldest son, a youth of about nineteen, 
sat near us, attending to our wants, but without 
partaking of the feast himself. Every minute he 
was on his legs, attending to the beckoning motions 
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of his father, on whom he waited without the least 
appearance of its being esteemed unusual. At one 
time he brought a spoon, or a pair of chop-sticks ; 
at another time ho fetched a paper-napkin for his 
father’s use, or re-filled his glass with samshoo. 
The old gentleman, after a short time, became 
silent and drowsy. But the rest uf the party mean- 
while increased in mirth, as they rapidly consumed 
the good faro placed beture them. ‘The conversa- 
tion became increasingly animated, and some of the 
women soon entered at the further end, and joined 
in the subjects of amusement. These were the 
secondary wives of the household, the proper wife 
and the dauchters-in-law being never permitted to 
mingle in the free, unrestrained conversation with 
strangers, Which is sometimes allowed in the infe- 
rior class of female domestics. Great civility was 
shown to us, but we declined to partake of the 
feast. It was very melancholy to witness the habit 
of reckless lying, which manifested itself so fre- 
quently in their replies; both the old man and the 
son showing not the least compunction or sense of 
shame in telling flagrant falsehoods whenever it 
suited their purpose. In reply to our question 
about one of the women present, the old man said, 
first, that she was an acquaintance; then, shortly 
after, that she was a daughter-in-law; and, at last, 
the plain truth came out, that she was one of his 
secondary wives. Not the slightest jealousy ap- 
peared to be cherished in regard to the Jatter class 
of wives, though the mistress of the family did note 
once make her appearance. This lower class of 
women are generally purchased from poor parents 
as domestic servants, with the liberty of degrading 
them to the rank of inferior wives, which practice 
is generally prevalent, and is considered, even by 
their sages, to be strictly in accordance with moral 
rectitude, if the proper wife has given birth to no 
son. The offspring of both classes of wives are 
considered legitimate, although the sons of concu- 
bines, in inheriting the patrimony, receive only 
half as much as the son of the proper wife, or mis- 
tress of the household. 

‘¢The supper being ended, they next prepared 
for burning the small wooden frames of the lamps, 
which are generally kept burning day and night in 
the dark interior of their houses. From the ashes 
which remain, they profess to derive means of 
ascertaining the exact period of the rainy and dry 
seasons of the coming year; the knowledge of 
which is very important in a land where famine 
often exposes so many thousands to the danger of 
starvation, from the destruction of their crops. 
Three little frames of lamps were brought, and 
placed ready for lighting on the pavernent. The 
eldest son went forth into the street, and discharged 
some crackers, to drive away the evil spirits, while 
some of the domestics folded up abeut a bushel of 
gold and silver paper into the shape of lumps of 
silver. The eldest son returned and set fire to the 
materials, and in about ten minutes the whole was 
consumed to ashes. The live embers were then 
carefully distributed into twelve little heaps, an- 
swering to the twelve months of the year. They 
were then anxiously watched, the heap which first 
burned out showing the most rainy month, and that 
which last burnt out indicating the month in which 
there would be most sunshine and least rain. Par- 
ticular attention was directed to the third, fourth, 
fifth, sixth, and seventh months, as the rain, if 
excessive in those months, would cause mildew and 
blight of the harvest. Acclamations of joy arose, 
as the second heap first died out, and predicted the 
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greatest quantity of rain in the month when it 
would be most seasonable and least injurious. The 
fifth month was to be clear weather and without 
rain. The sixth and seventh heaps, as the par- 
tially-consumed embers were left half red-hot and 
half black, denoted that there would be partly fine 
and partly rainy weather in the corresponding 
months. ‘The result of the experiment seemed to 
give the assembled party great satisfaction, which 
was only slightly interrupted by our asking whether 
the next neighbor's heaps of consumed embers 
would coincide in the favorable prediction. To this 
they replied by begging us to mark the result in 
the course of the year; and also by saying, that 
they had nothing to do with their neighbor's house. 
The samshoo now passed around, and we left them 
to prolong their festivities for an hour or two, when 
they retired to rest, till the booming of the midnight 
watch-gun roused them from their slumbers, and 
they hastily rose to offer each other their new- 
year’s congratulations, and to renew their feasting. 

“ The next morning the city authorities com- 
memorated the new-ycar, by assembling in a body, 
at dawn of day, and going forth in procession to an 
imperial temple in the suburb outside the north 
gate. There they made nine /o-foir, or knockings 
of the head on the ground before a large yellow 
screen, which, for the occasion, occupied the place 
of imperial royalty. This custom is renewed also 
on the emperor's birth-day, and denotes the most 
«decided act of submission. It was this ceremony 
which the imperial officers tried in vain to extort 
from former British ambassadors, as a token of 
vassalage.”’ 


That entire seclusion of females from all inter- 
course with strangers, which former accounts led 
us to believe in, appears to have been exaggerated. 
In consequence of the practice of polygamy, and 
other causes, females have not attained that equal- 
ity in the estimation of the other sex which pre- 
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to be the presiding authority in the family; and it 
was pleasing to observe the extreme deference uni- 
versally paid to this elderly class of females. AR 
the inmates of each family appeared to be united in 
the closest bonds, and to bring together their earn- 
ings to a common fund, from which they defrayed 
the expenses of supplying their daily wants. The 
old lady of the household acted in the useful capac- 
ity of nurse, house-keeper, and adviser, and exer- 
cised over the members of the family a general con- 
trol, which was never resisted. Iler word was law, 
and her influence appeared to be paramount. The 
teacher was a poor man, earning only six dollars a 
month from tuition. He seemed, however, con- 
tented ; and the old lady especially thanked my 
companion for his kindness to her son. When a 
grandmother dies, the wife then comes into her full 
share of influence, and the position which she holds 
in the family circle presents the social condition of 
females in China, as an anomalous spectacle of 
mingled degradation and independence. `’ —p. 414. 


The Chinese afford a striking moral spectacle 
among nations. The civilization of many thousand 
years has done its utmost for them. It has tamed 
and subdued the fierce passions, and introduced all 
those domestic arts which tend to make life agree- 
able; while the elements of education have been 
very generally diffused, and a mild and peacefw 
philosophy, not devoid of the general precepts of 
morality, has been engrafted in the minds of the 
people; yet nowhere is public and private virtue 
at alower ebb. This assertion is not made with 
regard to any particular locality, or any one grade, 
but applies to the whole mass of society, from the 
highest official down to the lowest member of the 
community. It shows the effect of a utilitarian 
philosophy, and a moral code of expediency, with- 
out the element of some higher and nobler aim 


vails in Christian Europe; still they appear to | to guide and direct the grovelling and ever-waver- 


enjoy a considerable degree of liberty and influence 
in their families. Any man in China may have as 
many wives as he chooses, but the number is gen- 
erally regulated by a prudent regard to circum- 
stances and station of life. The marriage cere- 
mony is a very simple one, and is entirely of a 
civil nature, religion having nothing to do with the 
contract. Filial piety and affection is very strong 
among this people, and is cherished long after the 
decease of parents and relatives. Ancestral tablets 
are kept in their houses and ranged in the temples, 
and great care is taken in embellishing, and fre- 
quent visits are made to, the graves of their kin- 


ing mind. Thus, for instance, Confucins teaches, 
that speaking the truth isa right and proper thing ; 
but then he allows that children. on some occa- 
sions, may tell a he for the good of their parents. 
Once admit a qualification of this kind, and a 
parent may think it no great harm to tell a he for 
his own benefit, and thus the tide of falsehood 
flows abroad. No doubt, Confucius holds it a very 
detrimental thing for society, that one person 
should murder anothet; but then some zealous ad- 
vocate of the ‘‘ greatest happiness principle,” may 
discover, that by cutting off in the hud—that is, 
by simply murdering one half of his babes, he will 


dred. There are generally no fixed places for the | have a larger support for himself and the survivors. 
interment of the members of a community, but | In short, we have exemplified here the result of 
each individual or family selects the site of their | all those delusive speculations which would teach 


grave, according to their fancy. The sides of 
hills, and the most beautiful spots in valleys, are 
thus often chosen, or gardens or groves adjoining 
their own residences. Their graves are generally 
planted with the choicest flowers. A pleasing 
domestic scene is thus described by Mr. Smith :— 


« The wife came out after a little time, and hav- 
ing modestly paid her respects at a distance, soon 
retired into an inner room. The old mother was, 
however, more officious, and brought out her two 
young grandchildren smartly attired. She seemed 


men to live for their mere appetites and pleasures 
alone, instead of living for another and a higher 
state of existence. 

In many respects China, as now situated, holds 
out a most inviting field for missionary labor. The 
government has granted a full religious toleration, 
Missionaries of all denominations have access to 
the five free cities stipulated in the treaty of peace 
with Britain. One written language is common to 
the whole of this immense and populous empire, 
and already more than one complete translation of 


TERRESTRIAL MAGNETISM. 


the Scriptures has been made into this language. 
The educated portion of the people are fond of 
reading, and receive with great eagerness books 
and tracts circulated amongst them. ‘This desire 
of information exists among the higher mandarins, 
as well as among the lowest class of literati. The 
Chinese intellect is by no means deficient in acute- 
ness and sound common sense ; and the existing 
religions having but slender hold of their minds, 
they are but little preoccupied with or prejudiced 
in favor of any particular doctrines. On the other 
hand, their temperaments are cold, worldly, and 
unexcitable. Yet not a few have listened to and 
become converts to the Christian faith; and He 
who hath destined this faith ultimately to prevail 
throughout all the earth, can open up and quicken 
the hearts even of the coldest and most sceptical. 
The first Christian missions to China were un- 
dertaken by the Jesuits, at the dawn of the Prot- 
estant reformation in Europe. They met with 
various success, were sometimes tolerated, and 
sometimes persecuted, according to the dispositions 
of the reigning monarchs. At present there are 
170 Roman Catholic missionaries in the empire, 
and they are said to have about 200,000 adherents. 
But Mr. Medhurst observes that there is nothing 
in the Catholic worship, or in the character of the 
priests, calculated to give the Chinese a very ex- 
alted idea of Christianity. In the former, they 
witness graven or molten images, processions, 
tinkling of bells, candles, and incense, exactly 
resembling their own religious rites, and, in the 
latter, a number of ignorant and idle monks, pro- 
fessing celibacy, but with indifferent moral charac- 
ters, shaving their heads and counting beads very 
much after the fashion of the Budhist priests. A 
few Catholic missionaries still make converts of the 
lowest and poorest Chinese, who occasionally ap- 
pear at the churchos, and receive, each of them a 
small donation of rice, for which service they are 
sometimes called, in Portuguese, ‘* Rice Chris- 
tians.” ‘The first Protestant mission to China was 
sent out by the London Missionary Society in the 
year 1807, and amongst the carliest missionaries 
was the celebrated Dr. Morrison, who, after a 
labor of ter years, succeeded in mastering the 
Chinese languara, so as to compose a dictionary 
of it, and a translation of the Scripturcs into the 
Chiness tongue. Within the last few years a great 
impulse his been given to missionary enterprise in 
China. Mc-dieal missionaries, both from Britain 
and America, hive gone out, and hospitals have 
been established in Canton, Shang-hai, and some 
of the other cities, where relief has been afforded 
to many thousand native patients; and every op- 
portunity has been taken, at the same time, of 
circulating tracts, and expounding the doctrines of 
Christianity. These medical hospitals are highly 
prized by the Chinese. The art of medicine is at 
a very low cbhb with them, and the gratuitous 
relief so extensively afforded has been duly appre- 
ciated by thzir naturally kind dispositions, and has 
tended much to soften the asperities arising out of 
a national defeat. According to a list given by 
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Mr. Smith, there are at present forty-four mission- 
aries in the different towns along the coast; and 
others are on their way, both from England and 
America. 


‘* The present lamentation,’’ says Mr. Hamilton, 
in his spirited little tract on Chinese Missions, ‘‘ is, 
that China does not contain the power which can 
evoke the highest goodness or allay the most aban- 
doned vice. The emperor cannot do it—the an- 
cient laws cannot do it—the maxims of the sainted 
Confucius cannot—the magic of Taouism cannot— 
the miracles of Buddha cannot—and we may add, 
the Madonna cannot—the priests with their Latin 
prayers cannot—the monks who are to sail for 
Marseilles this summer, with their cargo of cruci- 
fixes and beads and dead men’s bones, cannot. But 
the Gospel can! The Gospel can open the fount 
of tenderness in bosoms where it has forgot to flow.. 
It can pluck the deadly drug from the opium. 
smoker's skinny hand—it can wrench the infatu- 
ating dice from the gambler’s delirious clutch—like 
the Egyptian princess it can snatch the drowning 
babe from the whelming stream, and rescue the 
outcast infant from the vagrant’s blinding steel :— 
and it can put truth in the trader's inward soul, 
and give new meaning to his language—it can make 
the Chinese yea be yea, and their nay be nay. All 
this the Gospel can effect; and, with the help of 
God, all this the Gospel will. And it is the true 
ennobler of the affections and sublimer of the feel- 
ings. Let but its gladness thrill through spirits 
which in the apathy of ages hardly know what 
gladness is, and with what a grasp of earnestness 
will brother seize the hand of brother! With what 
a look of admiring affection will the Christian hus- 
band recognize that Christian partner, whom he now 
despises as a cipher and oppresses as a drudge! 
And with what starts of wonder will the quickened 
spirit view the glorious things of creation, and the 
blessed things of life issuing in rapid resurrection 
from under the tomb-stone of old custoum—from 
their long burial in the grave of ancient common-. 
place! ‘That Gospel is mighty; and let but its 
clarion-pea]—let but its jubilee-reveille echo through 
the sleep of these enchanted ages—let its omnipo- 
tent blast dispel the nightmare of these supine but 
uneasy years, and the millennium of misery end in 
the vision of a Saviour present and divine ;—and- 
oh! what a shout of power will bespeak the nation 
born! what a song of praise that proclaims the three- 
hundred millions alive again!” 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
TERRESTRIAL MAGNETISM. 


For many years the tendency of philosophical 
research has been towards the resolution of the ap- 
parently multifarious operations of nature into effects 
of one general cause—results of one universal law. 
Attempts have been made, and in some instances 
successfully, to reconcile the seeming discrepancies 
between different natural phenomena ; and, in cases 
of failure, the impression has been, not that the 
phenomena are irreconcilable, but that we have 
missed the clue to the explanation. The relations 
between chemistry and electro-magnetism, between 
animal and vegetable physiology, are becoming ap- 
parent: astronomy is unveiling the secrets of re- 
motest space ; and geology, while explaining the 
structure of our planet, finds itself dependent on 
mighty natural agencies, working in obedience to a 
fixed law. The latter science has often been de 
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signated as preeminently the science of dreams and 
vague speculations; but by the diligent accumula- 
tion of facts, such a degree of certainty has been 
attained, as to enable us to predicate with some 
confidence on the phenomena which it comprehends. 
Opinions, itis true, are still divided as to the source 
of central heat—the cause of volcanic and other dis- 
turbances of the earth’s crust—some writers ascrib- 
ing it to an interior fluid mass of fire, others to 
chemical action ; the latter, as before observed, is 
now but another term for electro-magnetic action. 

In the present paper, we propose to give a sum- 
mary of the views entertained with respect to what 
may be called geological or subterranean magnet- 
ism. 

Whatever may be the direction of magnetic cur- 

rents within the earth, it is not permanent on the 
surface. A chart of magnetic curves requires to be 
‘reconstructed every ten years. Halley was the first 
.to attempt their delineation ; and he threw out some 
‘ingenious speculations as to the cause of the varia- 
tions, attributing them to the revolution of a magnet 
in the interior of the earth. The subject remained 
in abeyance until 1811, when Hansteen of Christi- 
ana investigated the phenomenon, and defined the 
variations of the curves, during a period of two 
hundred years, with geometrical accuracy. In 
1576 the needle stood 11 degrees east of north, 
from which point it returned until 1657-62, when 
it was due north. Continuing its march, the max- 
imum of westerly declination, 27 degrees, was 
reached in 1815, since which period it has been 
again moving slowly to the east. Hansteen sup- 
posed the existence of two magnetic poles at each 
of the polar points of the earth, to whose revolutions 
the variations of the compass and of the magnetic 
curves were to be ascribed; but this view has been 
shewn to be untenable. The labors of Barlow, 
Sabine, and Faraday, have gone far to divest the 
subject of many of its difficulties. The relation of 
magnetism to all matter, as discovered by the latter 
gentleman, is pregnant with important results to- 
wards a solution of the mystery ; the objection that 
it was physically impossible for the earth to be a 
magnet, is now effectually set aside. Gauss of 
‘Gottingen, to whom this branch of science is so 
deeply indebted, computes the magnetic power of 
each cubic yard of the earth as equal to that of six 
steel magnets, each of one pound weight. With 
so tremendous a power, vitalizing, so to speak, 
every inch of the globe, we are enabled to account 
for the eruptions, upheavals, and other disturbances 
by which it is visited. 

The researches of Becquerel and Crosse have 
demonstrated that minerals, whether earthy or me- 
tallic, and crystals, can be produced by weak elec- 
tric currents; and it is a remarkable fact, that 
electric currents are found to exist in mines. 
Wherever the test has been applied to the metallif- 
erous deposits in Cornwall, Wales, on the continent, 
or in South America, the result is the same. Mr. 
R. W. Fox has shown, in his communications to 
the Philosophical] Transactions, and other scientific 
publications, that in the lead and copper mines of 
this country the direction of the positive currents is 
generally from east-west ; subject, however, to local 
influences, by which they are sent in the opposite 
direction, or north and south, where the lodes are 
parallel. So certain were the indications of the 
galvanometer in detecting the presence of metallic 
substances or solutions, that the miners exclaimed, 
‘¢ The little thing knows ore, but does n’t know the 
country ;’’ the latter part of the observation refer- 


TERRESTRIAL MAGNETISM. 


ring to the absence of movement in the needle when 
the instrument was applied to non-metallic rocks or 
earths. Mr. Fox succeeded in magnetizing an iron 
bar, and in one case obtained an electrutype plate 
bv the action of these natural currents. By the 
same agency he has converted copper pyntes into 
vitreous copper; and produced artificial veins of 
carbonate of copper and zinc “in a wall of clay 
placed between the poles of a galvanic series. It 
appears to be highly probable,” he adds, ‘* that the 
metalliferous veins, and perhaps even the rocks 
themselves, impregnated as they are with different 
mineral waters, and thereby rendered imperfect 
conductors, if not exciters of electricity, may have 
an important influence in the economy of nature.” 
In a recent number of the Journal, we quoted 
Professor Ansted’s views as to the conversion of 
granite into mica-schist and clay-slate by the pas- 
sage of galvanic currents; and Mr. Fox has clearly 
demonstrated, that by such currents lamine are pro- 
duced in masses of clay and other substances. The 
more recent experiments of Mr. Hunt have extended 
and confirmed the former in all essential particulars. 
According to Mr. Evan Hopkins, who published a 
work about three years since ‘‘ On the Connection 
of Geology with Terrestrial Magnetism,” magnetic 
currents are continually passing from the south to 
the north pole, through and around the earth. He 
shows that the southern aurora, which observation 
has proved to be accompanied by a similar phenom- 
enon in the north, differs from the latter in appear- 
ance, in consequence of the greater amount of 
vapor produced by the preponderance of ocean in 
the south. The form is alike in both cases; but 
the light of the southern aurora is white, while in 
the north it inclines to red and purple. We read 
that ‘‘the saturated or hydrogenous natnre of the 
currents coming from the sonth pole towards the 
north, will account for the observed peculiarity of 
the southern hemisphere in its general temperature, 
moisture, rains, the growth of vegetation, &c., as 
compared with that of the northern.” Magneuc 
and galvanic currents are shown to be identical, 
except that the action of the Jatter is in some degree 
restricted to liquids ; and as all metals may exist in 
solution, their deposition, by means of the currents, 
admits of demonstration. In this case nature ac- 
complishes on a large scale what experimentalists 
achieve with the galvanic battery ; and, as Mr. Hop- 
kins explains, ‘‘ If we admit the existence of sub- 
terranean currents, and that these exert a slow 
decomposing power, like that of the voltaic battery, 
we have a sufficient power for our purpose. In the 
first place, we have a mechanical tension on the 
consolidated parts of the rocks, by the linear action 
of the currents passing through them; and should 
the intensity of the currents be very great, fractures 
would ensue more or less at rizht angles to the di- 
rection of the force. These fractures would adinit 
air and water, and thus produce intense heat, by 
the avidity with which the metallic nature of the 
bases of the earths and alkalies combines with the 
oxygen. ‘That nearly all the substances which 
constitute the crust of the globe are tound zn solu- 
tion as well as solid, saturated throughout the racks, 
and to such a degree sometimes as to issue out and 
form springs, is well known; therefore, judging 
from the violent effects on a small scale which we 
are able to produce by experiments, a heat would 
be engendered quite adequate to occasion all that 
takes place in earthquakes and volcanic eruptions.” 
In this way may be explained the formation of 
veins that have long puzzled the geolugist. That 


TERRESTRIAL MAGNETISM. 


it is in obedience to some law, is evident from the 
general direction of metalliferous and crystalline de- 
posits being the same in different parts of the world. 
The oblique direction apparent in some instances 
arises from the force of tension acting at right angles 
to the line of structure, which is northerly and south- 
erly. The parallelisms are, in fact, most remarka- 
ble. Tiumboldt found the primitive rocks, in which 
metallic veins chiefly occur, in South America foi- 
lowing the same line as those of Germany and Eng- 
land; the same paruallelisin has also been traced 
between the upheaved rocks of Russia and Africa. 
kt is assumed that the intensity of electric action 
increases in proportion as we descend deeper into 
the earth; and there are many striking eflects wit- 
nessed in mines, which the existence of electric 
currents, disturbed by local causes, will alone ex- 
plain. The heat in mines, particularly those of 
South America, is not constant; patches which at 
one time are at avery high temperature, become 
gradually cold, without any apparent cause, and 
ulter a tiine resume their warmth. The growth of 
minerals in old workings, as a mossy excrescence, 
is a fact well-known to miners; and in some in- 
stances, as observed in Durham, Hanover, France, 
and in the gold mines of America, when a vein has 
been worked out, and the galleries left closed, they 
become filled with solutions of the rocks between 
which they are dug, and in course of tine the de- 
posits thrown down render them again worth the 
working—the mineral being solid, or in a powdery 
torm, according to the intensity of the current. As 
is well known, crystals are hardly to be obtained 
by fusion, but may readily be produced from soft 
sud moist substances; a point adinitting of experi- 
mental proof. ‘In order,” writes Mr. Fox, “to 
exhibit the mode of filling, and the formation of dif- 
ferent crystals in the same fracture, place a mass 
of clay-slate between the poles of a battery, im- 
tiersed in a metallic solution; it will be seen that 
the currents pass on/y in the direction of the cleav- 
ave. If the slate be broken across, so as to repre- 
sent veins of fractures, crystals will be observed to 
grow in each fracture transversely ; that is, in the 
direction of the cleavage planes.” : 
- The igneous theory—the doctrine of central fire 
—hus for some time been slowly yielding to other 
views. All the phenomena attributed to fire may 
be produced by electro-magnetic currents. It is 
dificult to imagine the existence of fires unsupplied 
with the oxygen of the atmosphere; and a singular 
fuct has come to light with regard to the earthquakes 
in South America, based on observations continued 
during nine years; the oscillations are from east to 
west, while the rambling sound by which they are 
accompanied travels north and south, showing the 
influence of some law similar to that by which mag- 
netism is governed. ‘ Even the cause of the vari- 
ation of the needle, mysterious as it has hitherto 
appeared to be, may probably be referred to the 
relative encrgies of the opposing electrical currents, 
which are perhaps subject to occasional modifica- 
uons; and the appearance of earthquakes and vol- 
canic action from tine to time seems to countenance 
the probability of such changes.” 

‘Taking the ocean as the connecting medium 
between pole and pole, Mr. Hopkins shows it to be 
the universal menstruum whence all the variety of 
materials that constitutes land is derived. The 
great ocean currents are from south to north, which, 
with the upheaval and subsidence of continents and 
islands, the changes of level continually going on, 
may be referred to the action of magnetic currents 
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passing from one to the other pole. Everywhere, 
in fact, there appears to be a tendency towards the 
north, or pole of decomposition, from whence the 
decomposed substances are carried back to the south, 
to take on new combinations, and resume their part 
in perpetuating the operations of nature. In vari- 
ous parts of the world, the latitude of places is found 
to be slowly moving northwards, at the rate of from 
ten to twenty minutes inacentury. It is a gener- 
ally received fact, that the climate of Europe is 
colder at the present time than in the earliest periods 
of history. The first settlers in Iceland described 
it as fertile in many parts, and covered with trees; 
and there is evidence that the vine was cultivated 
where now is nothing but an icy desert. Mr. Lyell 
observes, with regard to the material diminution of 
temperature in the northern hemisphere, ‘* we know 
that there are constantly some small variations in 
the respective geographical positions.” And it is 
worthy of notice, that while in the north we find 
fossils, and other remains of the torrid and south- 
ern regions, we never find in the south any but 
those of the adjacent seas, or pecaliar to the local- 
ity. In the coal-beds of Melville Island, fossil 
plants are found which required tropical heat and 
light for their growth, and could not possibly have 
flourished through the cold and six months’ night 
of the arctic regions. An island or continent mov- 
ing from the south would naturally carry its sponges, 
ferns, corals, and animals to the north, modified by 
the changes of temperature through which it passed ; 
and the immense deltas of floating wood in process 
of formation at the embouchure of the Mississippi 
and other rivers, to be alternately elevated and sub- 
merged during their ages of transit, would seem to 
be the means of providing an endless succession of 
coal-beds for the inhabitants of the chilly north. 

As bearing on this subject, we may notice a paper 
by Mr. Dana, in the American Journal of Science, 
on the ‘t Grand Outline Features of the Earth,” 
in which the phenomenon of parallelisms above 
referred to is ably discussed. The trends of cousts, 
mountain ranges of various continents, groups of 
islands, including the Pacific group—five thousand 
miles in length, although thousands of miles apart 
—are shown to lie in the parallel curved lines. It 
would appear from these facts, that the geographi- 
cal distribution of the Jand is not a confused chance- 
arrangement, but that the earth has a systematic 
physiognomy—the directions of the leading lines 
being north-west and south-east. Taking the earth 
as an entire mass, it has a facility for splitting most 
readily in two directions, indicating a rupturing 
force and a structure by which the lincs have heen 
determined. Necker has shown the coincidence 
between coast-lines and mountains and magnetic 
curves; and, according to Sir David Brewster, the 
lines of magnctic intensity, corresponding with those 
of equal heat, manifest a mutual dependence of the 
two phenomena. 

This brief sketch of the opinions of scientific men 
on this interesting subject, places geology and mag- 
netism in quite a new light, disclosing a field of 
labor that promises a brilliant harvest to the perse- 
vering investigator. ‘lhe wasting away and deg- 
radation of the land, which have often been viewed 
with alarm, are now shown to be compensated for 
by a process tending to the renewal and perpetua- 
tion of the physical universe. We look forward to 
the labors of Professor Faraday as destined to throw 
further light on this interesting branch of science, 
in which he has already done so much. According 
to Sir John Herschel, we are to look to “ electro- 
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dynamics for the vera causa of the Newtonian phi- | from snow. The weather was quite perfect ; not a 
losophy ;’? and we may borrow the words of that | cloud was visible; the sky was clear of haze, and 
distinguished philosopher in conclusion, and say— | the air mild, yet not close. This pass of Bérard 
« There are secrets of nature we would fain seejis one of those better known to shepherds and 
revealed while we yet Jive in the flesh—resources , smugglers than to any other deseription of travel- 
hidden in her fertile bosom for the well-being of man | lers. 
upon earth, we would fain sce opened up for the; Ata quarter past eight we had of course gained 
use of the generation to which we belong. But if | somewhat in height ; but we nevertheless saw cattle 
we would be enlightened by the one, or benefited | passing the snow, one by one, at a great height 
by the other, we must lay on power, both moral | above us, and in a few minutes more we again en- 
and physical, without grudging, and without stint.” | tered on the snow. At a quarter before nine we 
a caught sight of Mont Blane appearing over the 
From Chambers’ Joumal. | range of the Aiguilles Rouges. Attwenty minutes 
ASCENT OF THE BUET. at nine we attained a rough slaty ridge, quite free 
rom snow ; in fact the ridge of the pass. From 
Ir the Alpine tourist be possessed of tolerable | hence we had a wonderful view of mountain-tops in 
activity, and be desirous to obtain an unequalled | all directions. It was not cold, but the sky now 
mountain view—and, more particularly, a view of | put on the appearance of the weather being about 
the monarch of mountains, Mont Blanc, sublimely | to change for the worse. Every peak, however, 
seated in his awful state—let him, the tourist, if he | even the most distant, was quite clear; nor was 
be within any moderate distance of the mountain, | there the slightest cloud or haze upon any part of 
by no means omit to ascend the Buet; for many} Mont Blanc. From this pass we might have de- 
years, until English perseverance and activity proved | scended directly to Servez ; but our purpose was of 
the contrary, supposed to be the highest accessible | a much more aspiring nature. After pausing a few 
point of the Alps. minutes, we commenced and completed a fatiguing 
It was on the 24th of July, 1844, that I left Cha- | ascent of the now eternal snow, which was suc- 
mouny, with my guide, Ferdinand Tissay, each | ceeded by a heart-breaking slope of bare slaty dé- 
mounted on a mule, at half-past three in the morn- | bris, occupying us together till forty minutes after 
ing, on our way to the Buet. At half-past four we | ten o'clock. Again another slope of snow suc- 
reached Argentiere; and here I could not help] ceeded, and again another aseent of slaty fragments, 
stopping for several minutes to admire, though I| which brought us, at a quarter past eleven, to 
had many times seen it before, the wonderful ice- | the remains of the stone hovel of the philosopher 
battlemented glacier of Argentiere, and the sublime | Pictet, in which he used to take shelter when over- 
granite spire of the Aiguille Verte, now tinged with | taken by bad weather in this elevated desert. One 
the earliest beams of the sun, which, for peaks of | more short slaty ridge, and a steep slope of soft 
such stupendous elevation, had already risen. Ati snow, brought us to the summit of the Buet, 10,154 
half-past five, we stopped for a short time at the| English feet, according to De Saussure, above the 
Chalets of Poyat; after which we took the direc- | level of the sca, at halt-past eleven, after a fatiguing 
tion of the Col du Bérard. Our way at first lay) walk of five hours from the place where we left the 
over a stony and rather boggy ascent; and after- | mules, and eight hours exactly from Chamouny. 
wards up an exceedingly wild and picturesque: The sun at half-past cleven was exactly over the 
valley, with a loud torrent foaming as usual through | Aiguille du Midi, as seen from hence. From this fine 
it. Here the path became so exceedingly rough | mountain-summit we looked clear away over the 
and steep, that I confess I was not sorry to leave | summit of the Brever, and of the Aiguilles Rouges 
the mules before we came tu the Pierre de Bérard, | (which we had so often looked up to from Chamou- 
which we were obliged to do, in consequence of our | ny) to Mont Blane, and his attendant Aiguilles in 
finding so much yet unmelted winter’s snow. We jall their glory. Mont Blanc, seen from this height, 
left our mules with a youth who had preceded us | and at this distance, towered in kingly state over all 
on foot from Chamouny, and began our own jour- | his vassals. ‘There were some clouds about, but 
ney on foot at half-past six, passing over a bed of | none to impede the view; nor was there a breath 
snow, with a torrent audibly running underneath, |of wind. ‘The air, too, was quite mild; but my 
for half an hour or more. Ata quarter past seven | feet now became excessively cold, from my having 
we reached the Pierre de Bérard, a point beyond | been so Jong walking in the soft snow. The moun- 
which mules never pass. Travellers have frequent- | tain summits visible from hence are so numerous, 
ly made the Pierre de Bérard their halting-place | that to mention them all would be to make a cata- 
for the night; and indeed there is a hollow under | logue of a considerable portion of the Alps. Be- 
this rock large enough to shelter several people ; | yond the range of Mont Blanc, towards the west, 
and an additional poor protection is afforded by a! far in the Taxentaise, I saw very many undulating 
rough wall of stones to keep out the wind. But it| snowy summits, with a light thrown over them that 
is needless to add that bivouacs in such places, | gave them the appearance of the colored waves seen 
though no doubt highly romantic, should for obvious | in a surface of mother-of-pearl ; in another direction, 
reasons be avoided, unless in cases of extreme ne-! through a mountain gap, we got a peep at the Lake 
cessity. For, after all, even ‘‘ for beggars or|of Geneva, The Jura range, on the other side of 
thieves,” a worse lodging could scarcely be found. | the lake, was very distinct; so were the summits 
l am always, I confess, for a good night’s rest; and | of the Oberland oe and all the heights quite 
am apt to suspect the energy and perseverance of | round towards the Simplon. We were here, al- 
those who affect to despise conveniencies. ‘The! though the air was perfectly calm, at a height to 
hovel, formed in this desolate spot alinost wholly | which the voice of the torrent did not reach; and 
by nature, was very damp and dirty, and contained | the impression of stillness I shall never forget. 
a large patch of snow, yet remaining from the| Close on the edge of the highest point of the moun- 
blasts and drifts of the winter. At this spot wej tain, where the precipice suddenly sinks down with 
first obtained a sight of the Oberland Alps, and from | frightful rapidity, and to which we scarcely dared 
hence our way, though steep, was for a time free| approach, for fear of dislodging a mass of the soft 
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snow, we saw the track of a chamois, that must ' scenes I ever beheld. 


229 


Some of the rock and water 


have very lately passed. I observed several insects ' scenes are scarcely to be exceeded for beauty and 


half dead lying on the snow during our ascent ; and grandeur. 


No one should omit, if possible, during 


whilst we stood on the summit—oh, satire on hu-!a séjour at Chamouny, an excursion as far at least 
man ambition !—several common butterflies flew |as the Pierre de Bérard. 


over our heads. 

The view from the summit of the Buet reminds 
one forcibly of one of the old-fashioned maps of all 
the mountains in the world at one view. Ina word, 
it is the most unpicturesque thing possible, but 
possessing a grandeur and sublimity peculiar to it- 
self, which, onee seen, is never through life forgot- 
ten. 

We could not remain on the actual summit for 
any length of time, for the snow was so soft, that 
we could not sit down, and no dry rock was visible, 
and my feet were aching excessively with the cold 
of the wet snow; so we descended to some dry 
rocks a little way down, where we changed our 
stockings, and got quite warm, and enjoyed the 
luncheon we brought with us very much. We re- 
mained here until one o'clock. Neither on the 
summit, nor during the ascent, did either I or my 
guide experience any inconvenience from the rarity 
of the air. During the ascent, I twice heard that 
peculiar solemn noise, difficult to describe, some- 
thing between a deep sigh and a lourd, heavy, sul- 
len, subdued sound of an explosion, which no doubt 
is frequently to be heard in these upper regions. It 
is probably oecasioned by some slip or giving way 
of the snow under the influence of the mid-day sun. 
Beneath the snow-clitis, my guide pointed out to me 
a place which, he told me, was that in which, in 
the year 1800, Mr. Eschen, a Dane, lost his hfe. 
Tn the spot which he pointed out, the snow appeared 
deeply crevassed ; and, to the most unpractised eye, 
it was evidently not the way up the mountain. ft 
was hard to believe that any one would have ven- 
tured into such a place. 

I have already mentioned the stone hovel on the 
summit of the Buet, erected for the accommodation 
of the philosopher Pictet. I believe he made on 
this spot nany observations with the barometer, as 
well as expenments on heat and radiation; the 
Buet is also alluded to by name, in a paper by him 
in the Maglish ‘ Philosophical Transactions,” con- 
cerning the measurement of an arch of the meridian, 
dated 1791. 

The steep and fatiguing slopes of slaty débris 
which I have mentioned before, are enriched with 
some of the rarest of the Alpine plants. 

In descending, we glissaded the greater part of 
the slopes of snow ; but where we kept the track 
of our ascent, I was surprised to find that our foot- 
steps, though very deeply impressed, were almost 
entirely effaced by the action of the sun. Our de- 
scent was very rapid, and varied with frequent falls ; 
the ensuing glissading of which may, without care, 
be carried far beyond a joke. So overpowerin 
was the clare from the snow on the Buet, that 
did not find a large gogeling pair of green specta- 
cles, together with a thick black crape veil, more 
protection to the eyes than was necessary. 

We finally reached the spot where we had left 
our mules, below the Pierre de Bérard, at a quarter 
before three o’clock ; that is, in an hour and three 
quarters from the summit of the mountain, it having 
taken us five hours to ascend the same distance. I 
continued my way on foot, leaving the guide and 
mules to follow all the way down, and had now 
ample leisure to admire the scenery of the valley 
we had ridden up in the morning. which presents 
one of the wildest and most thoroughly picturesque 
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We arrived at the Chalets de Poyat at four 
o'clock, and I got back to Chamouny on my mule 
at a quarter before six. Thus the expedition from 
Chamouny to the summit of the Buet, and back, 
occupies just about fifteen hours. 


Extract or A Letter From Canton, CHINA. 
—A foreigner has just started a newspaper in the 
Chinese language. Whether it will succeed or not 
remains to be seen. It is a novelty to the people. 
The ouly paper published by the Chinese that can 
at all be depended upon is the Pekin Gazette. This 
is published at irregular periods at the capital, and 
thence distributed throughout the empire. It is a 
matter of great importance for the mandarins to 
secure an early reading of the Gazette, in order 
that they may be enabled to proceed in their official 
duties; for it generally seems that the only means 
by which the officers of government arrive at a 
knowledge of the will of their sovereign is through 
the medium of that Gazette. 

Express riders are in readiness at Pekin to carry 
the Gazettes in different directions over the empire 
as soon as published. The same rider carries the 
Gazette from Pekin to any one city, as for instance 
Canton, performing the distance on horseback by 
means of relays of horses at short distances. The 
distance from Pekin to Canton is performed in six 
days, riding incessautly night and day ; and, as you 
may readily imagine, proves fatal to a great portion 
of the riders. As a general rule, no rider is able 
to make more than two trips, as he either dies or 
becomes permanently disabled. 

A high mandarin who is under the necessity of 
securing an early perusal of the Gazette, pays not far 
from $20 per mouth for his paper—whereas those 
who are content or who are able to defer the peru- 
sal to a /ater date, pay proportionably Jess, say $2 
per month. 

We missionaries are not enough interested to 
subscribe for the paper, and if we did so, the peru- 
sal of it would scarcely repay the trouble and ex- 
pense. It is generally filled with court gossip and 
court ceremonies, alike insipid and uninstructive. 


Ty the spirit of most men, lies a creative power, 
which only needs the right moment to call forth the 
spark. But external influences, the incessant work- 
ing of what is called civilization, the machinery of 
state affairs, the eternal teaching and preaching 
with the smallest opportunities for action—all the 
pressure which is brought gradually to bear upon 
man, in order to give one form to all, and bring 
them suitably near to each other, and the endless 
drilling and polishing, which goes to make a well- 
formed man; these and many other things stifle the 
living powers of man. And as this process contin- 
ues, the number of these men will increase, who, 
in the inactivity of their unmanned souls, in order 
to have something, will strive after foreign com- 
mand, influence, and thoughts. When this kind 
of formation shall have reached its height, the world 
will slumber in the much-praised quiet of a Para- 
guay; there will be but one church, and one doo- 
trine; and it will be indifferent whether a rational 
head, or a mere automaton, administers the state 
and church.—Jacubs. 
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A SOIREE IN A PORTER’S LODGE. 


ceremoniously observed, * The night is very cool, 
my dear; I must beg your leave to keep on my 


Monsreur and Madame Bichonnet were not ordi- | hat.” 


nary porters. They resided in the handsomest house 


M. Bichonnet would never have committed the 


of a respectable street of Paris; their lodge, situated | solecism of doing such a thing without his wife's 


on the ground-floor, on the left-hand side of the. | permission. 


Madame Bichonnet merely nodded 


passage, at a convenient distance from the stair-case, | assent, and seemed to expect something else; bus 


was large and airy, and looked upon the street. 


Their duties, which consisted in attending to the | pause, ‘ And the cake, m 


door, and keeping the house clean, were unusually 


as her husband remained silent, she said, alter a 
my dear?” 
« The cake is in the oven. I saw it myself; a 


light, and very liberally remunerated—considering large, golden-colured cake.” 


that, like all the members of their worthy class, 


they were lodged rent-free, and kept by their land- | mournfully sighed Madame Bichonnet. 
{be here soon!’ she added, after a pause. 
wood and candlelight all the year round, without | 


lord and the joint contributions of the lodgers in 


“ Perhaps I shall never live to eat another,” 
“Wail is 
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“In less than half an hour, my dear.” Another 


mentioning the presents they regularly received on į pause. 


new-year’s day. In short, M. and Madame Bichon- | 


“« Will it be quite hot?” asked madame, opening 


net were, as the reader can see, very comfortable | her half-shut eyes. 


people in their way; and they might have been 


pertectly happy, had not an unlucky spirit of am- 
bition taken possession of their hearts, and made | like a hum of satisfaction, and remained silent. 


them resolve to shine, no matter at what cost. 


They gave parties to which the whole neighborhood | the pastry-cook`s boy. 


was invited; 


s Quite bot.” 

The portress uttered something which sounded 
Jus 
less than half an hour the cake arrived, carned by 
h was immediately placed 


and go conspicuous did they render | between two earthen dishes, which had been kept 
themselves, that the lodge of the Bichonnets be~} warming for this purpose ; 


and, as Madame Bi- 


came ere long aterm synonymous with the focus! chonnet observed, * It really looked like a cake You 
of porter-scandal and refinement. Of course, though | might wish to eat on your deathbed.” Some time 
they were hichly popular with some individuals, elapsed, and though it was past seven, none of the 
they were also much ridiculed by others; but on guests arrived. Madame Bichonnet, who sat near 
this head, M. Bichonnet wisely observed, that they | the cake, became very impatient at this unreasona- 
only met with the common fate of genius; ‘‘ they ; ble delay, and in a querulous tone inquired *‘ of they 
were envied and admired.” Like many illustrious ' were coming’? Her husband answered he did not 
individuals, the porter and his wife did not, how-' know, but that he strongly suspeeted M. and 
ever, differ greatly from the common race of mur-; Madame Miroiton, with their young Jadies—he 
tals. Madame Bichonnet was a tall, muscular, raw- scorned the vulgar expression of duughters—wouid 
boned woman, whose florid complexion beamed with soon make their appearance ; upon which Madane 
health, but who was, nevertheless, in a very delicate | Bichonnet observed, with a signifieant smile, they 
state; for, as she frequently assured her lodgers had done well to invite M. Tourneur to come. The 
and friends, in a low, languishing tone, ** she knew fact is, both husband and wite had quite a passion 


she was in a deep decline, and had already given 
up all worldly thoughts.” M. Bichonnet was a 
thin, tan-skinned little man, with a bright, restless, 
brown eye, and a highly praumatical and conse- 
quential eye-brow. He seldom spoke, but the little | 
he did say was all concerning his rank and impor- 
tance in society. He had alsoa few profound ideas 
on politics, and ‘‘our duties to our fellow-men,” 


for mateh-making. The portress delighted in it for 
the sake of the thing, and her husband, because 


**he felt it was a duty he owed to his fellow-men ; 
i but there were evil-minded persons, who asserted 


their thoughts went no further than the marriage- 
dinner. * As though,” exclaimed Madame Bichon- 
net, when she was told of this, ‘ she could think of 
such things with one foot in the grave!” Whai- 


of which he occasionally allowed his friends to catch | ever were their real sentiments on this subject, it 
a glimpse ; for as those ideas were so very deep, lis, however, certain that the Bichonnets never gave 
they could scarcely be said to fathom them.ja party without having at the same time some ‘ 
Amongst M. Bichonnet's favorite notions, was the | matrimonial design in view. 

firm belief entertained by him, ever since the year; On this occasion the person for whose conjuce} 
1830, that Louis Philippe had not six months to felicity they telt so lively an interest was a young 
remain on the throne. ‘This assertion, which he: “shoemaker, M. Tourneur, who had recently settled 
imade with many mysterious nods and hints, had in the street, and whose handsome shop was pre- 
given him, amongst the timid and prudent people ‘cisely opposite the window of the lodge. Antewe 
of the neighborhood, a reputation of carbonarism. | Tourneur was not yet a rich man, but his business 
It was even strongly suspected by some wise heads | promised well; his character was irreproachabie ; 
that the convivial parties given in his lodge were | and though he could not exactly be termed hand 
only offered to republicans in disguise. ‘These | some, good-temper was written on his frank, open 
malicious rumors did not, however, prevent M. and: features. He had, moreover, that smart, tudy Jook 
Madame Bichonnet from resolving to have a party | so characteristic of the Parisian journeyman. Jn- 
on Twelfth Night of the year 183-. According to, deed, Madame Bichonnet averred, that of all the 
the usual custom, they were to have a cake; and in: _shoemakers who met at Montmartre on Saiut- 
the earlier part of the evening, M. Bichonnet went 'Crispin’'s Day—their yearly festival—he undoubt- 
out to order it at the pastry-cook’s before the arrival | edly cut the most gallant fivure: and that the dark 
of the guests, leaving his wife, or, as he loved to call “mustache which he wore, notw ithstandiny his peace- 
her, his spouse, alone in the lodge, seated in a soft- ful avocation, was perfectly irresistible. Tt is true 
cushioned arm-chair opposite the fire, and dozing that, notwithstanding those advantages, Antoine 
very comfortably ; for, under pretence of making | Tourneur had not expressed to Madame Diebonuet 
up for her bad nights, Madame Bichonnet was the least wish for a wife; but as she concluded that 
tig by dozing. She had not been long alone when he wanted one, she resolved to provide hind with 
her husband came in. Approaching the fire, he one without delay. Fortunately fur hor purpese, 
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she found two Jadies—in the street too—who seemed 
quite willing to enter into her views. 


purpose ; but the prudent portress was of another 
opinion; she thought that if one did not suit, the 
other might; and that, in all cases, they would set 
one another off. This had been her plan hitherto ; 
and, to say the truth, she had vast experience in 
those matters. 

The eldest of those ladies—both of whom were 
well known to Tourneur, whose customers they 
were—was Mademoiselle Ursule, the staymaker, 
who lived next door to him. She was, according 
to her own assertion, twenty-five years of age ; but 
her features—without speaking of common report, 
which said ten—assigned her at least six or seven 
more summers. She was thin and withered-look- 
ing ; she dressed very richly and tastily; and there 
was certainly nothing vulgar about her It was 
reported that she had money in the bank ; and this, 
as Mademoiselle Miroiton, her rival, spitefully ob- 
served, was her only attraction. It was seemingly 
a powerful one, for it had enabled her to refuse 
several good offers of marriage. Mademoiselle 
Miroiton, Who was a dressmaker, and the daughter 
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|cake, Madame Bichonnet perceived a circumstance 
Perhaps it | she had hitherto overlooked : they were in all thir- 
will be objected that one lady was enough for the teen individuals present. 


Now, amongst Madame 
Bichonnet’s weaknesses, was the vulgar belief that 
when thirteen persons met, one of them must cer- 
tainly die within the year. On noticing this omi- 
nous fact, she therefore gave a very disinal groan, 
and intimated to her friends ¿hey need not have any 
fear, as she was certainly the doomed one. Every- 
body immediately sympathized with her, with the 
exception of Madame Miroiton, who, being a strong- 
minded woman, loudly asserted that this was a 
weakness she must overcome, and that she would 
not encourage her in it by sending home one of her 
children. Antoine Tourneur gallantly offered to 
absent himself, but Madame Bichonnet would not 
hear of it; and she at length decided that her hus- 
band should go and invite Rosine, a young bonnet- 
maker who lived in one of the attics, to come and 
share their mirth. M. Bichonnet departed on his 
errand, and after some time, made his appearance 
with Rosine, whom he had, however, found some 
difficulty in inducing to accompany him. 

Her entrance into the lodge was witnessed with 
anything but pleasure by Mademoiselle Ursule and 


of one of the neighboring porters, had no money | the daughter of the Miroitons. The former, espe- 
like Mademoiselle Ursule ; but she was a good fig- cially, was highly indignant: the idea of associating 
ure, had a brilliant complexion, a tolerable quantity | with a bonnet-maker seemed to her perfectly pre- 
of glossy dark hair, and a sparkling, though rather ; posterous ; and notwithstanding the beseeching and 
scornful, black eye; so that, as Madame Bichonnet ; timid glance which the young girl cast towards her, 
wisely concluded, if Antoine To:rneur liked beauty, | Mademoiselle Ursule immediately set her down for 
Mademoiselle Miroiton would do remarkably well ‘an artful, designing creature, and applied her scent- 
for him; whereas, if he preferred wealth, Mademoi- | bottle to her nose with great contempt. Mademoi- 
selle Ursule would be quite the thing. Having first ; selle Miroiton was at first equally annoyed; but on 
delicately sounded the two ladies, and found them ; noticing the paleness of the new-comer, who was, 
very favorably disposed, she next invited them to | moreover, in deep mourning, she immediately made 
come and spend with her ‘t The Evening of the | room for her near herself, concluding that the con- 
Kings, as Twelfth Night is termed, intimating to ' trast would greatly enhance the brilhancy of her 
them that Antoine Tourneur would be there, with ; own complexion, and the freshness of her attire. 
only a few friends. The first impression which Rosine’s appearance 
Just as Madame Bichonnet's patience was ex-! was calculated to produce, was not indeed to her 
hausted, and she observed very snappishly that the advantage. But though she might at first be 
cake was quite ruined, a knock at the door an- thought plain, few persons who examined her 
nounced the arrival of her expected guests. It was; closely thought so long. Her features were not 
Antoine Tourneur, who came in with the Miroiton | remarkably regular, but she had a profusion of fair 
family ; for, instead of taking Madame Bichonnet’s i silken tresses, which beamed like gold beneath her 
hint, and bringing only their eldest daughter, M. ' black crape cap, eyes of a deep azure blue, dark 
and Madame Mirviton had thought fit to come ac- | eyebrows and eyelashes, and a sweet smile and 
companied by four of their children; the fifth, a lad : pleasant voice, which rendered her at times quite 
of about fourteen, had remained at home to take ‘fascinating, notwithstanding the languid and sick] 
care of the lodge. On seeing them enter, and on‘ expression her features had contracted during a lit 


thinking of the size of her cake, Madame Bichonnet’s | 
heart failed her; but she nevertheless received her 
guests with every demonstration of joy. Shortly 
after their arrival, Mademoiselle Ursule made her 
appearance, very richly attired as usual; and, as 
Mademoiselle Miroiton observed in a whisper to her 


rof privation and poverty. 


Having lost her mother 
a few months back, she was now an orphan; and 
as she was not a native of Paris, she had remained 
wholly friendless and alone in the great city. For- 
tunately for her, she found some employment in the 
house of a great milliner, who lived in the street; 


sister, as usual giving herself airs. These airs! and although she had to toil almost constantly, in 


consisted in holding a delicate cambric pocket-hand- 
kerchief in her hand, and, when she meant to be 
highly disdainful, in applying a scent-bottle to her 
nose, which, as she often observed, was of the truly 
aristocratic form. Besides the stay-maker, there 
were several other guests whom Madame Bichonnet 
now bitterly regretted having invited, as she had 
only meant them to ‘ fill up” the vacant spaces of 
her tableau, now quite thronged with Madame Mi- 
roiton’s young family. ‘These individuals were two 
ladies’-maids, who resided in the house, and a mys- 
terious, melancholy-looking young man, who lived 
nobody knew how, and alwavs sang comic songs 
wherever he was invited. When they were all 


order to earn enough for her support, she was never 
heard to repine or to complain. ‘In short,” as 
Madame Bichonnet observed to her guests shortly 
before she entered, ‘‘ she was a very nice girl in- 
deed, whom she loved to patronize.” 

Immediately after Rosine’s entrance, Antoine 
Tourneur proposed to uncork two bottles of cham- 
pagne, which he had brought with him; Madame 
Bichonnet instantly volunteered to find the cham- 
pagne glasses from the cupboard of the first-floor lodg- 
ers, who had confided to her the key of their apart- 
ment whilst they were away; and Mademoiselle 
Ursule immediately sent out one of the young Miroi 
tons for two dozen of those biscuits, without which, 


seated, and there was some talk of cutting up the | the orthodox drinkers assert, champagne cannot be 
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drunk. In the meanwhile a good deal of talking 
went on in different parts of the company: M. 
Bichonnet, who was more than usually dignified, 
conversed in a mysterious tone with M. Mirviton, a 
simple-minded man, discussing the respective merits 
of Thiers and Guizot, and assuring him, in a low, 
subdued voice, that before six months he might 
expect to see Louis Philippe dethroned. On hear- 
ing this piece of intelligence, the pacific M. Miroiton 
looked uneasily round, and, with a cough of dismay, 
inquired of his friend how he had learned this. M. 
Bichonnet gave a mysterious nod, and merely said 
“ he knew it.” 

« But, my good Monsieur Bichonnet,” urged the 
alarmed Miroiton, ‘*I1 hope you have no ill-will 
against the king?” 

“ Sir,” solemnly replied Bichonnet, ‘‘ I entertain 
no evil sentiment against Louis Philippe; fate has 
never thrown us together, and we have, I may say, 
nothing in common either in feelings or opinions ; 
but it is my duty to my fellow-men to inform them, 
when the opportunity occurs, that before six months 
have passed over their heads, he will have ceased 
to sit on the throne of France.” And leaving M. 
Miroiton in a state of unutterable dismay, he turned 
from him with a mysterious glance, as though think- 
ing that enough had been said on the subject. 
Whilst this political discussion was going on, Mes- 
dames Bichonnet and Miroiton were engaged in 
informing one another of the faults and merits of 
their respective lodgers. Madame Miroiton greatly 
inveighed against the avariciousness of hers; Mad- 
ame Bichonnet made no similar complaints, but only 
lamented the want of politeness which existed in 
their conduct towards her. Thus, if a letter came, 
they insisted to have it brought up instantly; or 
they actnally desired that Madame Bichonnet should 
not read their newspaper in the morniug before it 
was sent up to them. In short, they went to such 
lengths, that M. and Madame Bichonnet had been 
compelled to draw up a little code of regulations, 
which was placed at the foot of the staircase for 
their benefit. By the first regulation, all the lodgers 
were requested to wipe their feet well before they 
went up stairs; by the second, they were recom- 
mended to keep no dogs, and not to receive visitors 
who were likely to be accompanied by those ani- 
mals ; by the third, they were informed that, on 
account of their portress’ delicate health, they were 
expected never to stay out later than twelve o'clock 
at night. After that hour, M. and Madame Bichon- 
net hinted that they should lie under the painful 
necessity of not opening the door to them. -To this 
regulation there was, however, affixed a N. By by 
which the lodgers were told that they could be ad- 
mitted even after one or two, on paying a fine of 
fifty centimes [5d.] On hearing this admirable 
code, Madame Miroiton sighed, and only wished 
they could have it too; but their lodgers were so 
restive, they would never agree to it, and Miroiton 
could never be indaced to propose it to them. 

« We never propose those things to our lodgers,” 
superciliously observed Madame Bichonnet. ‘* We 
do them, and they submit as a matter of course.” 

Whilst the two portresses were thus engaged, 
the younger portion of the company had gathered 
round Antoine ‘Tourneur, whose good-humor ren- 
dered him a general favorite. The young man who | 
sang the comic songs, and the two ladies’-maids. 
whom Madame Bichonnet had invited because they 
were neither young nor pretty, as much as through 
any other motive, listened to his sallics in silence; 
but the Miroiton part of the family were in perfect | 
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ecstacies. Mademoiselle Ursule was too genteel to 
seem much amused ; but as her vigilant eye noticed 
that though his discourse was directed towards her 
and Mademoiselle Miroiton, yet his glances more 
frequently wandered in the direction of Rosine, she 
began to look very superciliously on the young mil- 
liner once more, setting her down as an ‘‘artful, 
designing creature,” As somebody suid something 
about the champagne, which had in the mean while 
been forgotten, Madame Bichonnet proposed to cut 
up the cake first. ‘This was accordingly done, and 
Rosine, as the youngest lady present, was requested 
to hand it round to the company. She complied, 
and though sumewhat embarrassed, acquitted her- 
self of her office with much graco and modesty. 
Antoine was the last person to whom she handed 
his share of the cake, and perhaps for this reason, 
or perhaps because, as Mademoiselle Miroiton now 
began to think, he was engaged in gazing on the 
young milliner, he neglected to examine his portion 
of the cake, in order to see whether it contained 
the bean always inserted in it, and which renders 
him to whose lot it falls king for the evening. 

The young man who sang the comic sungs im- 
mediately discovered that he had not the bean; the 
ladies’-maids found out as much ; Madame Miroiton 
declared she had not got it; all herchildren echoed 
the words ; M. Bichonnet did not speak, not think- 
ing it dignified; and M. Miroiton, because his 
mouth was full. 

“ I] suppose Mademoiselle Ursule is queen ?” iron- 
ically observed Mademoiselle Miroiton. 

“Iam not queen,” sharply answered the stay- 
maker, with a tone and Jook which seemed to say 
she might have been if she would. 

Mademoiselle Miroiton colored, and in a softened 
tone said to Antoine, ‘Are you king, Monsieur 
Tourneur?” 

Antoine started, and turning his eves from Rosine, 
for the first time opened his portion of the cake. 
No sooner had he done so, than the dark bean ap- 
peared, enshrined in the yellow crust. Immediately 
a loud cry of ** Tourneur is king! Long live the 
king !”’ resounded in the lodge. Antoine laughed, 
and bowing, intimated his wish of speaking ; but 
the loyalty of his new subjects was not thus easily 
checked, and the Mirviton part of the company es- 
pecially showed their delight by making an unusual 
noise. When he was at last allowed to speak, he 
returned thanks in a short speech, and concluded by 
drinking the health of all present. No sooner had 
he raised his glass to his lips, than the cries of 
“ The king drinks! Long live the king!” agam 
echoed round. But when this first excitement had 
somewhat subsided, Antoine was requested by 
Madame Bichonnet to use his privilege, and name 
a queen for the evening. On hearing this, Made- 
moiselle Miroiton looked modestly on her plate, 
whilst Mademoiselle Ursule applied her scent-bottle 
to her nose. ‘* Ho, ho!’ continued Madame Bi- 
chonnet, with a knowing wink, and glancing towards 
the spot where Madaimoiselle Miroiton and the stay- 
maker were both seated, so that it could not be 
known precisely to which of the two she meant to 
allude, ‘I think I know who will be queen.” She 
paused, struck aghast with astonishment and dismay 
—for Antoine had, with a low bow, placed the bean 
in the glass of Rosine, thus proclaiming her queen 
for the evening. 

A deep, ominous silence followed this daring act. 
Madame Miroiton gazed on Madame Bichonnet with 
an indignant glance, as much as to say, ‘* You see 
it!” and Madame Bichonnet turned up her eyes, 
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and clasped her hands in amazement. M. Miroiton 
did not seem to know what to make of it; and M. 
Bichonnet solemnly shook his head two or three 
times, like one whom nothing can astonish. On 
receiving Antoine's meaning, Rosine had colored 
eeply, and, by the timid, deprecating look she cast 
around, seemed to implore indulgence for her in- 
voluntary fault. But the singer of comic songs was 
staring point-blank at the wall; the two ladies’- 
maids, who readily took their cue, seemed, by the 
glances they exchanged, to say, ‘* What a shocking 
creature !” the looks of the Miroitons and the Bi- 
chonnets were equally stern and forbidding. Made- 
moiselle Miroiton was too desperately incensed to 
atrive to hide her feelings; and though Mademoiselle 
Ursule partly triumphed in the mortification suffered 
by her younger and more attractive rival, her whole 
attitude showed the consciousness of injured dignity. 
Antoine alone looked kindly on her, and seemed to 
resent very much the manner in which the object 
of his choice was treated. The truth was, that, 
having perceived the drift of Madame Bichonnet’'s 
hints and allusions, he had felt piqued at being dis- 
ed of without his consent, and would have asked 
either of the ladies’-maids to be queen sooner than 
Mademoiselle Miroiton or Mademoiselle Ursule. 
Wishing to relieve Rosine from her embarrassment, 
he drank her health with studied politeness ; but 
when he cried out, ‘‘ Long live the queen!’’ no 
voice save M. Dichonnet’s, who felt himself bound 
in honor to reply, echoed his. Poor Rosine grew 
pale, and laid down her untasted glass, whilst An- 
toine frowned on the silent and rigid Miroitons. 
Willing, however, to make an effort towards con- 
ciliation, the young shoemaker said with a smile, ad- 
dressing the company, ‘* Ladies and gentlemen, let 
me hope you will drink the health of your queen.” 

The melancholy-looking young man who sang 
the comic songs immediately drank a glass of wine, 
first muttering sumething which might sound as an 
assent-to or a protest against the toast, just as the 
parties were inclined; but no one else pledged 
Antoine. Mademoiselle Miroiton, indeed, eyed 
him with great contempt, yawned audibly, and 
looking at her mother, carelessly observed it was 
late enough to go home. To this Madame Miroiton 
assented, and rising immediately, helped her daugh- 
ter to put on her cloak and bonnet—for Mademoi- 
selle Miroiton had lately assumed this badge of 
distinction. It was in vain that Madame Bichonnet 
begged of them to stay a little longer; they smiled 
scornfully in reply to all her intreaties; whilst, 
heedless of his wife’s indignant glance, M. Miroi- 
ton, determined to make the best of the little time 
left, hastily gulped down two or three glasses of 

mpagne. 

“ Pray, do stay,” urged Madame Bichonnet. 

“« No, ma'am, thank you,” dryly answered Made- 
moiselle Mirviton. ‘‘I can assure you, ma‘am, 
we are not blind; we can see very well through 
your schemes, and those of other people.” 

‘6 Yes, indeed we can,” echoed her mother, with 
a scornful toss of the head; whilst even M. Miroi- 
ton, roused at last, and having now quite done with 
the champagne, repeated, ‘* Ay, sir, we can,” 
addressing M. Bichonnet; and with his wife on one 
side, and his daughter on the other, stalked out of 
the lodge, followed by his children. and closed the 
street door behind him with a thundering slam. 

When they were gone—she would have scorned 
to do it before—Mademoiselle Ursule rose; and 
though she only opened her lips to say ‘* Good- 
night,’’ the manner in which she uttered the words 
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spoke volumes. The singer of comic songs, per- 
ceiving that his services were no longer neceseary, 
departed, under pretence of seeing her home—she 
lived in the house opposite; and the two ladies’- 
maids took the same opportunity of saying some- 
thing about their mistresses—who were both out— 
wanting them, and left the lodge, where only An- 
toine, Rosine, with the porter and his wife, now 
remained. After their departure, Antoine made 
several ineffectual attempts to create a little mirth: 
the Bichonnets were both dismally solemn; and 
Rosine, who began to fear she had been the occasion 
of a vast deal of mischief, was too ill at ease to 
enjoy herself any longer. Seeing the uselessness 
of his efforts, Antoine at length took leave of his 
hosts, without taking any particular notice of 
ine. 

When he was gone, M. Bichonnet turned to- 
wards the young milliner, and in a solemn tone 
began, ‘“ Mademoiselle, I feel it is a duty I owe to 
my fellow-men *? But there was something in 
Rosine’s mild appealing glance which seemed to 
reprove him: he paused, looked embarrassed, and 
observed in a gentler tone, ‘ Well, well, I see you 
understand me; and so—good-night.’’ Rosine 
made no reply ; but rising somewhat proudly, she 
retired, bitterly regretting having accepted the 
unlucky invitation, which had so disturbed the har- 
mony of the evening. 

Several days elapsed, during which nothing of 
importance seemingly occurred. Mademoiselle 
Ursule, who, since the evening of the Day of the 
Kings, had taken upon herself the office of observing 
whatever was going on in the street, nevertheless 
found the opportunity of making several curious 
and interesting remarks. ‘Thus she noticed that, 
on the Friday which followed that memorable even- 
ing, Madame Bichonnet, notwithstanding the deli- 
cate state of her health, and the severe cold, actually 
left her lodge, and ventured to cross the street, in 
order to enter the abode of the Miroitons; that she 
remained there upwards of an hour; and that, 
when she left at last, her features wore the expres- 
sion of one highly satisfied with the success of a 
momentous enterprise. Mademoiselle Ursule, more- 
over, perceived that a very unusual agitation pre- 
vailed in the porter’s lodge: through some myste- 
rious means she even learned that, during the 
course of the day, several secret conferences took 
place between Madame Bichonnet and the cook 
of the first-floor lodgers. M. Bichonnet himself 
seemed more solemn and dignified than ever. At 
last the important truth came out: the Bichonnets 
were, on the next Sunday, to give a dinner, to 
which the Miroitons and Antoine Tourneur were 
invited. The mystery was, however, kept up until 
the Saturday afternoon. It then happened that the 
portress let out an inkling of the fact to one of her 
neighbors, the consequence of which was, that, in 
less than five minutes, Mademoiselle Ursule entered 
the shoemaker’s shop. 

‘¢ Sir,” said she, addressing Antoine Tourneur, 
who stood behind the counter, ‘*] am in want of a 
pair of shoes; will you take my measure?” The 
young man bowcd, and very politely led the way 
to a little back parlor, where the staymaker took a 
seat, and in a very slow and stately manner gave 
him numberless recummendations concerning the 
size, color, and shape of her chaussure. Although 
Antoine heard her patiently to the end, Mademoi- 
selle Ursule seemed to mistake the nature of his 
feelings, for she observed, ‘I see you are ina 
hurry, and I am sorry to detain you; but I shall 
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be very busy next week, and as I shall not see you 
until the shoes are made i 

‘© What!” interrupted Antoine, ‘do we not 
meet to-morrow evening ?”’ 

‘* Where should we meet, sir?’ asked the stay- 
maker with much seeming surprise. 

“« At Madame Bichonnet’s of course,” said the 
young man. 

Mademoiselle Ursule seemed to endeavor to 
recollect who the Bichonnets were ; then, as though 
suddenly remembering, she lofuly observed, ‘‘ Oh, 
bless me, no! I shall spend to-morrow at home, 
sir, with poor dear Rosine.” 

“ And is not Mademoiselle Rosine to be there 
either!’’ eagerly asked Antoine, whose features 
expressed some disappointment. 

“ Really, Monsieur Tourneur,” sharply observed 
the spinster staymaker, ‘‘ you must have an extraor- 
dinary opinion of myself and Rosine, to imagine 
that, after the insults we have there endured, we 
could ever be induced to cross again the threshold 
of Madame Bichonnet’s lodge.” 

“I beg your pardon, confusedly answered An- 
toine; ‘but when Madame Bichonnet spoke of 
my meeting pleasant company to-morrow, I really 
thought she meant you.” 

Though somewhat soothed by the compliment, 
Mademoiselle Ursule smiled with unutterable scorn. 
“ Sir,” she lofuly said, ‘* I will not speak of my- 
self; I will speak of Rosine, whom Mademoiselle 
Miroiton has maliciously slandered, for what motive 
I know not’’—Mademoiselle Ursule uttered the 
words in so signiticant a tone, as to leave no doubt 
but she was perfectly aware of it— and whom, 
but for me, she would have deprived of the means 
of earning her bread.” Antome looked up with 
astonishment: the stavmaker continued—‘* Rosine 
works for a great milliner, who resides in the house 
where Mademoiselle Miroiton’s parents are porters. 
Since the evening of the Kings, this creature has so 
contrived her vile insinuations, that Rosine has been 
refused any more work. Sceing her pass by the 
day before yesterday all in tears, I called her in, 
and, as she can fortunately stitch very neatly, 
engaged her to work for me on the instant, so that 
she shall have work in spite of the whole Miroiton 
brood.” 

“ And has everything really happened as you 
relate it?” very gravely asked Antoine. 

“ Exactly so, sir,” drvly replied Mademoiselle 
Ursule. ‘‘ Pray do not forget my shoes. Good- 
dav to you. I suppose.” she carelessly added, 
“ you go to the Bichonnets to-morrow ?”’ 

Antoine bowed in token of assent; and without 
seeming to notice the smile and glance of contempt 
which she cast upon him, he ceremoniously con- 
ducted Mademoiselle Ursule to the door. The 
staymaker went home, sorely puzzled to make out 
the shoemaker’s real intentions, and quite disposed 
to quarrel with him for taking no heed of poor 
neglected Rosine, and dining with those odious 
Miroitons and Bichonnets; but though in such ill- 
humor, that her first act on entering the workroom 
was to scold Rosine for some imaginary fault, she 
had enough of self-control not to say a word about 
Antoine Tourneur, or the step she had taken. Per- 
haps the reader will feel surprised to see the stay- 
maker now taking part for the young girl whom 
she treated with such contempt on the evening of 
the Kings; but Mademoiselle Ursule did not pique 
herself in the least of acting upon logical princi- 
ples: she boasted that she had ‘‘ strong feelings 
and lively sensibilities—that she was the creature 
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_of impulse,” &e.—which of course explained 
‘everything. The truth was, that although, as she 
‘herself truly asserted, she had never experienced 
the passion of love, she had, however—partl 
i through Madame Bichonnet’s hints—beyun to thin 
„lately that her young neighbor, M. Tourneur, 
might prove an acceptable partner for life. His 
politeness she construed into a deeper feeling, veiled 
by profound respect; and although she felt no 
| strong affection for him, yet there is no knowing to 
| what pity might have led even her rather unsus- 
| ceptible heart, when the rivalry of Mademoiselle 
Miroiton awoke all her jealous feelings, and for the 
present stifled tenderer emotions. 
When Rosine entered the porter’s lodge on the 
evening of the festival, she immediately looked 
upon her as on another rival, and found her artful, 
designing, &c. It is very likely this impression 
might never have been effaced, if Mademoiselle Mi- 
roiton had not chanced to take precisely the same view 
of the subject ; which Mademoiselle Ursule no sooner 
saw, than she immediately perceived she must have 
been in the wrong. There could be no possible 
sympathy between her and her rival. When she 
learned the unworthy treatment the young milliner 
had met with from the porter’s daughter, she felt 
, highly indignant; and, as much from a feeling of 
| justice, as from the wish of annoying Mademoiselle 

Miroiton, she took her into her employment. As 

she was naturally kind-hearted, the simplicity and 
‘ gentleness of Rosine soon charmed her; and re- 
flecting—for, from his conduct on the evening of 
the Kings’ festival, she began to suspect she might 
have been deceived in Antoine's feclings—that she 
had lived too long single to resign herselt to the 
many tribulations of wedded life, and that it would 
ibe highly imprudent in her to trust herself to the 
fickluness of man, she prudently resolved to discard 
Antoine altogether: a task which she found the 
: easier, that her heart had never been in the least 
affected. But though she micht be quite willing 
to give him up for herself, she was anything but 
desirous that Mademoiselle Miroiton should enjoy 
the triumph of surplanting her; indeed, as she had 
a shocking temper, she felt it quite a charity to 
prevent their union. In short, she resolved that it 
should not be her fault if her rival ever became 
Madame Tourneur. It is true Antoine did not 
seem very deeply smitten; but then there was no 
knowing what arts might be employed. Ah! if he 
only knew what a dear good creature Rosine was ; 
and much prettier than Mademoiselle Miroiton too? 
There could be no doubt about that! Indeed, it 
was no difficult task ; a shockingly vulgar creature ! 
She herself, though not quite so fresh perhaps, 
might venture to compare. But even in her 
thoughts Mademoiselle Ursule was modest; she 
hated to speak of her personal advantages ! 

‘Such being her feelings on this subject, it is no 
matter of wonder that Mademoiselle Ursule should 
be exceedingly cross, when, on the Sunday after- 
noon, she perceived the Miroitons proceeding to the 
Bichonnets; but when she actually saw Antoine 
taking the arm of Mademoiselle Miroiton, dressed 
out in all her finery, and who, as she averred, cast 
1a glance of ironical tnumph on her as she passed 

by, her anger broke out in vehement denunciations 
against the faithlessness of men in general, and 
Antoine Tourneur’s want of spirit in particular. 
Rosine gently endeavored to say a few words for 
the culprit, but she was immediately silenced by 
the indignant staymaker. 

| Several days elapsed, and notwithstanding her 
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anxiety on this subject, Mademoiselle Ursule could 
not ascertain how the dinner of the Bichonnets had 
passed. The cook of the first-floor lodgers indeed 
informed her of the number of dishes served on the 
table, but further than this her knowledge did not 
extend, and the triumphant bearing of Mademoi- 
selle Miroiton alone left her room to conjecture the 
issue of this important event. Towards the middle 
of the week, Antoine Tourneur brought home 
Mademoiselle Ursule’s shoes himself. The stay- 
maker received him very stiffly in the presence of 
Rosine, whose eyes seemed rivetted on her work, 
and sharply observed that the shoes did not fit. 
Contrary to her expectation perhaps, Antoine, far 
from disputing the fact, readily admitted it, and 
instantly offered to make her another pair. Made- 
moiselle Ursule, who was taken by surprise, and 
felt somewhat conscience-stricken—for the shoes 
were, in reality, an excellent fit—abruptly replied, 
that, as she wanted them for the following Sunday, 
she must keep them such as they were. 

“ You can have the other pair by Saturday morn- 
ing,” calmly replied Antoine. 

Still Mademoiselle Ursule objected; but taking 
up the shoes, the young man showed her so plainly 
they did not fit, that she at length gave up the 
poe and consented to have the other pair made. 

“his being decided, Antoine, who seemed in no 
great hurry to depart, entered into a very animated 
conversation with Mademoiselle Ursule, and afier! 
exchanging a few words with Rosine, at length 
took his leave. 

« Well,” said the stay-maker, now greatly mo) 
fied, “1 must confess that, with all his faults, 
Monsieur Tourneur is really a nice young man. 
And you see, Rosine, what might happen, if I only 
wished for it.” Rosine started, and looked some- 
what surprised. Misunderstanding her feelings, 
Mademoiselle Ursule complacently continued, 
s‘ Yes, my dear, did I not prefer leading a sin- 
gle life, I might be Madame Tourneur; but 
though I may give up this prospect, it is not in 
order to see that odious Mademoiselle Miroiton 
marry him; and really, child, 1 wonder you did not 
take more notice of him just now; who knows 
what may happen?’ She paused, and nodded very 
significantly. But Rosine colored, and looked un- 
usually grave. 

On the following Saturday Antoine called with 
the shoes, which were this time an admirable fit; 
s0 at least Mademoiselle Ursule said, and Antoine 
did not contradict her, although he made a longer 
stay than the last time, and was still more lively 
and pleasant. But notwithstanding his indirect 
attempts to enter into a conversation with her, 
Rosine was so silent and reserved, in spite of Mad- 
emoisclle Ursule’s encouraging nods and winks, 
that the stay-maker gave her a good scolding when 
the young man was gone—upbraiding her for her 
prudery, stiffness, and so forth. To her reproaches 

osine mildly but firmly answered, ‘‘I will not 
feign to misunderstand you; but, with the excep- 
tion of a very simple mark of politeness, what rea- 
son has Monsieur Tourneur given me to think that he 
looks upon me otherwise than as a stranger! And 
he being rich, and I poor, what would his opinion 
be of me if I seemed to think differently?’ 

“ Very well, my dear,” bitterly replied her 
friend; ‘‘see him married to Mademoiselle Miroi- 
ton, and live and die an old maid, if such is your 
choice.” ; 

Rosine made no reply, and here the subject was 
dropped. Although the shoes which Antoine had 
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made for Mademoiselle Ursule were perhaps the 
best shoes that had ever been made, (so she said at 
least,) they were worn out in an incredibly short 
space of time ; the consequence of which was, that 
she had to order another pair. She next discovered 
that she sadly wanted winter boots; then, as spring 
was coming on, a pair of summer ones. She even 
asserted that Rosine had nothing fit to put on her 
feet; that her shoes were too narrow; that they 
hurt her; and, in short, that M. Antoine Tourneur 
must take her measure. It was in vain for Rosine 
to protest against this; she was compelled to sub- 
mit. ‘The consequence of this was, that Antoine, 
who always made it a point—doubtless out of pure 
politeness—to take the measure and bring home 
the shoes and boots himself to his customers, was 
seldom less than two or three times a week at 
Mademoiselle Ursule’s house. 

We must now turn to M. and Madame Bichon- 
net, whom we have neglected too long. On the 
evening of the second Sunday which followed that 
on which they gave the dinner to the Miroitons, 
they were seated as usual in their lodge, Madame 
Bichonnet dozing in her arm-chair, and her husband 
looking on the fire, and thinking of nothing, or, as 
he more elegantly expressed it, ‘ wrapped in pro- 
found meditation,” when they were suddenly star- 
tled by a loud knock at the street-door. M. Bi- 
chonnet pulled the string placed near him for this 
purpose, the door opened, and Mademoiselle Ursule 
showed her thin and prim countenance at the other 
side of the glass casement which divided the lodge 
from the passage, and through means of which M. 
Bichonnet could reconnoitre every ote who entered 
or left the house. 

‘Ts Mademoiselle Rosine at home?” she hastily 
inquired. ‘* Bless me, what shall I do?” she con- 
tinued in a tone of deep disappointment on being 
answered in the negative. 

“I believe,” politely answered M. Bichonnet, 
‘ Mademoiselle Rosine is gone to vespers.” 

‘*Oh dear no,” smilingly replied Mademoiselle 
Ursule; “she is gone to take a walk with her 
betrothed !”” 

‘* Her betrothed !’’ echoed the astonished porters. 

‘*'Yes,’’ carelessly rejoined the stay-maker ; ‘‘ she 
is to be married to Monsieur Antoine Tourneur, next 
Sunday week. I wanted to see her, in order to 
know whether she would have her wedding-dress 
of white ¢u//e or muslin. But I daresay the muslin 
will look best. But bless me, now I think of it, 
she must be at home by this time, and I to stand 
talking here! Good-night, Monsieur; good-night, 
Madame Bichonnet.’? And Mademoiselle Ursule 
hastened away, with a look of the greatest conse- 
quence, leaving the porters so astonished, that it 
was several minutes before they recovered from the 
surprise into which she had thrown them. 

‘¢ Poor Mademoiselle Miroiton !’’ exclaimed Ma- 
dame Bichonnet, clasping her hands and turning up 
her eyes, ‘‘I thought to have drunk her health at 
her marriage-dinner before I died ; but it is all over 
now !” 

‘* My dear,” solemnly said M. Bichonnet, ‘‘ this 
is what comes of mingling with people beneath 
you ; this is ” 

« Nay, Bichonnet,’’ mildly interrupted his wife, 
‘¢ Rosine is a sweet-tempered girl, and she will 
really do better for Antoine than Mademoiselle 
Miroiton, with her high spirit. I daresay if I were 
to give her something, just a bit of lace, on the 
occasion of her marriage, it would not be thrown 
away; and I should like to see Antoine happily 
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settled before I die. Iam afraid the ceremony might 
affect my nerves; though I believe I should go, if 
they were to ask us to the dinner.” 

“ But, my dear, think of Mademoiselle Miroiton,”’ 
gravely observed her husband. 

“ Really I don't care about Mademoiselle Miroi- 
ton,” sharply replied Madame Bichonnet; ‘* her 
airs are insupportable ; whereas I always liked dear 
little Rosine.” 

‘¢T believe, my dear,” solemnly said M. Bichon- 
net, *‘ that you are in the right. if they ask us, we 
will go to the dinner. ‘To be friendly with them, 
is our greatest duty towards our fellow-men.” 

In short, it required very few arguments to con- 
vince this worthy couple that Antoine Tourneur 
could not have made a better choice than in the 
person of the modest little milliner, whom they 
henceforth treated with the most flattering distinc- 
tion. On the next Sunday-week Rosine and An- 
toine were married, to the triumph of Mademoiselle 
Ursule, and the despair of Mademoiselle Miroiton. 
M. and Madame Bichonnet, who were amongst 
the guests, were delighted with the whole affair ; 
which, indeed, they asserted they had wished for 
and foreseen from the beginning. But though the 
bride and bridegroom were polite to them, there 
was not in their behavior the warmth and cordiali- 
ty which marked their intercourse with Mademoi- 
selle Ursule. This ditterence became still more 
marked after their marriage ; for whereas the stay- 
maker was almost constantly their guest, the porters 
received no further invitations. Madame Bichon- 
net now began to think poor Mademoiselle Miroiton 
had been sadly used, and she called on her for the 
purpose of condoling with her misfortune ; but the 
young lady, who had a high spirit, shut the door in 
her face, and informed M. Bichonnet’s landlord of 
the code of regulations he had set up in his house ; 
the consequence of which was, that the porters were 
discharged, and left the neighborhood, ‘* with the 
consciousness,’ as M. Bichonnet said, ‘of having 
vainly endeavored to serve his fellow-men.” 

About a year after his marriage—need we say it 
proved a happy one !—Antoine met M. Bichonnet, 
ina remote neighborhood. He inquired after the 
health of Madame Bichonnet, and learned that it 
had greatly improved since they had opened a com- 
mercial establishment. Antoine looked surprised. 
« Yes,” continued the former porter, with his usual 
dignity, ‘* we sell fried potatoes on the Pont-Neuf.” 

Antoine smiled, and wishing him every success, 
bade him farewell. Six months later, he met him 
again. He was more thin and dignified than ever. 
Antoine hoped his affairs were in a flourishing 
state. 

« No, sir, they are not,” loftily replied M. Bichon- 
net; ‘‘ the year has been dreadful for trade, and we 
have suffered like everybody. I suppose you have 
suffered too ?”’ 

« No, indeed ; I was never better off.” 

“ That is strange ; all the tradespeople we know 
failed. But we have not, mind you. No, no sir; 
. we have given up the potato concern, it is true, 
but our honor is unsullied.” 

“& And where are you now ?” asked Antoine. 

“We have a porter’s lodge in the Faubourg 
Saint-Antoine. A poor place, sir. Ah! times are 
changed since we ate the King’s cake with you in 
our comfortable lodge.” 

Merely inquiring fur his direction, Antoine took 
Jeave of M. Bichonnet. The same evening he held 
a long and private conference with his wife. Mad- 


to take place; and though too proud to question 
them, she used her eyes and ears without scruple. 
The next morning she learned that Antoine was to 
call on his landlord, who resided in the house where 
Rosine had formerly lived, and which he had lately 
bought from its original possessor. What could 
Antoine want with him? For several days she 
could learn nothing, but the truth at last became 
apparent. On a fine morning, a small cart-load of 
furniture, led by M. Bichonnet, and with Madame 
Bichonnet perched on the top of a very high bed- 
stead, stopped at the door of the house opposite. 
As Madame Bichonnet nodded and smiled very 
benignantly to her, there could be no doubt about 
it. On learning that Antoine had recommended 
the Bichonnets to his landlord, who was in want 
of porters, Mademoiselle Ursule was at first highly 
indignant. Rosine, however, succeeded in pacify- 
ing her, by mentioning their unhappy state, and 
reminding her that if Madame Bichonnet had not 
entertained a wholesome apprehension of sitting 
down to a table when there were thirteen persons 
present, they would never have become acquainted. 
As for Mademoiselle Mirviton, she entered into a 
desperate rage on perceiving her ancient enemies 
once more in possession of their stronghold. She 
even sought out every opportunity of injuring them; 
but the porters had been taught by misfortune. 
They still occasionally gave parties, but avoided 
notoriety ; and condescended to behave more polite- 
ly to their lodgers. I!l-disposed persons asserted, 
however, that the new landlord’s presence alone 
prevented M. Bichonnet from carrying on matters 
with as high a hand as formerly. 

As for Madame Bichonnet, she was marvellously 
improved in health, and went about the house quite 
briskly, considering her delicate state—for she still 
spoke occasionally of her ailments, and indulged in 
disinal forebodings of not living beyond the spring ; 
but, as Mademoiselle Ursule charitably observed, 
this was ‘‘ through habit.” Misfortune had not, 
however, soured Madame Bichonnet’s placid tem- 
per. She spoke kindly of every one, and never 
said anything worse of Mademoiselle Miroiton than 
that, ‘* Poor thing! so, notwithstanding every effort 
she made, she could not get married after all. It 
grieves me to the heart; but, indeed, I always 
thought her too high-spirited for matrimony !”’ 

e have dwelt somewhat lightly on the married 
life of Antoine and Rosine; but it is happy, and 
what more could be said? Mademoiselle Ursule, 
whose somewhat irritable temper they bear with 
the most praiseworthy patience, is still their best 
and most constant friend : they are thoroughly hap- 
py and prosperous, in the moral and worldly sense 
of the words. 

The Bichonnets are still in their old lodge ; they 
have left off a good deal of their selfish worldliness 
—would we might say all !—and are quite cured 
of the temptation of match-making. For indeed, 
as M. Bichonnet loftily observes, it hardly becomes 
the dignity of a French porter to meddle in such 
affairs ; and he very much doubts whether his duty 
to his fellow-men does not forbid it entirely. The 
last tidings we had of the Bichonnets declare that, 
on the 6th of January last, an enormous twelfth 
cake was cut up in their dodge; the persons pres- 
ent were, besides the hosts, Antoine Tourneur, 
with his wife and two children, Mademoiselle Ur- 
sule, and the melancholy young man who sings the 
comic songs, and who declared, that though they 
were not yet thirteen, there was no knowing what 


emoiselle Ursule saw that something was going| might happen in time, winking as he spoke, towards 
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Madame Tourneur and the children; a joke which 
obtained much success, and is not yet begotten in 
the neighborhood. The same young man is said 
to have paid great attention to Mademoiselle Ursule. 
As she is resolved to remain single, this must be a 
calumny ; and yet it may be true enough, for Mad- 
emoiselle Ursule herself was the person who origi- 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
THE CHIFFONNIER OF PARIS.* 


Tue chiffonnier of Paris differs in national and 
individual qualities from the street-grubber of Lon- 
don, though earning his bread in a not very dissimi- 
Jar manner. In one respect both are alike: their 
trade is easily begun, nor is it usually zommienced | 
till everything else has failed. When the victimized 
Parisian finds himself without character and without 
resources, he wants but half-a-dozen franks in his 
pocket to provide himself with a back basket and 
an iron-pointed crotchet or rake, to begin the world 
anew, and embark in an independent profession. 
Once equipped as a chiffonnier, he has no sooner 
familiarized himself to the ignominy of this wretch- 
ed trade, than, having adopted it by necessity, he 
continues it by inclination. He finds a charm and 
a recoinpense in his nomadic existence, in his end- 
less wanderings, in his vagabond independence, and 
indulges a profound contempt for the slaves who 
shut themselves up from morning to night in a 
workshop or behind a counter. Tot them, mere 
machines of others, regulate the employment of 
time by the hands of the dial; he, the chiffonnier, 
the philosopher, works when it pleases him, and 
rests when he chooses, without thought for the 
night or care for the morrow. If the east wind 
freezes him, he warms his blood with a dram; if 
the heat incommodes him, he doffs his harness and 
his tattered frock, stretches himself in the shade, 
and goes to sleep. Is he hungry—he can soon earn 
a few sous, and feasts, like Lucullus, upon a crusty 
loaf and sour cheese. Is he sick—what matter? , 
‘*The hospital,” says he, ‘‘ was not invented for 
dogs.” 

The victim of every privation, the chiffonnier is 
proud, because he believes himself free. He treats | 
with haughtiness even the rag-merchant himself, to 
whom he carries the harvest of the day, and from | 
whom he is in the habit of receiving from time to 
time, a slender advance upon that of the morrow. He 
gives himself the airs of a patron ; and declares that | 
if the dealer does him less than justice, he will! 
transfer his commodities to a rival. 
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His pride is! 
visible through the multiplied fissures of his tattered 
vesture. l 

The rag-merchant is the able alchemist who trans- 
mutes into gold the offal and refuse of the streets ; 
and with the proceeds of rejected rags and putrefy- 
ing bones, speculates in the rise and fall of stock. 
He receives the chiffonniers in a fetid and filthy 
shed, and his fashionable friends in an elegant sa- 
loon. His place of business is hideous beyond 
description, incumbered with the most disgusting 
impurities, masses of the foulest tatters, rotten 
plauks, and decaying anatomies that infect the air, | 
the whole brought thither by beings of an aspect | 
scarcely human, and weighed in balances of a for- 
midable and grotesque appearance, under the sur- 


*The principal particulars in this paper are gathered 
from an article on the same subject ina French work, 
purporting to describe the humbler trades of Paris. 
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nated the report. On the same evening M. Bichon- 
net also confidentially informed one of his guesta— 
which, it is not known—that Louis Philippe had 
only a very short time to remain on the throne. 
He prudently refrained from saying how long, for 
fear the police might seek to involve him in some 
political conspiracy. 


veillance of a noisy, quarrelling, and decrepit shrew. 
But if we pass beyond this forbidding vestibule, and 
penetrate into the private apartments of the mer- 
chant . chiffonnier, we shall encounter the usual 
pomp and appendages of civic luxury—the gilt and 
gorgeous pendule, the collection of showy pictures 


: and prints, the bronze bust of the emperor, the side- 


board loaded with crystal and porcelain, and the 
grand pianoforte of madame or mademoiselle, the 
latter a well-educated and accomplished lass, the 
worthy heiress of no scanty hoard. We could 
mention the name of one of this fraternity, living at 
present in the Rue Jean Tison, whd gave at the 
marriage of each of his two daughters a dowry of 
sixty thousand francs. 

If the wholesale dealers realize such gains, it is 
plain, considering the nature of their merchandise, 
that but little is left for the actual chiffonnier; in 
fact the most industrious among them seldom get 
more than three or four francs a day. These are 
they who, in defiance of a regulation yet in force, 
that of the 26th J gis 1777, perambulate the streets 
during the night. The chiffonniers, like the moths, 
are composed of two races—the diurnal, and the 
nocturnal ; and these latter, commencing their pere- 
grinations at the moment when the street-sweepers 
retire to rest, have the best chance of some fortu- 
nate discovery. They adopt certain favorite quar- 
ters, generally giving the preference to the Fau- 
bourg Saint Germain, the Chanasée d'Antin, the 
Faubourg Saint Honoré abounding in noble resi- 
dences of the most opulent classes. Constantly at- 
tending the same circuit they become known to the 
household servants, and particularly the cooks, 
from whom they receive occasional contributions 
from the larder, engaging in return to restore any 
lost article of value which they may discover in 
their researches among the offal of the establish- 
Once established and recognized in a certain 
beat, they begin to derive an income from other 
sources than their professed occupation. Lazy and 
sleepy subjects, whom fortune has condemned to 
rise early in the morning, fce them to break their 
slumbers. We have the honor to know a chiffonnier 
who goes every morning from Mount Sainte Gene- 
vieve to the Assomption to knock at the doors of a 
grocer, a confectioner, and a wine-seller. This 
commission brings him in thirty centimes, each 
party paying him ten (or one penny) per day; an 
amount which this thrifty economist informs us 
defrays three fourths of his expenses for lodging. 

The day practitioner does not consider himself 
debarred from social pleasures. He will be found 
at the barriers, on Sundays and holidays, dancing 
and drinking with his wife; and he patronizes the 
drama when the piece is to his mind—tender, touch- 
ing, sentimental and interesting ; such as Lazare le 
Påtre, Grace de Dieu, or Paul et Virginie, or any 
other of the class, where, above all other recom- 
mendations, the traitor is punished in the last scene. 

Whatever his prosperity, the chiffonnier bas 
never any furniture of his own; he sleeps in fur- 
nished lodgings, at the settled price of twenty cen- 
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times a-night, which the mistrustful proprietors 
generally exact in advance—‘* Twopence down, or 
you don't lodge here.’ The individual who can 
disburse, throws himself, without quitting his rags, 
upon a straw mattress. In these dismal chambers, 
open to all the miserable offspring of poverty and 
crime, the common bed is a long sloping plank, and 
the common coverlet a remnant of decayed carpet- 
ing, nailed to the wall at one side of the room, and 
fastened with hooks at the other. Should any 
quarrel arise in the night among these ‘strange 
bed-fellows, the keeper of the den makes his ap- 
pearance, armed with a long and portentous blud- 
geon, and by angry threats, or the application of his 
weapon, seldom fails to reduce to order the refrac- 
tory party. 

n such squalid resorts the chiffonniers often 
come in contact with robbers, of whom they invol- 
untarily become the passive accomplices. They 
are not expected to take part in the crime; but to 
reveal the mystery of a criminal enterprise, would 
be to devote themselves to the implacable vengeance 
of the gang. An old chiffonnier, suspected of 
having betrayed two thieves, was found one morn- 
ing assassinated at the corner of a court. The 
murderers had surprised him at early dawn; they 
had severed his head from his body, and, by an 
atrocious refinement of barbarity, had thrown it 
into his basket. 

The chitfonniers, both male and female, talk 
slang ; the general dialect of thieves, it would seem, 
in all countries, though not exclusively confined to 
them. The class under consideration have never- 
theless a general character for integrity, which they 
could never have earned, much less maintained, 
but by repeated acts of honesty and disinterested- 
ness. Restorations of recovered property are fre- 
quent among them, of which we could relate numer- 
ous instances. On the Llith of October, 1841, the 
widow Boursin, an old chiffonniére of the Rue 
Mouffetard, well known in the neighborhood of 
the Chaussée d'Antin, discovered in a mass of rub- 
bish a diamond shirt-button of considerable value. 
She occupied the whole day in going from house to 
house before she found the owner, to whom she 
immediately restored his property, demanding the 
price of her day’s labor and refusing all further re- 
ward. We should also make honorable mention of 
Pére M „an old soldier of the Imperial Guard, a 
chiffonnier, and a chevaler of the Legion of Honor. 
This veteran had two orphan grandchildren left to 
his charge: he dedicated his pension to the pur- 
poses of their education and establishment; and 
mounting the basket and crotchet on the shoulders 
so long familiar with the knapsack and gun, sought 
his own subsistence in the offal of the streets. For 
this he is held in honor among the tribe, who duly 
appreciate his virtue and self-denial. 

erhaps the worse characteristic of this class is 
their love of strife and tumult, which shows itself 
in a perpetual inclination to quarrel with one an- 
other, and with all the world. In every popular 
outbreak, they are the first to commence deeds of 
violence, and the last to be reduced to order. ‘The 
most stable government has trembled to its base at 
the mad outcries of the chiffonniers, when, at the 
head of a torrent of the wan and haggard popula- 
tion of the faubourgs, they have rushed upon the 
wealthy quarters of the city. The cause of terror 
is not the apprehension of pillage, but of the over- 
throw and destruction of the whole social fabric. 
They feel how feeble are the regulations of public 
order against an army of insurgents who have 
nothing to lose. 
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In quiet times, the chiffonniers make war only on 
the domestic animals—the dogs and cats, whose 
carcasses they sell to the knacker. A mastiff 
fetches from thirty to forty sous; a dog of average 
size from five to ten ; a cat four sous in summer, and 
eight in winter. The fat of tho cat is used by the 
“ tondeur,” or dog-barber, a trade peculiar to Paris ; 
and dogs’-fvot oil is in continual request among the 
various craftsmen of the capital. The furriers 
receive the skins, under whuse hands that of the 
dog becomes the veritable black fox; and the hide 
of poor-puss a genuine zibelline, or sable. 

Collateral branches of this delectable profession 
extend beyond the walls of Paris, and provincial 
practitioners are to be met with in all the principal 
towns of the departments: but these are mostly 
dealers, not doers: the true chiffonnier, such as 
we have described him—independent, thoughtless, 
proud, somewhat honest, thoroughly undisciplined, 
and ‘‘ loujours Frrrrancais’’—is as essentially Pa- 
risian as the Column Vendôme or the Arc de 
P Etoile. 


A MAIDEN who has received a natural and simple 
education, which has allowed her facultics to unfold 
themselves naturally, removing whatever was op- 
posed to this, without itself giving any undue direc- 
tion, develops her character with her form, in the 
most perfect accordance with all right rules; as a 
plant from a healthy seed, in a free soil and pure 
air, unfolds its leaves and flowers. ‘This harmony 
of feelings and principles, of thoughts and senti- 
ments, gives to such a woman a wonderful firm- 
ness, with which she is enabled to make a noble 
stand against the pressure of falsehood, temptation, 
and contradiction. So one sees often small but 
skilfully built vessels float lightly and swifily over 
the smooth sea, and in the storm dancing upon the 
foamy tops of the swollen waves ; which, neverthe- 
less, find their way through the roaring clitls and 
wild breakers, to their destined haven. With men 
this harmony of development is more dificult, and 
therefore less common. ‘They generally move 
more slowly, because laden more heavily, and often 
far unproportionably, so that a single gale sends 
many of them to the bottom, whilst they, for the 
sake of greater speed, had spread high every sail. 
One lacks ballast, and the other rigging ; and often 
while the proud ship glitters in the beams of the 
sun, and the bright pennant streams gayly in the 
wind, a skilful pilot is wanting at the helm, and 
powerful hands to direct and insure its course.— 
Jacobs. 


THERE are men enough who, notwithstanding all 
the noble qualities with which they are endowed, 
can yet make no right use of them, because they 
exist only as shining parts destitute of any common 
bond of connection. As in an arch that would 
stand, all parts must be bound together by the key- 
stone, so there must be a middle point in man to- 
wards which all tends. Where this is wanting, 
there is, neither in prosperity nor adversity, any sare 
dependence. All scatters and vanishes like dust 
away. And thus it not unfrequently happens, that 
men who, in the ordinary course of things, seem of 
right to be something, with all their shining pifts, 
on the smallest cial show that they are nothing, 
deceive the hope of the world, and to their own 
astonishment, sink into insignificance.—Jacobs. 


Without established principles, our feelings con- 
tend against evil, as an army without a leader, and 
are far oftener vanquished than victorious.—Jacebs, 
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PAGE'S RUTH. 


Taar William Page is a man of genius, no one 
who knows aught of his career in art, or who has 
passed an hour in his company, will, we think, for 
a moment deny. Whether he be judged by the 
simple rule of Sir Joshua, that genius is but the art 
of making repeated efforts, or by that standard which 
every man sets up with more or less definitiveness 
in his own mind, perfectly plain to himself and per- 
fectly inexplicable, perhaps, to others, he will be 
acknowledged to be a man of genius. He is a man 
who, with the utmost faith in humanity, believes 
that what Raffaelle and Titian did three hundred 
years ago, can be done as well in this nineteenth 
century, if we will but pursue, as they did, the 
method of nature in our attempts to imitate her; 
and that the secret of Titian’s flesh-tints is not to 
be found by scraping down his pictures to discover 
whether he used this or that pigment, but in the 
simple tcaching of the arrangement of material in 
the human body ; since in art and nature like causes 
will produce like effects, and, as he contends, there 
is but one path to truth, in no other way can such 
effects be obtained. Ho does not, with all this, 
deny to the great masters the inspiration of genius, 
he is too sincere a worshipper at the shrine of art, 
to believe that the highest secrets of her temple will 
be unveiled and Jaid open to all who may choose to 
enter; but the mere mechanical execution of a cer- 
tain end, namely, the imitation of nature, can be as 
easily attained now as when these master spirits 
wrought at their canvass. In the poetic world, the 
genius of Shakspeare and Milton may have de- 
parted, yet the samo words that glowed in their 
immortal verses we daily usc to express our com- 
monest ideas; but in the world of art the language 
itself has fled, and left us but a few disjointed phrases 
and meaningless syllables. All modern art is to 
Page an useless endeavor to express an end by other 
than the only proper means by which it can be ac- 
complished ; as with Ali Baba in the cavern, the 
& Open Sesame” has been forgotten, and till this 
simple conjuration has been found again, no spells 
can open the fast closed entrance. 

Now, it does not require any particular manifes- 
tation of the divine afflatus to be able to deviate from 
the long-travelled and well understood highways 
of art—any man may do this in mere wantonness ; 
of such vagaries we have had enough, Heaven 
knows ; but where the artist, with a profound con- 
viction of the incompetence of present method, en- 
deavors to establish new principles, not founded in 
fantastic theory, but in thoughtful attempt to trace 
the teachings of nature and apply the suggestions 
of reason, we think him entitled to be considered a 
possessor of this high quality. Mr. Page has, in 
the papers he published some two years since in the 
Broadway Journal, logically shown that he has the 
authority of rcason and nature on the side of his 
theory. Whether this theory be as correct in practice 
as in principle, we cannot pretend to judge ; exper- 
iment only can determine whether the pigments of 
art can be subjected to the same laws as the mate- 
rials of nature, and whether her processes of color- 
ing are to he followed in the chemistry of the studio. 
Nor can we look as yet to his own productions, 
based upon these principles, to solve this question ; 
there must necessarily be, in the first attempts to 
establish a new system, much weakness and uncer- 
tainty. Only by repeated experiments shall we be 
able to discover whether we have been following 
blind guides and have missed the true path from its 
ı Very directness and openness. 
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We have been led to make these rernarks, from 
a recent visit to Mr. Page’s room, where we found 
his picture of Ruth just completed. We do not 
intend to enter into any formal criticism of this 
painting, since, as it has been as yet only privately 
exhibited, it would be taking the artist at an unfair 
advantage. In any difference of judgment, he can- 
not appeal to the public to decide between the critic 
and himself. When the picture is publicly shown, 
as we hear it soon will be, we may recur to the 
subject again; at present we shall content ourselves 
with a mere description. It is an upright painting, 
about nine feet in height, and the three figures, 
Naomi and her daughters-in-law, are perhaps 
slightly larger than life. ‘The grouping is excel- 
lent and admirably expressive of the story—Naomi 
stands at the right of the canvass, her left hand is 
thrown about Ruth, who has cast herself upon the 
breast of her mother, and whose sinking knees and 
convulsively clasped hands, and tearful up-raised 
eyes, betray the agony of the soul, and express all 
the intensity of the application, ‘‘ Beseech me not 
to leave thee.” Orpah has turned away her face 
and covered it with her garment, but her hand still 
grasps that of Naomi, and it is evident the struggle 
is severe ; she, too, feels all the bitterness of grief, 
although worldly considerations may weigh more 
than the affection of her mother-in-law. And here, 
we think, the artist has shown a beautiful trait of 
feeling. In most paintings of this oft-repeated sub- 
ject, Orpah has been represented with a cold and 
indifferent appearance, serving to contrast with the 
passionate outbreak of feeling in Ruth ; but here her 
very emotion adds more intensity to the expression 
of her sister. There is a great deal of very beau- 
tiful and very powerful color in the picture, harmo- 
niously arranged and kept remarkably low in tone. 
It is not an e Exhibition” picture; and on the walls 
of the academy, surrounded by the chalky absurdi- 
ties so frequent there, might seem rather dingy. It 
must be seen by itself, at a proper distance, under 
a proper light, to be appreciated. It will not be a 
popular picture; we have too many connoisseurs 
who thrust their noses close to the canvass and ad- 
mire ‘‘ the delicate smoothness, the miniature-like 
finish.” To such as these it is not addressed; but 
the man of real taste and judztnent will not fail to 
find in the sentiment, in the remarkable relief of 
the figures, and in the atmospheric distance with 
its snow-capped mountains that seem miles and 
miles away, much that is beautiful, and much to 
convince him that it is a painting of extraordinary 
power, the production of an extraordinary mind.— 
Literary World. 


RUTH. 


Ir ingratitude could extinguish benevolence, the 
world must daily be destroyed by a deluge, or in 
flames. 

Common minds are hardened by ingratitude ; but 
to superior natures, it is an occasion for new acts 
of kindness. 

Benevolence that can be extinguished by ingrat- 
itude, is no true virtue, but, as it were, base tin- 
der, upon which vanity has thrown a spark, which 
is no sooner kindled than extinguished.—Jacobs. 


True goodness of heart nourishes itself on the 
good which it does to others. ‘The good loves him 
to whom he does good, as the bad hates whom pe 
has injared.—Jacobs. 


For a heart that cannot escape a sense of obli- 
gation, it must be the greatest misfortune to be 
obliged to those who must despise it.—Jacods. 
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SMELTING BY ELectriciry.—The lately patented 
process of smelting copper by means of electricity, 
says a London journal, is likely to effect a change 
that will be quite prodigious. It produces, in less 
than two days, what the old process required three 
weeks to effect. And the saving of fuel is so vast, 
that in Swansea alone, the smelters estimate their 
annual saving in coals at no Jess than five hundred 
thousand pounds. Hence, it is clear that the price 
of copper must be so enormously reduced, as to 
bring it into use for a variety of purposes from which 
its cost at present excludes it. ‘The facility and 
cheapness of the process, too, will enable the ore to 
be largely smelted on the spot. The Cornish mine 
proprietors are anxiously expecting the moment 
when they can bring the ore which lay in the mine 
yesterday into a state to be sent to market to- 
morrow, and this at the very mouth of the mine. 
In Australia, also, the operation of this discovery 
will be of the utmost importance. Ten thousand 
tons of copper-ore were sent from Australia to Eng- 
land last year, to be smelted at Swansea; and the 
result was only 1600 tons of copper. But Australia 
in future will smelt her own copper, by a 36 hours’ 
process : saving all this useless freight of the 8400 
tons of refuse, and saving also the cost of the old 
and expensive process. In a very few years, Aus- 
tralia will send to market more copper than is now 
produced by all the rest of the world. But if our 
future penny-pieces are to bear any proportion to 
the reduced cost of the value of the metal, they 
must be made of the size of dinner-plates ! 


Puenty Fery, BUT xo Air.—In a late news- 
paper, we observe an account of the decorations of 
a new steam-vessel which has begun plying between 
Glasgow and Liverpool. The painting, carving, 
and gilding are described as something beyond all 
previous efforts at steamboat embellishment. Not 


SCRAPS. 


a word is said as to whether the cabins are venti- 
lated. How often would passengers give up all 
the finery which surrounds them for a mouthful of 
that article so grudgingly dispensed in steamera— 
fresh air! 


Cueap lodging-houses for the poor have been 
established in Glasgow, with great success; and 
the number is about to be increased in different 
parts of the city. In the original establishment 
beds are furnished for 3d., and breakfast and supper 
for 2d. From the end of June to the end of Au- 
gust, the inmates have been—males, 2,399; females, 
152; married couples, 113; and the numbers are 
steadily increasing. 


Tue Queen’s COLLEGE ror GoverNessrs.— 
This new college, (so named by royal permission,) 
having been completed, will be opened for academ- 
ical proceedings in the ensuing month, for which 
the most eminent professors have becn engaged. 
Its objects are to place female cducation upon a 
proper basis, and to grant diplomas and certificates 
of their qualifications to governesses to enable them 
to produce satisfactory evidence of their merits, and 
where the less competent can obtain an adequate 
and orderly preparation for their work. 


He who calls reason to his aid only in the mo- 
ment of need, will have Jess confidence in her. 
And thus it is also with religion. ‘The instrument 
does not make the artist, but practice. Of what 
avail is the arsenal to him who has vever fired a 
gun? The enemy are upon him before he can put 
his ha in position, and bring it to bear upon 
them. But can one who has made religion and 
wisdom the daily companions of his Jite ever be 
placed in such circumstances of doubt and peril that 
he will feel himself forsaken by these trusty friends? 
— Jacobs. 
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From Chambers’ Journal. 
THE SKATING REGIMENT. 


In Norway, the ground is overspread with snow 
for three quarters of the year, and not unfrequently 
to a depth of ten feet. When a thaw comes, it is 
only the surface of the mass that melts; and then 
the next frost of course covers the whole country 
with a crust of ice. In such circumstances, there is 
no getting along in the usual way. The people 
must still ascend the hills and dive into the valleys 
in pursuit of game; they must still traverse the 
hoary forests to gather wood for fuel; and they 
must still journey to the distant towns to bring food 
to their isolated hamlets. In these excursions, 
whether long or short, they use skates. Skating 
is with them neither a mere amusement nor a gym- 
nastic exercise ; it is a means of locomotion which 
the nature of the ground renders indispensable, and 
aman who could not skate would be unable to 
walk to any useful purpose. 

It is melancholy to think that one of the most 
delightful winter customs has, like many other 
things good in themselves, been pressed into the 
service of war. In the army of Norway, there is 
a company of skaters, dressed in the dark-green of 
English riflemen, and armed merely with a slight 
musket slung upon the shoulder, and a dagger- 
sword. They are likewise provided with an iron- 
pointed stuff, seven feet long, resembling those 
used by the Swiss when traversing the glaciers ; 
which serves to balance them as they sweep along 
the ice, and which they strike deep into the ground 
when they desire to stop in their headlong career. 
The staff is also indispensable as affording a rest 
for their picces when they fire. Their skates are 
of a peculiar construction, being singularly long ; 
and when thus shod, it is a strange sight, and in 
times of peace, like the present, an amusing one, 
to see this light company climbing with ease the 
icy hills, gliding down their precipitous sides, and 
striding, as Klopstock says, with winged feet over 
the waters, transmuted into solid ground, as if in 
defiance of the common laws of nature. 

Skating was known to the ancestors of the 
Northmans, if we take the date assigned by some 
authors to the Edda as evidence, eight centuries 
ago; the god Uller being represented in the Scan- 
dinavian scriptures as remarkable for his beauty, 
his arrows, and his skates. The exercise is not 
mentioned by the Greek and Roman writers, though 
so we'l acquainted with all other gymnastics ; but 
Klopstock, Gocthe, Herder, and other German 
poets, sing the praises of the art. In Holland it 
is practised, as in Norway, not for its graceful- 
ness, but for its utility; and there it is common 
for the country people to skate to market. Dur- 
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ing the famous expedition of Louis XIV., this art 
of locomotion was used against the Dutch them- 
selves in one of the most curious and daring ex- 
ploits recorded in history. When the states sued 
for peace, the terms offered by the pride of Louis 
were so monstrous, that the people tore open their 
sluices, and laid the country under water. The 
frost after a time, however, rendered even this 
unavailing ; and at length General Luxembourg, 
one dark and freezing night, mounted twelve thou- 
sand men on skates, and sent them over the ice- 
from Utrecht to surprise the Hague. The result 
is given as follows by a writer who takes his facts 
from a French historian. 

“ When they left Utrecht, it was clear frosty 
weather, and the effect of the moon and stars upon 
the even sheet of ice, over which they swept like 
a breeze, was truly magical. By degrees, as they 
advanced, the visible horizon of earth was obscured 
by vapor, and they could see nothing around, above, 
or beneath them, but a circular expanse of ice, 
bounded at the edge by thick gray clouds, and can- 
opied by the starry curtain of the sky. The strange 
groaning sound which ever and anon boomed along 
the frozen wilderness, had at first something inex- 
pressibly terrific tothe imagination ; and as it died 
fitfully away in the distance, the space surrounding 
them seemed extended almost to infinity. The 
sky at lencth was gradually covered by the vapors 
rising, as if from the edges of the circle of earth ; 
a veil of dull and hazy white overspread the heav- 
ens and obscured the stars; and a dim round spot 
of watery brightness was the only indication of the 
site of the moon, by which alone they could now 
steer their course. 

“A rapid thaw had come on; their skates sunk 
deeper and deeper into the ice at cvery sweep ; and 
at last, the water gathering upon the surface, as. 
it was agitated by the night-wind that had now 
risen, assumed the appearance of a sea. The wind 
increased; the sky grew blacker and blacker; 
their footing became more spongy and insecure ; 
they plunged almost to the knee; and the ice 
groaned and cracked beneath them. Every one 
looked upon himself as lost ; and the horrors of a 
fate hitherto untold in story, and appearing to be- 
long neither to the fortunes of the land nor of the 
sea, appalled the boldest imagination. 

“At length a faint twinkling light appeared in 
the distance, sometimes seen and sometimes lost in 
the varying atmosphere ; and they had the satis- 
faction, such as it was, of at least knowing the 
relative bearings of the place on which they were 
about to perish. The light proceeded from a strong 
fort in the enemy's hands, impregnable without 
cannon ; and what added bitterness to thcir misery, 
was the knowledge that beyond this fort was a 
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dike, which in all probability afforded a path, how- 
ever narrow and muddy, by which they could have 
returned to Utrecht. The fort, however, was the 
gate to this avenue of safety ; and even if they had 
posscssed the requisite means of siege, if it was 
defended for a single day, they would either be 
swallowed up by the water, in the continuance of 
the thaw, or perish miserably through cold and 
fatigue. But anything was better than inaction. 
The water creeping insiduously around them was 
a deadlier enemy than stone walls or cannon-shot ; 
and they determined at least to make a rush upon 
the immovable masonry of the fort, and provoke 
the fire of its defenders. It is impossible to account 
for the result. It may have been that the sight 
.of so large a body of men rushing in upon them, 
:as if from the open sea, their numbers multiplied, 
‘and even their individual forms distorted and mag- 
nified in the midst, struck a panic terror into the 
hearts of the garrison ; while this may have been 
increased by the shouts of courage or despair, boom- 
ing widely over the icy waste, and mingling like 
the voices of demons with the rising wind. But 
however it was, the gates of the fort opened at 
their approach, and the helpless and half-frozen 
adventurers rushed in without striking a blow.” 


Correspondence of the Journal of Commerce. 


HOLY-WEEK IN LIMA. 
Lima, April 13, 1846. 

In no other place does Holy-Week exhibit so 
many religious pageantries as here. The specta- 
cles commenced with the entrance of our Saviour 
into Jerusalem. Ona platform, which was carried 
on the shoulders of men like a bier, stood a wax 
donkey, on which was mounted a wax figure, in- 
tended to represent the person of our Saviour, 
Around were grouped wax figures, from whose 
hands, palms had fallen on the platform. 

Then followed another platform, on which stood 
in wax the Virgin Mary, with a sparkling crown 
on her head, and in a robe of purple velvet, em- 
‘broidered with gold, and having a long train, which 
was supported by an angel. This robe cost a thou- 
‘sand dollars, and was a present from a lady, as an 
offering to the Virgin, fur her recovery from sick- 
ness. Then followed a third platform, and on it a 
wax tree, with a little wax man in its branches, 
representing Zaccheus. These platforms were sur- 
rounded and borne on by an immense concourse of 
‘people, singing and shouting. 

On Tuesday was the ceremony of the Banner. 
“The great cathedral was crowded with spectators. 
‘The high altar was lit by a thousand candles. A 
‘tall priest, dressed in black silk robes, moved out in 
‘front of it, and unfurled a banner of red and black, 
Measuring some eighteen feet by twelve. At this 
moment the hand in the orchestra struck up. The 
priest waved the banner in front of the high altar 
some five minutes, knocking over, with the staff, 
one of the twelve great candles. The candle thus 
knocked over, represented Judas. He then turned 
about, facing the spectators, who dropped on their 
knees. As he descended from the altar, with his 
train flowing behind him like a vast cloud, and his 
banner waving in darking magnificenee over head, 
twenty-four priests, in black robes, and through 
whom he passed, fell flat on their faces upon the 
pavement. They remained in that posture some 
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ten minates, the banner all the time waving, and 
instruments playing. They then got up, several 
of them laughing under their hoods ; and the banner 
disappeared through one of the side chapels. Thus 
cloned this spectacle of the Banner, which had with 
me as little significance and solemnity about it as 
the display of the green breeches of the prophet at 
Constantinople. 

On Thursday, at twelve o’clock, which corre- 
sponds to Friday at Rome, all occupations and 
amusements ceased. Every shop was closed, and 
every vehicle laid aside. The bells gave one tre- 
mendous peal, and were then all sent, metaphori- 
cally, to Rome, to be blessed by the Pope. In the - 
evening the whole populace were abroad, and per 
formed the circuit of the churches. In these were 
represented, in wax figures, all the last scenes in 
the life of our Saviour. In one church we found a 
representation of the garden of Gethsemane, in the 
midst of which kneeled a figure overpowered with 
dismay, while near by stood an angel with a cup in 
hand, and a tear in its eye. 

In another church we encountered the Court of 
Pilate. There stood the accusers, with menace in 
their attitudes, and malice in their looks; there 
stood the accused, in meekness and conscious inno- 
cence ; and there bowed a servant with a washbow] 
and napkin in his hand, that the Roman governor 
might wash himself of guilt in the transaction. The 
whole representation was one that would much bet- 
ter become the nursery than a church. In another 
of the largest churches we found a representation 
of the last supper. At each plate was a loaf of 
bread and a bottle of wine; while the table itself 
was loaded with all the fruits, fish and fowls of the 
Lima market. A gourmand might have gazed with 
interest, but a self-denying Christian would have 
turned aw&y with indescribable surprise and pain. 

In other churches still, the tomb and the Roman 
guard were represented. During Friday night the 
military patrolled the principal streets, with their 
gun trailed, and a band playing the dead march. 

n Saturday morning, at nine o`clock, all the bells 
came back from Rome, and rung out a simultane- 
ous exultation to represent the resurrection. Then 
was there one universal burst of joy. Men, women, 
and children all seemed to vie with each other in the 
amount of hilarity which they could express. The 
priests clapped their hands and ran about here and 
there, like men in the ecstacies of some paradisical 
dream ; and even the bare-footed monks forgot, for 
a few hours, to beg. 

These jubilations continued through the day, and 
poured themselves, at evening, in a living tide on 
the great public square. The whole area of this 
grand ‘‘ Plaza” was filled with a mixed multitude 
of all classcs, who sent up through the moon-lit 
night a roar of mirth. The square was surround- 
ed with stands, from which were served meats, 
fruits, cakes and liquors, of every description. 
Around these were grouped hundreds, who were 
evidently breaking their long Lent. Some were 
laughing, some shouting, some eating, some drink- 
ing, some fiddling, some dancing, some fighting, 
and some making love. This continued till day- 
light on Sunday morning. Thus closed Lent, and 
the celebration of the Resurrection ! 

As this is a Roman Catholic country, and this a 
Roman Catholic festival, I wish you would ask my 
friend, the Rt. Rev. Bishop Hughes, if the celebra- 
tion has his sanction. Ask him also, if, in case the 
Roman Catholic faith should predominate in the 
United States, the resurrection is to be represented 
and celebrated in this manner among us 
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“ As mine own shadow was this child to me, 
A second self, far dearer, and more fair.” — Shelley. 


I was born in the village of Offingham, of which 
my father was the vicar. I have lived long, and 
have visited many lovely spots, and been the inmate 
of many happy homes; but never have I seen on 
earth a paradise like this, my early home. The 
village was a small sequestered spot, far from the 
bustling world; our house was an old-fashioned 
stone dwelling, with deep mullion windows, tall 
chimneys, and small projecting turrets; a broad 
terrace ran along the front, from which a bank of 
soft green turf sloped to the lawn beyond. The 
house was covered tu its roof with myrtles and roses, 
and the garden was a wilderness of swect flowers 
and shrubs. Yet lovely as was the scene without, 
within there was a far greater charm—peace and 
content reigned undisturbed. I have often since 
wondered whether my parents, up to the time at 
which my tale begins, had known what sorrow 
was; my remembrance of them is like that of a 
soft yet brilliant evening sky, where not a cloud 
chequers the deep blue vault of heaven, or casts a 
shadow on the earth beneath. I cannot recall one 
look of sadness on their faces, or remember one 
anxious or discordant word. Heaven’s own peace 
brooded o’er the house. 

But sorrow comes to all sooner or later; and 
how heavily it falls on the heart grown old in hap- 
piness and prosperity! Life opened btightly on 
me amidst these influences : a happier, gayer child 
never gladdened its parents’ hearts. Soon after I 
had attained my seventh year, I was awakened 
early one morning by an unusual commotion in the 
house. People were hurrying past my door; I 
heard voices speaking in subdued tones in the pas- 
sage, and amongst them recognized my father’s, 
giving hurried directions to the servants. An un- 
defined sense of coming evil fell on my spirit; I 
lay still, scarcely daring to breathe, watching with 
a beating heart the time when my nurse would 
come to dress me. Several hours must have 
elapsed ; all was so silent, that even to me, young 
as I was, the suspense became insupportable: I 
sprang from my bed, and stealing along the corri- 
dor, knocked softly at the door of my mother’s 
room. <A strange woman opened it: seeing me, 
she bent down and whispered, ‘‘ Go to bed, miss, 
your mamma is very ill.” But I would not be 
repulsed ; and pushing past her, entered the dark- 
ened chamber. When my eyes became accustomed 
to the dim light, I saw my mother lying very still 
and pale, and my father sitting on the bed beside 
her, with his head buried in his hands; on a chair 
by the fire sat my nurse, with a baby on her knee. 
I did not cry, though my little heart was bursting 
with emotion ; but creeping gently round the bed, 
I said, ‘‘ Harris, may I speak to mamma?” I 
think my father must have heard my voice; for 
with a convulsive sob he said, ‘‘ Take her away !” 

I was led back to my room, and desired to lie still 
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until Harris came to me. I cried bitterly when 
left alone, but fell asleep while listening for her 
step. It is needless to dwell on that time. By 
degrees I was made to understand the truth: my 
mother had given birth to a little girl, and expired 
a few hours afterwards. It is difficult, even for a 
mind inured to these bereavements, to comprehend 
at first their full extent; how much less cana 
child realize the truth of such afflictions. They 
told me that my mother was dead—that I should 
see her no more on earth. I saw the hearse that 
bore her away; her chair stood empty by the 
fireside, and J no longer heard her sweet voice in 
the house ; and yet I believed that I should see 
her again ; and often in the daytime I went to her 
favorite haunts in the garden, hoping to find her 
there; and whenever, in the silence of the even- 
ing, I could escape from observation, I stole into 
her room with an assured certainty that she would 
have come back: not finding her as I expected, I 
lay down on her bed, and cried bitterly. 

Sorrow cannot, however, dwell long in the heart 
of achild; and mine was soon dispelled by the 
smiles of my little sister. I could not understand 
the silent abstraction of my father: his grief was 
too deep to seek relief from any earthly source ; he 
shut himself up in his study, and allowed no one 
to enter; he never asked for his children, and I 
observed that the baby was carefully kept from his 
sight. Long and fearful must have been the 
struggle in my father’s soul: the wife who had 
cheered and blest his home was gone, and life for 
him had lost its brightness. In the first anguish 
which her loss occasioned, he refused all comfort ; 
but succeeding months brought calmer thoaghts ; 
his children, Aer children, remained to him; for 
their sake he would rouse himself, and devote the 
remainder of his life to their improvement, and 
strive, by redoubled tenderness, to supply the loss 
they hud sustained. Selfishness was foreign to his 
nature, and even in grief he forgot himself in the 
desire to benefit those around him. The house 
gradually resumed its cheerfulness; and though 
we never ceased to fee] the change that had fallen 
on our home, yet we were once again a merry, 
happy family. 

As I grew older, my father saw the necessity 
of placing me under the control of some judicious 
lady : the rough and fearless girl, the playmate of 
many brothers, needed the guidance of a female 
friend. And never was choice more fortunate than 
that made for me: Miss Franklin became a bless- 
ing to us all. Quietly and ggntly she assumed 
the management of the household, and we soon 
unhesitatingly obeyed ; for we respected as well 
as loved her. Even the impetuous spirit of my 
brothers yielded to her mild control. I never re- 
member any contention between them ; she seemed 
at once to command their obedience, and to guide 
them as she chose. With me, no authority was 
needed : I followed wherever she led, an unques- 


tioning and devoted pupil: to be near her, to listen 


to her words of kindness and instruction, became 
the chief pleasure of my life. I had dreaded her 
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arrival, and with childish waywardness had deter- 
mined not to love her myself; and, above all things, 
not to allow her to tyrannize over my darling Amy. 
This sister had already become the first object of 
my life: I loved her passionately, and had consti- 
tuted myself her teacher, and controller of all that 
concerned her; I therefore looked upon Miss 
Franklin as‘an unwelcome interloper, a rival in my 
power over Amy. I met her with little courtesy, 
and am afraid showed very plainly my predeter- 
mined intention of disliking her. It was not, how- 
ever, in the power of mortal to resist Miss Frank- 
lin; at least it was far beyond mine; and I not 
only yielded myself submissively to her guidance, 
but, what was far more difficult, learned by degrees 
to sce her gaining influence over Amy. This child 
loved her with an energy peculiar to her nature, 


and I felt at times a pang I cannot describe in | my own desire to hers. 


seeing her growing partiality for Miss Franklin, 
whose gentle and undemonstrative manners wou 
Amy’s love, whilst my own vehement caresses 
were received with careless indifference. I endured 
all the torments of jealousy, for Amy’s love was 
the only thing on earth I really cared for; yet, in 
the midst of my unhappiness, I do not think that 1 
was ever unjust to Miss Franklin. I never blamed 
her, for I felt her superiority ; and while I mourned 
Amy's preference, I could not but acknowledge 
how wise it was. [ think few people understand 
how deeply and silently a child may suffer: child- 
hood is regarded as the gay, buoyant period of 
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creature over whom you have a fancied right. 
That readiness to yield our own wishes to pro- 
mote the happiness of others, which I regard as 
an essential attribute of pure disinterested love, I 
do not see in you. When Amy is happy with 
me, and in the simplicity of her heart shows a 
preference for my company to yours, a cloud 
gathers on your brow, and the color mounts to 
your cheeks. Dearest Fanny, this is not love ; it 
is selfishness.” 

I was deeply mortified, and Miss Franklin, who 
never willingly wounded the feelings of any one, 
dropped the subject. I never, however, forgot her 
words, and as I grew older, I felt them influence 
my actions more and more. Amy's welfare and 
happiness became dearer to me than my own, and 
gradually I learned to feel the bliss of resigning 
It was Miss Franklin’s 
continual study, as we grew older, to render us 
dependent on each other for amusement and hap- 
piness ; and often she would say, ‘‘ Fanny, when 
I leave you, you must be Amy's guardian friend ; 
she needs your care ; the gay, volatile child can- 
not yet stand alone; to you she must look for 
everything.” I have since felt that the chief aim 
Miss Franklin had in view, in all her instruction, 
was to give a right direction to the love I bore my 
sister, to render me a safe guide and judicious 
friend to the creature whose beauty and talent al- 
ready threatened to be dangers in her path. Amy 
was the idol of the house; caressed and spoiled 


life; and those alone who make children their | by all, she manifested the faults peculiar to a child 


study, can tell what a world of joy and sorrow, of 
struggle and suffering, lies in their dittle hearts. 


Insignificant as the events of their baby-life may | Miss Franklin's constant endeavor. 


thus situated. ‘To make me aware of these faults, 
to point out to me the perils that beset her, was 
It was as if 


seem to the matured mind of man, they are all- ja foreshadowing the peculiar trials that were to be 


important in themselves, as the means by which. 
the child is trained for the coming duties of life. 
From this want of entering into their feclings, I 
have seen many a one punished for sullenness, 
when a word of sympathy in its little grict would 
have saved its temper from the ordeal of unjust, 
correction. At this period of my life, had my 
silence and irritability been misconstrued, how, 


our portion wus ever present to her soul. Alas! 
how soon were my prudence and wisdom to be 
tested. 

My father’s health had been Jong failing. In 
spite of his efiorts to shake off grief, it had slowly 
done its work; he was no longer young when my 


! . . . . 
mother died, and the ravages made in his constitu- 


tion hy sorrow for her loss were never repaired. 


might my character have suffered! But Miss 


He gradually became feebler, and Miss Franklin 


` - : ‘ore , 
Franklin read my heart, traced each feeling to;did not conceal from me the knowledge that death 


its source, and checked the evil that was springing. ! was {ust approaching. 


“ Fanny,” she said one day when I had long sat 
moodily at work, ‘‘ I wonder what you love best 
in the world?” 

“ Oh, Miss Franklin, how can you ask? Amy, 
to be sure; I love Amy better than the whole 
world beside.” 

“I am sure you ¿hink so; but tell me what you 
mean by love? I think our definitions of the word 
would differ strangely.” 

I remained silent, for indeed I did not under- 
stand her question. My love for Amy seemed a 
part of my very life; and I could no more define 
the feeling, than I could have analyzed the beams 
of light which shone from the bright sun above our 
heads. Tlooked up inquiringly, I believe, for Miss 
Frankiin continued, ‘* Your love for Amy springs 
from love of yourself, not from pure devotion to 
your sister: you love her as your plaything, as the 


My brothers had all quit- 
ted our home: one by one they had taken their 
places in the world. Two were already in Indis, 
one at college, and the youngest was studying en- 
gineering in a distant town. I was therefore the 
only child Icft to comfort my father’s declining 
days. I look back with melancholy pleasure to 
the hours I spent with lim at this period. I was 
old enough to be his friend and companion, and he 
loved to pour out his heart to me. He talked of 
his early days, of my mother, of the unbounded 
happiness they had enjoyed together, of her deatn, 
and all that he had since suffered. The thought 
of rejoining her was ever present to his mind ; and 
as I listencd to his hopeful trust in the mercy of 
God, and his glad anticipation of a reünion with 
her he had lost, I learned the best lessons of re- 
ligion. 


With his own thankfulness to depart, and be 
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at rest, however, mingled many an anxious feel-| she felt it wrong longer to resist. Her loss was 
ing for his daughters. ‘‘My boys,’ he would| irreparable ; but we could not oppose her depart- 
say, ‘“must fight their own way in the world; for| ure. In quitting Amy and myself, she had the 
them I am content; but for you, Fanny, and for) happiness of seeing us united in the closest bonds 
my little Amy, I often tremble: yet why distrust| of affection ; sisters in heart and soul, firm and 
our Father’s love? When I am gone, will he! faithful friends. Her lessons had not been lost on 
not still remain, an all-sufficient Friend, the or-| either of us. Amy was the joy and pride of my 
phan’s sure Protector? Trust in His goodness, | life. Often as I looked at her, I thought how easy 
my child; He will never fail you.” was the duty my father had bequeathed me, and 
Then he would talk to me of Amy—that precious | recalled the solemnity of his manner with a smile. 
legacy bequeathed by his dying wife; and with) Alas, alas, for the weakness of human nature! the 
tears in his eyes entreat me never to leave her ; to| struggle was yet to come. 
watch over her, and be her guide, adding these; Miss Franklin had not quitted us more than a 
words, which sank deep into my soul, and became | few months, and we were already planning a visit 
the spring of my future actions, ‘‘ Live for your) to our friend in her new home, when one morning 
sister; study her happiness before your own: thus! a letter was put into my hand, the contents of 
when we meet in heaven, you may present her to! which struck dismay to my heart. Hastily fold- 
the mother who died in giving her birth, with the; ing it, I rose, and with all the self-command I 
joyful consciousness that you have faithfully fulfilled | could assume, walked to my own room. There I 
your mission on earth.” | again read the letter: it was all true. In plain, 
Soon after this my father died; the lonely des- j legible characters I saw that ruin—worldly ruin— 
olation of the weeks that followed his decease I| stared us in the face. It contained the news of 
will not describe. I was stunned by the blow ;/ the death of our brother in India, and at the same 
but soon recognizing the importance of my task, I| time announced to us that, as he died insolvent, all 
roused myself to fulfil the duties which now de-| remittances would henceforth cease. The business- 
volved upon me. Had it not been for my excel-| like tone of the letter struck a chill sense of the 
lent friend Miss Franklin, all my efforts would have | extent of our calamity home to my very heart. -I 
failed ; she was my support, my counsellor; in the | buried my face in my hands, and for a while 
painful arrangements which followed our bereave-| brooded in utter hopelessness over the fate before 
ment, she spared me every needless pang; and,/us. All passed in rapid vision before my mind : 
consulting with my brothers, she arranged our fu- | poverty, with all its attendant miseries ; poverty, 
ture plan of life. It was of course necessary to|not for myself alone—‘that I could have faced— 
quit the vicarage immediately, as the new incum-|but for Amy, my sister, the child of so much 
bent was impatient to take possession. The prop-|tender love—the gay, bright, sunny creature, 
erty destined for us was invested in the hands of | whose step bounded over the earth as if it yielded 
my eldest brother, a merchant in Calcutta, and had | nought but flowers—must the chill hand of penury 
been the nucleus of his present iminense fortune. | blight her young life, and wither ere its prime that 
The interest was carefully remitted to us, and as! bud of promise? The thought had agony in it. 
far as pecuniary means went, we were without| Then did my father’s solemn injunction recur to 
` anxicty. A pretty cottage, which had formed part | me, nerving my heart to bear, and strengthening my 
of mv mother's fortune, was chosen for our future | soul to do, all that might be demanded from me. 
residence. With an aching heart I left the home| In that moment I bound myself to shrink from no 
of my happy childhood ; in spite of my better rea- | effort, to dare all things, so that my beloved sister 
son, a foreboding of coming evil seized upon me ;| might be shielded from the impending evil. I 
and as I entered the carriage that was to convey | prayed for strength, I implored Heaven to guide 
us to our new abode, I felt as if all my happiness! and aid me in my firm resolve. As I rose from 
were left behind in the dear old vicarage we were | my knees, the sound of her sweet voice came from 
quitting. It was not so, however; though sorrow | the garden beneath. ‘‘ Fanny, sister,” it said, 
and difficulty awaited me, and long years of self-|‘‘ what keeps you away from me so long? I am 
denial and labor were in store for me, yet peace| waiting for you.” I hastened to join her; and 
and content lay beyond. In the severe school of | with all the calmness I could command, told her 
adversity, my spirit gained strength and vigor; and | of our misfortune. The gentle girl scarcely com- 
the blessedness which accompanies every act of | prehended the meaning of my words ; but seeing 
self-sacrifice, the peace which attends every con-! the sorrowful expression of my face, she laid her 
scientious effort to perform the painful duties of | head upon my shoulder, and with her sweetest 
life, were eventually to be my portion. smile said, ‘‘ We may be poor, dear Fanny, but 
We were so far happy as to retain our dear| we shall still be together; poverty cannot separate 
friend with us for some years, until I was old/us.’’ JI clasped her to my heart: ‘‘ No, Amy, 
enough to take upon myself the full responsibility | our hearts can never be disunited.” [already felt 
of directing our little household. I had attained’ that we must part, and her unconscious words 
my twentieth year when she left us. She had,! pierced me to the soul. 
for our sake, postponed her marriage with one to| I wrote to our dearest friend, now Mrs. Went- 
whom she had been long and devotedly attached, | worth, begging her advice. The next day brought 
and whese urgent and reiterated claim upon her|her to us. and again she stood between us and 
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sorrow. She saw that we could no longer keep 
up our little establishment, and wisely counselled 
us to give it up at once. She arranged all for 
us; and after seeing everything put in a nght 
train, she carried us to her house, where we 
were welcomed with cordial kindness by her hus- 
band. 

I had now leisure to think on the course I must 
pursue. My brothers were all involved with our- 
selves in this ruin, and were, moreover, either 
married, and with families dependent on them, or 
still struggling to establish themselves in the world : 
we could look for no help from them. For the 
first time I stood alone. I could not ask advive 
from Mrs. Wentworth; she would hear of nothing 
but our remaining with her and her husband, and 
this I could not listen to. Their means were lim- 
ited, and I could not consent to be a burden to our 
friends. God had given me strength and health ; 
to the liberality of my father, and the care of Miss 
Franklin, I owed an excellent education; and I 
felt that I could myself maintain Amy. For her 
sake labor would be sweet. I resolved to seek for 
a situation as a governess ; and though well know- 
ing the trials and difficulties of such a career, I felt 
as if the motive would give me courage to meet 
them all. The thought that my dear sister was 
safe from harm would animate my drooping spirit, 
and send me on my way rejoicing. Having taken 
my resolution, I sought Mrs. Wentworth. At first 
she opposed my plan, bringing forward all the dif- 
ficulties it would entail upon me, all the sacrifices 
I must make, and urging me, with the warmth of 
a loving friend, not to leave the home she offered 
me. Seeing that my purpose was unalterably 
fixed, and in her heart, J am sure, approving the 
spirit that urged me to seek an independence, she 
gradually yielded. I accepted, without hesitation, 
her proposal, that Amy should remain under her 
care. With her I knew my sister would be happy, 
and in no other situation could I have been satisfied 
to leave her. Amy was now thirteen, and from 
her peculiar disposition, needed the guidance of 
one who understood her well. Proud and haughty 
by nature, she would have been a tyrant had she 
not lived with those whom she respected and loved, 
whose intellectual as well as moral superiority she 
was compelled to acknowledge. With a warm, 
enthusiastic temperament, she loved the few to 
whom she gave her affection with passionate de- 
votion, and by this love she could be guided like 
a little child. Mrs. Wentworth and myself alone 
possessed this power over Amy, and to her I grate- 
fally confided my treasure. 

It so happened that my friends had been applied 
to a few weeks before to find a governess for two 
little girls whose mother, from delicacy of health, 
was obliged to give up the charge of their educa- 
tion. The situation promised many advantages, 
and I thankfully accepted it. My hardest task 
still remained. As yet, Amy was ignorant of my 
design. I knew that she would oppose it with 
vehemence; her pride would rebel against the 
idea of her sister’s becoming a governess; while 
her generous nature would shrink from the thought 
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that, while she remained idle, I was laboring for 
her advantage. It was long before I could make 
her listen patiently to my reasons: she elmag to 
me, and with passionate sobs intreated me not to 
‘* degrade” myself—to stay with her. Finding 
arguments fail, I determined to appeal to her feel- 
ings, and gently told her that, by such conduct, 


she rendered my task doubly difficult; that with- 


out her assistance I did not feel equal to the duty 
that lay before me; that she must try to help me 
to do that which I was sure her better judgment 
would show her to be right. She looked wistfully 
at me through her tears, and struck with the calm 
sadness of my manner, ‘‘ Fanny,” she said, “ I am 
very selfish. While you are thinking only of me, 
I am making you more unhappy. Kind sister! 
teach me to be like you; teach me how I may 
help you, and you shall not find me ungrateful or 
unworthy of all your goodness.” I then explained 
to her the various reasons that rendered the step 
necessary ; to which she gradually yielded her as- 
sent, ever repeating, however, that when she was 
old enough, she would work for me; to which I 
answered, we would then work together. This 
thought seemed to cheer her, and she soon regained 
her wonted gayety. 

I will not dwell upon our parting, nor detail the 
many trials that awaited me in my new abode. J 
am sure that it was the desire of the whole family 
amongst whom I now became domesticated to be 
kind and considerate ; but none except those who 
have tried this mode of life can know the lonely 
feelings that attend it. To exchange a happy 
home, in which I had been the loved and honored 
mistress, for the chill and enforced courtesy of 
strangers, was painful enough ; but more than all 
did I suffer from the contrast between my pupils 
and my darling Amy. At first, it seemed all labor 
in vain to endeavor to influence these wild and 
giddy creatures, and often have I wept to think 
how little success attended my utmost efforts. I 
was, however, but a novice in the work of educa- 
tion; and had yet to learn, that before the seed- 
time comes, the ground must be weeded and tilled, 
or the harvest will fail. I have lived to see my 
dear pupils grow into sensible and refined women, 
and to bless God that I did not abandon my task as 
hopeless. 

The neighborhood in which Sir William Monk- 
ton’s residence was situated was peculiarly devoid 
of society, and Lady Monkton’s health rendered 
al] formal visiting impossible ; the monotony of our 
life was therefore seldom broken in upon, except 
by intercourse with the curate of the parish, who 
was a frequent and ever-welcome guest. He was 
one of those rarely-endowed beings whom it is a 
privilege to know, whose presence exerts a pow- 
erful influencé on all around him ; one whose prace- 
ful manners and gentlemanly deportment are but 
the external signs of a pure heart and a cultivated 
mind. He devoted himself, with heart and soul, 
to the high profession which had been his early 
choice ; every talent, every energy was absorbed 
in the fulfilment of the duties it imposed upon him, 
He was idolized by the poor, while the rich and 
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educated never failed to leave his society the bet- | 
ter for his cheerful, earnest conversation and un- 

ostentatious piety. At Monkstown his company 
was welcome to all: in the weary hours of lan- 
guor and suffering which composed the life of poor 
Lady Monkton, his presence cheered and supported 
her; from his lips she learned lessons which turned 
her sorrows into joy: to Sir William he was a 
frank and intelligent companion; while his play- 
ful humor rendered him a favorite with the little 
girs. Such was Herbert Somerville when I first 
became acquainted with him. I saw him day after 
day, and soon found in his kind sympathy the best 
support under the trials of my new position. He 
aided and encouraged my efforts to fulfil its duties, 
and by always setting before me the purest mo- 
tives for my actions, made me feel that even Amy’‘s 
welfare must be subservient to the higher desire 
of doing the will of God. He taught me to look 
for happiness alone in the endeavor to do what is 
right and well-pleasing in the sight of Him who 
searches the hearts of men; and while he thus 
elevated my moral nature, he led me on to new 
and vigorous mental efforts, by opening to me the 
higher walks of ecience and literature. Our inter- 
course became more and more {intimate ; and it 
will scarcely be matter of surprise that, as I es- 
teemed him more, I unconsciously learned to love 
him. I have heard many people call it unmaidenly 
in a girl thus to bestow her affection unsolicited by 
the object of her choice; but it seems to me that 
those who so condemn know little of the innocence 
and singleness of mind which form that peculiar 
charm of the female character. I do not speak of 
those who are trained in the school of the world 
—who, living amidst its artificial glare, early 
imbibe a spirit foreign to the native purity of wo- 
man—but of the many who walk along the calm, 
unfrequented paths of life, ignorant alike of the 
ambitious aims and heartless vices of the world be- 
yond. In the breast of such, love springs uncon- 
sciously, and has already grown to be the master- 
passion of her nature ere chance betrays it to 
herself. Thus it was with me; I walked beside 
an abyss, heedless of danger. 

Let me, before proceeding further, exculpate 
Herbert from all blame, which others, in compas- 
sion for my subsequent sufferings, may feel dis- 
posed to attribute to him. He never, by word or 


247 


gentler virtues of the heart can give. Her form 
was instinct with grace—that native grace which 
emanates from a pure and lofty soul, and breathes 
in every gesture. She was indeed a creature to 
command the highest admiration, and at the same 
time win her way to all hearts. On my return 
from these visits to Mrs. Wentworth, I could not 
refrain from speaking to my pupilsof Amy. They 
had often expressed a strong desire to see her. 
Lady Monkton now joined in the wish, and at her 
request I wrote to invite my darling sister to Monks- 
town. She joyfully accepted the invitation so 
kindly given, and soon became the favorite of the 
house. Never did a mother watch a child with 
more proud delight than I followed this gay and 
joyous being, as she moved along, attracting uni- 
versal admiration. 

It was not long before I saw one eye bent upon 
her with such an earmest gaze that I started as I 
beheld it. How could it be? I had eagerly de- 
sired that Herbert should see my Amy—should 
admire and love her; it had seemed the one thing 
needful to my happiness that these two should 
know and love each other. As day by day passed 
on, I felt increasing disquietude ; my eye restlessly 
followed Amy whenever Herbert approached her ; 
and a chill sensation crept through me as I saw 
him pay her those nameless attentions which be- 
speak the existence of love. Amy’s manner of 
receiving them proved to me how well she appre- 
ciated Herbert's noble qualities of mind and heart ; 
I saw that they already loved, and my reason told 
me they were worthy of each other. Suddenly 
the truth was revealed; I discovered in the same 
moment that I too loved, and that he whose price- 
less heart I would have died to win, already loved 
another—that other, my own sister Amy. In the 
stillness of the night did my soul vent its bitter 
anguish ; the first wild burst of grief had subsided, 
the tumult of feelings too fearful to be dwelt on 
had been appeased, and my father’s voice again, 
in the deep silence of that midnight hour, sounded 
in my ears, ‘‘ Live for your sister ; study her hap- 
piness before your own.’ Alas! alas! the mo- 
ment was come in which I could only insure her 
happiness by the sacrifice of my dearest earthly 
hopes. ‘‘ Yes, father !” I exclaimed, ‘‘ with God’s 
help I will redeem my pledge ;” and falling on my 
knees, I poured forth my soul in prayer and sup- 
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look, showed me a preference that could have | plication for wisdom and strength to fulfil the ar- 


misled one better versed in the world’s ways than 
{ was. His affectionate interest in me was such 
as a brother feels for a dear sister; and when, 
taught by experience, I retraced his actions, I felt 
that his kindness sprang from friendship, not from 
love. 

I had resided five years in Sir William Mohk- 
ton’s family, during which time J had frequently 
visited my dear sister. Each time J saw her, I 
felt increased surprise and delight at the progress 
I perceived in her mind, as well as at her surpass- 
ing beauty. Her face, lighted by the lamp within, 
beamed with a radiant loveliness, which nothing 
but the rare union of high mental power with the 


duous task imposed upon me. 

With renewed powers I now began to survey 
the position I held. One comfort I had—that no 
one ever suspected the love I had cherished in 
secret ; it must be my first object so to control my 
feelings, that none might ever guess the sacrifice. 
I must make. I trembled to think of the watch- 
fulness it would require to veil my heart's secret 
from Amy——from her who had ever read my soul, 
and from whom no thought had been concealed. 
I foresaw that I should become the confidant of 
both parties, and I nerved myself forthe task. If 
I could once see them happily united, I thought I 
should then have.rest ; but how to meet the suf 
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fering which lay between this time and that which 
would see the sacrifice accomplished! Amidst 
such reflections I passed the night; the morning 
with its cold gray light dawned in the east; the 
time for action was approaching. I could not feign 
illness, for what illness would have kept my faith- 
ful Amy from my side? and it was her searching 
glance I now shrank from encountering. Sweet, 
innocent, guileless Amy! Happy in the first con- 
sciousness of being loved, she was less alive to any 
change in me than she would otherwise have been ; 
and thus I was spared many a pang. I do not 
shrink from the avowal that at times my courage 
failed ; there were moments when the effort of 
concealment scemed too great for me, when I 
longed to lay my burden down at their feet and 
die. My hope in life, or aught it could bring me, 
was dead. Amy no longer required me; she had 
found in Herbert a friend and guide whose love 
was more to her than mine ; and though she would 
indignantly have spurned the idea, yet I felt that 
my work was done. I have lived to see that this 
was but a morbid, selfish feeling. The work of 
life to one earnestly resolved to do his duty can 
never end; and at this moment while I write, 
though age has dimmed my sight, and left me 
helpless and alone as far as the severance of earthly 
ties can leave us so, yet do I wait in patient hope 
of still further usefulness to my fellow-creatures. 
God spares the withered tree with wise design ; 
let us not mar it by our selfish murmurings. 

In a few months Amy and Herbert were be- 
trothed. From the moment in which I first be- 
came aware of their mutual attachment, I never 
wished it otherwise. I labored to promote their 
happiness ; I listened to the outpourings of these two 
hearts devoted to each other; I strove to awaken 
in Amy’s sanguine nature a due sense of the cares 
and responsibilities she was taking upon herself ; 
taught her to perceive the finer shades of beauty 
which lay beneath the reserve of Herbert’s nature ; 
tutored my mind once more to listen to her praises 
from his lips without a shudder ; and learned, after 
many struggles, to live for them alone. 

At length the day arrived on which I was to 
give up all claim to Amy, and resign her toa 
husband’s care. The habit of self-command had, 
. by hourly practice, become so strong, that I did 
not flinch even at this most trying time. The 
wedding was to take place from the house of our 
beloved friend, Mrs Wentworth, who in this, as 
in all former events of our lives, acted a mother's 
part tous. The morning of the important day 
dawned brightly. I assisted my beautiful Amy to 
array herself in her simple bridal attire, and led 
her down to her expecting friends. My heart was 
proud of my lovely sister; and happy in her joy, 
I forgot myself. I placed her hand in Herbert's, 
and with a firm voice said, ‘‘ Herbert, I give to 
your charge my dearest earthly treasure ; love and 
cherish her, as I have done.” The ceremony was 
performed by our kind friend Mr. Wentworth, and 
we returned to the parsonage *- ° ~kfast. While 
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I could look on Amy’s happy beaming face, it was 
easy to bear up; but the time of separation came. 
I saw them depart, and watched the carriage that 
bore them away with apparent calmness. When 
it was out of sight, I hurried to my own room; 
but ere I reached the door, fell heavily to the 
ground. 

Months passed, and still Mrs. Wentworth de- 
vised new excuses for keeping me near her. But 
my pupils had waited for me; Sir William and 
Lady Monkton, with a kindness unparalleled, re- 
fused to fill up my place ; and at length I returned 
to their hospitable house, and resumed my former 
duties. Herbert and Amy had pleided eloquently 
that I should live with them; but this 1 firmly, 
though gently resisted. It was a source of heart 
felt joy to think of them, to visit them occasion- 
ally ; but hourly to have witnessed their domestic 
happiness, would as yet have been a martyrdom. 
I continued to live for many years at Monkstown, 
until the marriage of my two pnpils left me no 
pretext for a longer residence there. Lady Monk- 
ton’s sufferings had ended in a calm and peaceful 
death soon after my return from Amy’s wedding ; 
and though Sir William would have placed me at 
the hcad of his house, and given me the honorable 
title of his wife, my heart too decidedly rejected 
the thoucht of marriage to allow me to hesitate 
for a moment. I declined his proposal, but re- 
tained his friendship. 

Amy had four lovely children; and conscious 
of my own strength, I now gladly consented to 
become the inmate of their home. Years had 
changed my feelings ; Herbert was tome no more 
than the husband of my beloved Amy—my own 
kind brother. Their children became my own in 
heart; I loved them, and devoted myself to their 
education with an energy I had thought lost to me 
forever. People often wondered why Miss Jerning- 
ham never married, and prophesied that I should 
yet renounce my self-imposed duties as maiden 
aunt ; but time rolled on, and found me at my post, 
still zealously and happily employed. 

God has lengthened my days beyond the usual 
span allotted to man. I have survived all my race ; 
I have wept over the graves of the young and the 
old, as they one by one fell from my side. Some 
were taken in full maturity; others dropped like 
blossoms from the tree. But death cannot sep- 
arate the hearts that truly love. There is a world 
beyond the tomb where my beloved ones wait for 
me; there I shall rejoin the spirits that are gone 
before me—parents, sister, brothers, adopted chil- 
dren of my love, friends—I shall. see you all! 
And now, while I linger here, the thought that 
the secret of my heart was faithfully kept, my 
pledge to my father redeemed, and Amy's happi- 
ness secured, will gladden my few remaining days. 
Let those who would be happy themselves, learn 
that the only means of attaining their end is to de- 
vote themselves heart and soul, without the smallest 
reservation for the idol self, to the welfare and 
happiness of others. 


OCEAN PENNY POSTAGE—SHORT MEASURE IN ENGLAND. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
OCEAN PENNY POSTAGE. 


Unper the name of ‘‘Ocean Penny Postage,” 
Elihu Burritt, that indefatigable apostle of peace 
would that he could impress his hatred of war on 
his own countrymen!—has for some time been 
agitating the project of extending the penny post to 
correspondence with America. As the weight of 
letters on ship-board must be relatively trifling, it 
does not appear to us that any physical difficulties 
could stand in the way of such a scheme, and in 
other respects we feel assured, with Burritt, that 
there could be no serious obstacles to the undertak- 
ing, at least none that would not disappear on an 
earnest consideration of the subject. Of course this 
consideration would require to be mutual on the 
part of the British and North American govern- 
ments. The real difficulty, we apprehend, will not 
be found with England, but with the United States, 
which have not yet obtained even a domestic penny 
post. In the following observations of Burritt, con- 
tained in what he calls ‘* An Olive Leaf for the 
English People,” the argument as to how an ocean 
penny post “ will pay” seems fairly reasoned :— 

« In asking England to give the world an ocean 
penny postage, we do not ask or expect her to sac- 
rifice a single farthing of revenue. Leaving fora 
while the consideration of the vast benefits which 
would accrue to commerce, civilization, and Chris- 
tianity, from an ocean penny postage, let us discuss 
the important question, whether such a measure be 
practicable, or, in other words, whether it would 

ay; whether England would derive, directly and 
indirectly, as much revenue from a penny rate as 
from the present shilling rate of ocean postage. As 
the commerce and correspondence between England 
and America must be greater hereafter than that 
between any other two sea-divided countries on the 
globe, and as provisions are made and making for 
more frequent steam communication between them 
than between any other two countries divided by 
such an expanse of water, let us first inquire whether 
an ocean penny postage would pay, if established 
between these two kindred countries. In institut- 
ing this inquiry, we would present the evidence of 
certain facts connected with the present and pro- 
posed rates of postage between England and Amer- 
Ica 


. i 

“1. The present shilling rate of postage, being 
exacted on the English side too, in all cases, and 
thus throwing the whole cost of correspondence 
upon the English or European correspondents, 
greatly diminishes the number of letters which 
would otherwise be transmitted to and from Amer- 
ica through the English mail. 

“2. In consequence of the present high rate of 
postage on letters, newspapers, pamphlets, maga- 
zines, &c., a large amount of mail matter conveyed 
across the ocean lies dead in the English post-office 
—a dead loss to the department—the persons to 
whom it is addressed refusing to take it out on 
account of the postal charges upon it. 

‘*3. Under the present shilling rate, it is both 
legal and common for passengers to carry a large 
number of unsealed letters, which are allowed as 
letters of introduction, and which, at the end of the 
voyage are sealed and mailed in England or Amer- 
ica, to persons who thus evade the ocean postage 
entirely.” 

Of the benefits of an ocean penny post, commer- 
cial and social, much could be said; as a means of 
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creating and preserving friendship, it would be in- 
valuable. 

« It would,” continues Burritt, ‘‘ put it into the 
power of every person in America or England to 
write to his or her relatives, friends, ar other cor- 
respondents across the Atlantic, as often as busi- 
ness or friendship would dictate or leisure permit. 

s It would probably secure to England the whole 
carrying-trade of the mail matter, not only between 
America and Great Britain, but also between the 
new world and the old, forever. 

“ It would break up entirely all clandestine or 
private conveyance of mail matter across the ocean, 
and virtually empty into the English mail-bags all 
the mailable communications, even to invoices, bills 


of lading, &c.; which, under the old system, have 


been carried in the pockets of passengers, the packs 
of emigrants, and the bales of merchants. 

« It would prevent any letters, newspapers, mag- 
azines, or pamphlets from lying dead in the English 
post-office, on account of the rates of postage 
charged upon them; and thus relieve the depart- 
ment of the heavy loss which it must sustain kom 
that cause under the present system. 

“ It would enable American correspondents to 
prepay the postage on their own letters, not only 
across the ocean, but also from Liverpool or South- 
ampton to any post town or village in the United 
Kingdom; to prepay it also to England, by put- 
ting two English penny stamps upon every letter 
weighing under half an ounce. 

‘Tt would bring into the English mail all letters 
from America directed to France, Germany, and 
the rest of the continent, and vice versé. 

‘Tt would not only open the cheapest possible 
medium of correspondence between the old world 
and the new, but also one for the transmission of 
specimens of cotton, woollen, and other manufac- 
tures; of seeds, plants, flowers, grasses, woods ; 
of specimens illustrating even geology, entomology, 
and other departments of useful science; thus cre- 
ating a new branch of commerce, as well as cor- 
respondence, which might bring into the English 
mail-bags tons of matter, paying at the rate of 2s. 
8d. per pound for carriage. 

it would make English penny postage stamps 
a kind of international currency, at par on both sides 
of the Atlantic, and which might be procured with- 
out the loss of a farthing by way of exchange, and 
be transmitted from one country to the other at less 
cost for conveyance than the charge upon money 
orders in England from one post-office to another, 
for equal sums.” 


SHORT MEASURE IN ENGLAND. 


Poor, honest, bluff John Bull! He seems to have fallen 
into an error. Is this roguery the consequence of bis 
commerce with “drab-coats?” or is it merely on old habit 
which he cannot leave off? We copy from the Spectator. 


Some recent proceedings in the drapery trade 
have ended in the exposure of extreme dishonesty 
amongst the manufacturers and wholesale houses. 
The retail dealers have been combining lately to 
procure a more equitable measurement of various 
goods supplied to them by the wholesale houses. 
For this purpose, a meeting was held a few days 
ago, at which several exporters, were present, to 
investigate certain allegations against the wholesale 
dealers. The course of proceeding was, to exam- 
ine sealed packets of goods which had been sent in ; 
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and the results were rather startling. Among other 
instances, reels of cotton thread marked ‘* warranted 
100 yards’? were found to measure respectively 
924, 89, 864, and in some cases even as little as 75 ; 
while in no single instance did the measurement 
reach the full standard. In tapes the deficiency 
was found to be still more considerable: it is usual 
to make white tapes in lengths of nine yards, one 
dozen of these lengths being packed in a parcel, 
and then issued from the wholesale house with the 
vender’s mark upon it as ‘ warranted.’ On meas- 
uring these ‘* nine yard lengths,” it was found that 
in every instance they fell short. In some descrip- 
tions the nine-yard lengths were under seven yards, 
in others under six; whilst another sample, where 
the tape itself had been stamped at the end in indel- 
ible ink as nine yards, there were found to be but 
5§. Other goods were submitted to the same or- 
deal with like results. The manufacturers’ account 
of the deception is, that they are compelled to follow 
the instructions of the wholesale houses; who on 
their side extenuate their conduct by throwing the 
blame on the system of competition in respect of 
low prices, which compels them to resort to dishon- 
est practices. It is some gratification to know that 
an active movement is in progress to wipe out the 
stain by adopting at once an honest system. 


CostLty Cureapness.—Essays on the false cheap- 
ness of the day are written in the characters of 
death. We may overlook its hollowness when its 
consequences only come upon us in the shape of 
waste or bankruptcy ; but when against the penny 
saved is set off a life lost by an appalling mode of 
execution, we begin to doubt the intallible economy 
of so-called cheapness. 

The prevalent dogma has led us into grievous 
mistakes. The government, for instance, benignly 
interfered in railway affairs for the benefit of the 
working classes, and compelled railways to be 
cheap ; whence a fertile and continuous crop of ac- 
cidents. The mode in which that result accrued 
has been made out before now. The interference 
of government had the immediate effect of enforc- 
ing upon railways a lower scale of fares generally 
than the rates which would naturally have been 
fixed by the market according to mere facility of 
production : the consequence was, that by that kind 
of forcing process, the passenger traffic on railways 
grew with unnatural rapidity and outran the physi- 
cal means of providing for it. Railways, engines, 
and servants, have been overworked. The most 
frequented lines became insuflicient for the pressure 
of traffic upon them. It is easy to say, “ Make 
more, then ;’’ but we know that, as it is, the mon- 
eyed public has been spending money too fast for its 
own solvency, in the making of railways. On some 
lines engines could not be made fast enough—extra 
prices cuuld not extort what there were not work- 
men enough to make in the most approved estab- 
lishments. The next consequence is, that ingenuity 
is taxed to make the excessive traffic fit into time 
and space so as to produce the least amount of dis- 
aster: and ingenuity is not infallible. Crowded 
traffic and defective engines cause unpunctuality ; 
unpunctuality causes delays, over-driving to make up 
for delays, and * collision’’—** word of fear!’ In 
this railway matter, then, government sowed cheap- 
ness and reaped accident. 

Again, in the cheap steam-boat affairs, it is clear 
that excessive cheapness carries with it the condition 
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of excessive unsafety. Excessive lowness of fare 
implies lowness of expenditure ; and that implies a 
low scale of service. Accordingly, the additional 
evidence in the case of the Cricket places beyond a 
doubt the fact that the servants entrusted with the 
Management of the engine and the lives of the pas- 
sengers were men of the lowest cultivation in point 
of intellect and conscience. ‘The most reckless ser- 
vants were actually preferred; those who made a 
practice of tying down the safety-valve—one of 
them positively knew no better than to suppose that 
that was the proper way of working an engine !— 
were retained and shielded from reproach; while 
those who did know better, and remonstrated, were 
discountenanced and dismissed. The superior of- 
ficers of the company deliberately adopted the igno- 
rant, stupid recklessness of their worst ** engineers.’ 
It was an element in the ‘‘ go-ahead” style of busi- 
ness which made the small returns pay; it was an 
nee oot in the boasted ‘** cheapness.” 

et after all, death itself is scarcely so terrible 
as ridicule, especially when the ridicule is self-in- 
curred and self-reflecting. The pending investiga- 
tions on the linen-drapery trade are as pregnant 
with instfuction as the disasters on rail and river. 
The ‘economical’? housewife piques herself on 
beating down the tradesman’s prices, chaffering for 
every odd halfpenny under threat of transferring her 
custom. The tradesman yields the halfpenny, but 
pays himself by short measure. Cheapness, how- 
ever, is still in demand, and the tradesman looks 
out for the wholesale dealer who will give him goods 
at the “t lowest figure.” The wholesale dealer and 
the manufacturer resort to the short measure com- 
pensation ; which is at length carried so far as to 
outrun the retai!-dealer’s command of face at the 
counter or calculation of profits on the sale. A 
hundred yards of cotton, ‘ warranted,” turns out 
to measure but 92, or 86, or 75; a “ nine-yards 
length” of tape may prove to be less than six yards. 
The tape is a wonder of cheapness to the purchaser 
—if it were nine yards; but is it so cheap, being 
only six? The fraud is dissipated with an explosion 
more shocking to our feelings than that of a dis- 
rupted boiler: we thought ourselves so clever, and 
find ourselves so silly—accomplices in a conspiracy 
where all are dupes! 


Bank or Enciuanp.—The N. Y. Courier, gives 
this sketch of a part of the course of business in 
London : 


As soon as a house has failed, the Bank of Eng- 
land picks out the bills accepted by that firm, and 
returning them to the house from whom it has re- 
ceived them, demands instanter the amount less the 
discount for the time they have to run. As the law 
does not recognize this proceeding, nor furnish any 
means of compelling acquiescence in the demand it 
is quite optional with the endorser to comply with 
it or not: but if he does not comply, or makes even 
a momentary hesitation in handing bank notes for 
the undue bills bearing his endorsement, his credit 
with the bank is ended, and his discount account 
closed, and the best and easiest source of obtaining 
accommodation cut off. Under these circumstances, 
the unfortunate merchant will make strenuous ex- 
ertions to uphold his credit in this most important 
quarter, 


PASQUIN. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
PASQUIN. 


Wrart is a pasquinade’—A squib, a satire, a 
lampoon, a scurrility. Why is it so called '—Be- 
cause such mauvaises plaisanteries were affixed, by 
their anonymous authors, to the statue of Pasquin 
at Rome. For what reason !—For this reason :— 

There was once a tailor in the eternal city, whose 
heart was filled with bitterness as he reflected on 
the unmeritcd jibes to which his profession was ex- 
vias as if by a general conspiracy of mankind. 

faestro Pasquino, for so was he called, could not, 
for the life of him, imagine what people could find 
ridiculous in a calling which concerned itself with 
the grand distinction between the human race and 
the inferior animals. ‘* The world is mad,” cried 
he at last; ‘‘ stark, staring mad!’’ and as he came 
to this natural conclusion, he set himself to trace 
the symptoms of folly around him with an enthusi- 
asm which soon amounted to a passion. It was 
meat and drink to him to see a fool; and svon the 
echoes of the jests with which he seasoned this repast 
extended beyond the shopboard, and were heard in 
the neighboring piazza Navona. All Rome at last 
crowded to the tailor’s studio, which took the place 
of the apothecaries’ shops in the provincial towns 
of Italy, and became a kind of public exchange for 
those who would hear or communicate the news of 
the day. 

But this news, it will be felt, took its coloring 
from the mind of Maestro Pasquino. Everything 
was converted into materials for mirth or malice. 
Great lords were no more spared than if they had 
been so many tailors ; prelates and cardinals were 
unfrocked without ceremony; and even the pope 
himsclf set up as a target for the shafts of ridicule. 
And what recourse could be had, since all was 
traced to the shopboard of Pasquin? It mattered 
not who the speakers really were, since Pasquin 
and his decimal fractions of humanity were the os- 
tensible authors. It was a part of the jest to clothe 
it in vulgar language, and no one, however much 
aggrieved, could think of condescending to take ven- 
geance for anything solow. The tongue, at length, 
was recognized in Rome as at once a safer and 
sharper weapon than the dagger; and everything, 
from a personal lampoon to a political libel. was 
given out as one of the pasquinate, or sayings cf 
Maestro Pasquino. 

At length the thread of Pasquin’s life was sev- 
ered by the shears of destiny; and then the pon- 
tifical government, rejoicing in the fall of its great 
enemy, cried havoc, and let slip the dogs of the 
police. Jibing was no joke now. Ervery man was 
held responsible for his own jest, and ale to laugh 
for it on the wrong side of his mouth. Humor was 
buried in the grave of Pasquin—but not for long ; 
for it urose again, as we shall presently see, with 
his monument. Opposite the tailor’s shop-door the 
kennel was hardly fordable in wet weather, and a 
large, irregular, oblong block of stone had been laid 
down across it to serve as a permanent bridge. This 
block, as happens frequently in Italy, was of mar- 
ble; and as it lay prone upon the street, half im- 
bedded in the earth, it bore a kind of uncouth resem- 
blance to a human back. The analogy was first 
detected by the urchins of the neighborhood, who 
took a fierce pride in trampling upon the effigy of 
one of the giants of their race; but after the death 
of Pasquin. a superstitious awe mingled with their 
triumph, and when the shades of evening had fallen, 
they were observed to look upon it with suspicion, 
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and occasionally even to cross over, and, like the 
Levite, pass on the other side. 

At length, in the progress of some improvements 
that were making in the street, this block of marble 
was raised out of the kennel. and, to the surprise 
and joy of the Roman antiquaries, discovered to be 
a splendid torso. Its place of sepulture was near 
the piazza Navona, the site of the ancient amphi- 
theatre, were the Emperor Alexander Severus cel- 
ebrated the Agonalia; and the grand puzzlement 
was to decide whether it was the remains of a statue 
of a fighting gladiator—of a Hercules—of an Ajax 
—or finally, even of a Patroclus carrying a Mene- 
laus, since another torso was found at no great dis- 
tance, which might originally have been in union 
with it. Whatever it represented, however, it was 
esteemed a fine monument of ancient art, and its 
reputation with connoisseurs continued to increase 
rather than diminish, till, in the course of another 
century, it was placed by a critic of some authority 
above the best remains of antiquity, even the Lao- 
coon and the Belvidere Apollo. We are told, it is 
true, that a German antiquary took this decision in 
such bad part, that he was about to box the ears of 
the panegyrist, whom he believed to be laughing at 
him; but we shall find that it was the fate of the 
statue throughout to cause such misunderstand- 


ings. 

When the kennel-bridge of Maestro Pasquino 
was discovered to be an antique torso, it was placed 
upon a pedestal against the Pamphili palace, on the 
other side of the way; but no change of position 
could sever its connection with the defunct tailor. 
The discomfited urchins, looking up in wonder and 
veneration, gave their great enemy his name; and 
while the antiquaries were arguing and scolding 
about its origin, the people decided that it was the 
statue neither of Hercules, nor Ajax, nor Patroclus, 
but of Maestro Pasquino. Nay, when the Pam- 
phili palace gave way in 1791 before the construc- 
tion of that of Orsini, the latter relinquished its own 
name, like an obsequious heir, and was known 
thenceforward as the Pasquin palace. This, how- 
ever, is not to be wondered at, since, at the moment 
when the mutilated statue was exalted on its pedes- 
tal, it was consecrated by the genius of the tailor, 
that before had seemed buried with him. It spoke 
with his voice—even with the Doric vulgarities of 
his tongue ; it breathed around his fine and pungent 
spirit ; and every morning the Romans ran in crowds 
to read on its twisted back the bulletins of Pasquin. 
Satire, sheltered once more under the venerable 
name, was now as free as ever. The pontifical 
police retired discomfited ; libels and lampvons be- 
came anew the order of the day; and Rome was 
never off the grin fora moment. , 

A collection of thc sayings of Pasquin would be 
a curious work; but more curious, we fear, than 
amusing, since the associations of the time which 
gave pungency to the wit would now be ene 
A few nahitieal squibs are al] that are preserved, 
and even these are not very remarkable to us of the 
present generation. But Pasquin did not merely 
speak in his eloquent placards; he assumed, on 
great occasions, a befitting costume, and became 
thus one of the dramatis persone. Nor was he al- 
ways a railer or jester; sometimes, in deference to 
public honor and virtue, he coverted his natural grin 
into an approving smile. This was a policy which 
the professional wits of our own day would do well 
to follow. There is nothing so dull as a jest-book, 
and nothing so tame and stingless as an unbroken 
succession of satires. In 1571, when Colonna re- 
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turned in triumph from the battle of Lepantn, he | 


found Pasquin clothed in warrior’s garb, with his 
helmet surmounted by the watchful dragon, and in 
his hand the bloody head of the Turkish prince, 
with a mortal gash on the brow. Twenty years 
after, when Gregory XIV., on mounting the throne 
of St. Peter, passed through the street on his way 
to the Lateran church, hc received the homage of 
Pasquin, who had transformed himself, for the oc- 
casion, into a true courtier. He had restored his 
nose, and his mutilated arm, and wore a gilded hel- 
met; carrying a sword in one hand, and a pair of 
scales, a horn of abundance, and three loaves, in the 
other. All this signified generally justice and plen- 
ty; but the loaves were a personal compliment to 
the pope, who had placed loads of bread in the pub- 
lic places, where it was sold to the people ata 
third of the usual price. 

All this, however, is out of the usual character 
of Pasquin, who generally mingled a sneer even 
with his commendation. He wag a great patron, 
for instance, of Sixtus V., to whom Rome was in- 
debted for numerous fountains ; and he signified his 
satisfaction with the pontifex magnus by dubbing 
him fontifex magnus. One day a Swiss of the pa- 
pal guard struck with his halberd a Spanish gentle- 
man, who promptly returned the blow, and with 
such offect that the Swiss died of the chastisement. 
Upon this, the pope caused it to be signified to the 
governor of Rome that he would not dine till jus- 
tice was done, and that he wished that day to dine 
early. Everybody knew that it was needless to 
plead for the criminal’s life; but for the honor of 
his family, the Spanish ambassador and several of 
the cardinals interceded with the pope to have him 
decapitated like a gentleman. ‘* He shall be hung!” 
was the reply; ‘but in order to diminish the dis- 
grace of the execution, I shall myself assist at the 
ceremony.” The gibbet was accordingly erected 
under his windows, and when Sixtus V. had his 
love of justice fully gratified, he went in to dinner, 
thanking God for his appetite. The next day Pas- 
quin was seen loaded with chains, halberds, gibbets, 
cords, and wheels; and being questioned on the 
subject, replied, ‘‘ It is a ragout I am carrying to 
excite the appetite of St. Peter.” Numerous other 
pasquinades were directed against the severities of 
the pope; but they were too much intermingled 
with the religious heart-burnings of that day to be 
read with much interest in ours. Sixtus, however, 
took everything very tranquilly, being aware of the 
immunities of Pasquin; till, unluckily, the satirist 
attacked the dignity of his family in the person of 
his sister Camilla Peretti. This lady, before her 
brother’s elevation, had been indebted to her own 
exertions in a particular line of industry for her sup- 
port; and in allusion to the circumstance, Pasquin 
was one day seen in a very dirty shirt, which he 
explained by saying that the pope had made his 
washer-woman a princess. Sixtus made many vain 
attempts to discover the author of this insult; till at 
length he offered him his life and a thousand pis- 
toles for a confession, threatening him with the 
gibbet if he should be denounced by another. The 
terms were irresistible. The wit immediately pre- 
sented himself at the Vatican, acknowledged his 
guilt, and demanded the reward. Sixtus was, as 
usual, just. He gave him his life, and the prom- 
ised money ; but had his tongue pierced, and his 
hands cut off on the spot, in order to prevent him 
from getting into any similar scrape for the future. 

This affair, it may be supposed, shut the mouth 
of Pasquin for a time ; but by degrees he resumed 
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his audacity, till Adrian VI., in a transport of rage, 
ordered the anonymous joker to be cast into the 
Tiber. ‘“ What!” said he, ‘‘in a city where we 
can shut so closely the mouths of men, is it so dif- 
ficult an affair to silence a block of marble?” But 
one of his courtiers turned him from the project, by 
assuring him that it would be vain to drown Pas- 
quin, since his voice would be heard all the same 
from the bottom of the river, like that of a frog ina 
marsh. But the threat appeared to be of more avail 
than perhaps would have been the actual deed ; for 
it is certain that the spirit which animated the statue 
became comparatively silent from that moment ; and 
in the present day, the jests of Pasquin aro heard 
only during the sitting of a conclave. 

n this brief memorial of Pasquin, it would be 
improper to omit mention of his rivals. The prin- 
cipal of these was Marforio, a statue discovered 
about the beginning of the sixteenth century near 
the arch of Septimus Severus, and eventually placed 
in the capitol. The connoisseurs quarrelled about 
its origin as bitterly as about that of Pasquin; but 
although some would have it to be a Jupiter, some 
a Neptune, some an Oceanus, &c., it reccived its 
popular name from the place where it was found— 
the Forum of Mars. Pasquin and Marforio were 
rivals, inasmuch as the one represented the towns- 
people, and the other the aristocracy ; but yet they 
were likewise comrades and accomplices, lending 
themselves to each other’s jokes, like the clown 
and pantaloon of a pantomime. This was done by 
means of questions and answers. When Pasquin, 
for instance, appeared in the dirty shirt, it was 
Marforio’s cue to ask him what he meant by such 
an impropriety. In fact the conferences between 
the two marble jesters became of public importance, 
and exercised a greater influence over opinion than 
is commonly imagined. ‘‘ Be virtuous and hum- 
ble,” says Sabba di Castigline, ‘‘ for thus only can 
you escape the tongues of those two old Romans, 
natives of Carrara—Maestro Pasquino and Maestro 
Marforio.”’ 

The aristocracy and the townsmen of Rome being 
thus represented, a third interlocutor was in due 
time added to the society to speak for the people. 
This was a facchino, found near the church of San 
Marcello, spouting water from a barrel into a care- 
fully-sculptured shell. It was not, like the others, 
of ancient origin, being born of a chisel of the fif- 
teenth century ; neither was there anything very 
remarkable in its form; but this made it all the 
more proper to represent the people. The fashion, 
however, did not stop here. Babuino, an old figure 
of a satyr, resembling more a baboon than anything 
else, (whence its name,) put in its word; and then 
came the Abbé Sevigi, another statue so called by 
the populace ; and finally, Madona Lucrezia, a co- 
lossal female, the object of the rival gullantries of 
Pasquin and Marforio. The court was at length 
in dread of a general conversation among the mon- 
uments of Rome; but fortunately the fashion ex- 
tended no further than the six we have mentioned ; 
and even these, after a time, grew tired of repartee, 
and returned to their marble repose. As for Lu- 
crezia, it has been surmised that, notwithstanding 
the coldness and hardness of the materials of her 
heart, she was in reality not untouched by the ten- 
der assiduities of her admirers; since, on the 25th 
of April, in the year 1701, the day of St. Mark, 
and the festival of Pasquin, she was known to 
wear a new and elegant bonnet, and to have a lace 
scarf on her shoulders in the very last taste of the 
day. 
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From Chambers’ Journal. 
THE NERVOUS SYSTEM. 


Taere is no subject, perhaps, which is so often 
mentioned, but so little understood by the public in 
general, as that of the ‘‘nerves.’? How often do 
we hear all classes of the community refer any 
unpleasant sensation or fanciful ailment to their 
being merely nervous; little understanding, how- 
ever, when they make use of this term, what possi- 
ble connection there can be between their feelings 
and their nervous system. Perhaps we shall sur- 
prise them when we mention that they can neither 
eat nor drink, walk nor talk, nor perform any action 
whatever, either voluntary or involuntary, but 
through the medium of their nervous system—a 
“í system” the nature and functions of which we 
shall here endeavor to explain. 

In man and other vertebrate animals, the great 
centre of the function is the brain and spinal mar- 
row ; the latter a prolongation of the brain, as it 
were, down the spine. Now this great centre of 
nervous matter is endowed with two distinct func- 
tions. 1. That of being able to convey motor 
power to the muscles, by whose agency we are en- 
abled to perform all the ordinary actions of the 
body, all the movements of our limbs. 2. That of 
sensation, which is of two kinds—common sensation, 
or that feeling of pain which is produced on the 
injury of any part of our body ; and special sensa- 
tion, to which are to be referred the five senses— 
of feeling, of sight, of hearing, of smelling, and of 
taste. Fron this mass of matter, capable of endow- 
ing the parts of our bodies with the power of mo- 
tion, and of feeling or sensation, numerous trunks 
are sent off to all parts of the human frame—rami- 
fying over its structure to such an inconceivable 
state of minuteness, that we cannot touch any part 
of our body with even the point of a needle without 
being conscious of pain, proving that some part of 
this great nervous centre has been injured or excited 
into action. 

The great nervous trunk which supplies the lower 
extremity of man is equal in thickness to his little 
finger; divide it, and he loses all power of moving 
his linh, all sense of feeling : the limb, to all intents 
and purposes, is dead ; and, deprived of its nervous 
influence, mortifies. This power of endowing parts 
with motion and sensation is situated in two dis- 
tinct structures, of which the brain and spinal mar- 
row are composed ; and anatomists, from their color, 
are accustomed to call them the white and the gray 
matter. In the brain, the gray matter for the most 
part is external, enclosing in its folds the white 
matter; whilst in the spinal marrow it is internal, 
being completely surrounded by the white. Now, 
as a general rule, all the nervous trunks of the body 
and their branches, with the exception of nerves of 
special sensation, are composed of fibres derived 
from these two sources—that is, from the white and 
the gray matter; and these nervous trunks are con- 
ductors of that change produced in the nervous cen- 
tre by the influence of the mind, which gives rise 
either to motion or sensation. But a most extraor- 
dinary fact, and one which is capable of being 
proved by direct experiment, is, that the change 
which takes place, to give rise to the phenomena 
of motion, has its origin at the great nervous cen- 
tre, the source from which the trunks arise; and 
further, that this change takes places in the white 
matter. On the other hand, the change which 
gives rise to the phenomena of sensation tukes place 


at the extremities of the nervous trunks—that is, at 
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their ultimate distribution; and this change takes 


place in the gray matter. 
‘The anatomist, in his dissections, is able to prove 


satisfactorily the origin of these nervous trunks ; 


and he finds that all those arising from the spinal 
marrow, and most of those which are said to arise 
from the brain, do so by two roots, one of which is 
connected with the white matter, and the other with 
the gray. He can and has still further proved, by 
experiments performed on the living animal, that 
irritation by pinching or pricking of the root which 
arises from the white matter gives rise to no sensa- 
tion. as the animal shows no signs of suffering what- 
ever; but irritate the root arising from the gray 
matter, and evident signs of suffering are immediately 
induced. Again: if in the dead ammal we excite 
muscular contraction by means of galvanism, we 
must send the charge of electricity through the limb 
by means of the root arising from white matter, as 
no effect would be produced if we attempted to do 
it by means of the root arising from the gray. 
Allowing, then, the fact, that these nervous trunks 
are composed of two sets of fibres, one convcying 
sensitive, the other motor influence, let us apply it 
to practice. 

ome part of the body meets with an injury—a 
change is immediately effected in the extremities 
of the sentient fibres, sensation is developed, and 
the change thus induced is conveyed by the sentient 
fibre to the brain, and through its medium to the 
mind. Through the mysterious agency of the mind, 
then, the motor power of the great nervous centre 
is brought into action, and a change is induced ; this 
change is conveyed by the trunks to the muscles 
supplying the injured parts, or to other muscles, by 
whose combined action it is removed from further 
injury. But it is not necessary that an injury should 
be inflicted that motor influence should be gener 
ated, as the mind has the power of inducing it at 
will. All the movements of our bodies are effected 
by muscular action, and through the agency of the 
will, We move not a hand or foot, nor look at an 
object, without the mind having first willed that it 
shall be done. 

But there are many actions in the human body 
which are performed independently of the will, 
though evidently under the influence of the mind, 
and through the medium of a nervous system ; and 
this system is called by the anatomist the sympa- 
thetic. It consists of a number of little knot-hke 
bodies called by the anatomist ganglia, which are 
extended along each side of the vertebral column— 
the whole of these ganglia being connected, by 
means of fibres, together. Now, it appears that 
each of these ganglia is capable of generating ner- 
vous influence, independently of the brain; henoe 
each may be considered as a distinct nervous centre. 
The trunks arising from these gunglia are distrib- 
uted principally to all those organs on which the 
vitality of the body depends, which are employed in 
secretion and its nutrition. It is the medium by 
which all parts of the body are brought into relation 
with each other, so that no one part shall become 
diseased or injured without the rest sympathizing 
with it, and indirectly, therefore, becoming affected 
as well. Familiar examples of this fact are of 
every-day occurrence: a violert blow on the head 
will produce vomiting, owing to the sympathy which 
exists between the brain and stomach; and vice 
vers, a blow on the stomach will produce fainting, 
and even death, from the shock to the nervous sys- 
tem, and the arrest of its influence through the 
medium of the brain. 
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And now let us turn our attention once more to 
the influence of the mind over the functions of the 
body, through the agency of this part (the sympa- 
thetic) of the nervous system. We will here select 
a few familiar examples. What is referred to when 
one’s mouth is said to be ‘‘ watering” at the sight 
of some favorite fruit or food, is dependent on the 
influence of the mind acting through the medium 
of the nervous system supplying the organs secret- 
ing the saliva. ‘Tears, again, are abundantly se- 
creted under the moderate exciting influence of the 
emotions of joy, grief, or tenderness. When, how- 
ever, the exciting cause is violent, they are sup- 
pressed ; hence, in excessive grief, the anguish of 
the mind is lessened on the flow of tears. Fear 
stops the flow of saliva; and it is a common prac- 
tice in India to detect a thief among the native 
servants by putting rice into their mouths, and he 
whose mouth is driest after a short time is consid- 
ered the culprit. Under mental anxiety, persons 
become thin; freedom from it favors deposit of fat. 
It would be an endless task, however, to recapitu- 
late the many examples that could be brought for- 
ward proving this influence of the mind; so that 
nervous complaints must be looked upon as disorders 
of the mind, and not of the body; cure the one, and 
you will cure the other. 

Mental influence having then this power over the 
functions of the body, we cannot be surprised at 
many diseases being a consequence of its depraved 
or abnormal condition. Norcan we be surprised at 
many of the remarkable phenomena displayed by 
mesmerists : their patients on whom they exhibit are 
generally highly sensitive, with minds naturally 
liable to become excited under the manipulations of 
the operator. For this reason, also, homeopathy, 
hydropathy, &c., have succeeded in curing many 
patients of their fancied ailments, because it only 
required some strong excitement to remove the 
morbid mental impression. Hence change of scene 
and diet, change of usual habits, (for all the follow- 
ers of these systems make it imperative on their 
patients to follow implicitly certain rules,) and lastly, 
and not least, a full determination, desire, or will 
on the part of the patient himself to get better— 
have succeeded, in a variety of complaints arising 
from mental causes, in effecting a cure.* 


From the Manchester Examiner. 
THE GENIUS AND WRITINGS OF LEIGH HUNT. 


Or all living English writers, there is not one 
towards whom there exists a more general feeling 
of kindliness and gratitude than Leigh Hunt. This 
friendly gratitude has arisen from the peculiar char- 
acteristics of his writings—from their sympathy 
and genuine cordiality—their cheerful, hopeful tone 
—in short, their fulness to overflowing with that 
spirit which is best expressed by the beautiful but 
neglected old English word ‘‘ loving-kindness.’’ 
We know of no writer who has done more to make 
hearths and homes happy by peopling them with 
pleasant thoughts; for he quickens us into a live- 
lier consciousness of our blessings, and communi- 
cates to our ordinary duties, and the simple objects 
of our daily wayside walk, a freshness and interest 
which it becomes a kind of grateful duty to him to 
acknowledge. 

The tendency of all that Leigh Hunt has written 
is to checrfulize existence. He reconciles us to 


* The reader will receive this explanation of mesmeric 
phenomena as a hypothesis representing only the individ- 
aal opinion of the writer of the above paper.— Ed. 
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ourselves, draws off our minds from remote visions 
of some future possible good, or painful remem- 
brances of the past, and fixes our attention upon the 
actual blessings and privileges about us. He is one 
of the best teachers we know of that kind of con- 
tentment and gratitude which arises from a thank- 
ful recognition of those minor joys by which all of 
us are more or Jess surrounded, and to the value of 
which most of us are by far too insensible. And 
then with what a delicate and fine touch he pierces 
our selfishness! In what a kindly way he con- 
vinces us of our uncharitableness, and puts to rout 
our self-indulgent fallacies! With what a jovial 
hilarity he banters us out of our moroseness, and 
laughs at our i]l-humor, until at last we are ashamed 
of our weakness, and determine to be wiser and 
better for the future! We never rose from a few 
hours’ perusal of any of his charming books, with- 
out a sense of obligation to him for stimulating to 
a desire of generous activity those sympathies which 
habit and daily contact too often render languid and 
inert. Everything that comes from his pen is re- 
freshing, and full of good will to all the world. A 
belief in good, the recognition of universal beauty, 
and ‘‘ a brotherly consideration for mistake and cir- 
cumstance,’’ will be found pervading every essay 
he has written. To minds disturbed, or set on edge 
by crosses and disappointments, we know of no 
more effectual soother than ‘‘a course” of Leigh 
Hunt. His own buoyant spirit is a fine example of 
the impossibility of crushing the heart of a true man, 
be his misfortunes and hardships ever so severe ; 
and no man has suffered the rubs of fortune more 
bravely than he has done. A popular writer once 
spoke of him as ‘‘ the gray-headed boy whose heart 
can never grow old.” Those who are familiar with 
his writings will recognize the truthfulness of this 
remark, and remember how this perpetual youthful- 
ness of feeling shows itself, in a thousand diferent 
ways, throughout all his works. 

Another winning peculiarity of Leigh Hunt’s 
writings is their frank, friendly, conversational tone 
—the pleasantly-egotistical and almost confidential 
manner in which he tells us every now and then of 
his own private notions and sentiments—so that we 
begin to fancy he is addressing ourselves in particu- 
lar, and not his readers in general. There is such 
an easy, fireside way about him, that it is like talk- 
ing with an old intimate friend. He runs on from 
one theme to another with the most sprightly exu- 
berance—now discussing with hearty sympathy the 
merits of Chaucer or Spenser, or some other old 
poet, and pointing out to us the beauty and true 
meaning of a favorite passage—now bringing out 
the sentiment of an ancient classical story, or dwell- 
ing upon his first impressions of the Arabian Nights’ 
E:ntertaintnents—then, perhaps, entering into a cu- 
rious speculation regarding ‘‘ persons one would 
wish to have seen,” Shakspeare, for instance, or 
Petrarch, or Cromwell, or Sir Philip Sydney—or, 
in a more gossiping vein, relating some characteris- 
tic anecdote of Cowley, or Pope, or Lady Mary 
Wortley Montagu, or Colley Cibber, or Mrs. Cent- 
livre: or reporting snatches of racy court scandal 
from the diary of Samuel Pepys. Then he will get 
into a philosophical humor, and discourse ‘‘ of the 
slow rise of the most rational opinions,” and quote 
wise and stately sentences from Lord Bacon’s 
“ Essays” or Milton’s ‘‘Areopagitica.’? On another 
occasion he comes to us when he is running over 
with news of the fields and the woods, and can 
speak of nothing but May-day, and May-poles, and 
the young spring flowers. He will give an hour’s 
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description of the pleasures of breakfasting in the 
country on a fine summer morning, with open win- 
dow looking out upon a bright green lawn, with 
the air breathing in fresh and balmy, the sunlight 
Streaming through the foliage, and casting its 
chequering shadows upon the favorite books and 
pictures with which the parlor walls are adorned ; 
upon the table a few pansies freshly plucked, con- 
trasting well with the snow-white cloth; and a bee 
` humming about from cup to cup, seeking to partake 
of the honey which she herself probably assisted to 
furnish. At another time, perhaps, when some 
calamity has overtaken you, and affliction lies heavy 
upon a household, he comes in the guise of an old 
and tried friend of the family, with all a friend’s privi- 
leges; and sits by your hearth, and suggests many a 
tender and solemn thought about death and immortal- 
ity. His manner has more than its usual kindness ; 
his voice sounds gravely, yet there is almost cheer- 
fulness in its tone when he says that ‘* The best part 
of what you loved still remains, an indestructible 
possession—that although the visible form be taken 
away, yet that was only lent for a season, whereas 
the love itself is immortal, and the consciousness of 
it will ever abide to strengthen your faith, and 
soothe you amid the stir and fever of life.” Or it 
may be that he speaks of ‘t The Deaths of Little 
Children,” and then he almost makes you feel as if 
his true friend’s hand were pressing your own, as 
he goes on to tell you that ‘* Those who have lost an 
infant are never, as it were, without an infant child 
—that the other children grow up to manhood and 
womanhood, and suffer all the changes of mortality ; 
but this one alone is rendered an immortal child ; 
for Death has arrested it with his kindly harshness, 
and blessed it into an eternal image of youth and 
innocence.’ In the rough winter time again, 
* when wind and rain beat dark December,’ he wil] 
tell you of “ A Day by the Fire” which he had not 
long since—with all its home comforts and accom- 
paniments—the pleasant hour before the candles 
are lichted—the gazing meditatively into the fire— 
the kettle “ whispering its faint under-song,’’ and 
the cheerful tea-table with its joyous faces, and the 
pleasant hours between tea-time and bed-time spent 
in the free utterance of thought as it comes, with a 
little music perhaps, or the reading of some favorite 
passages to stimulate the conversational powers of 
the circle; while every now and then the rain 
rattled against the windows, and the wind howled 
in such a way as to make everybody think of the 
sea and the poor sailors, and people who have to be 
out of doors in such weather; and last of all, the 
quiet half hour after every one had retired but him- 
self—when all around was silent, the cares of the 
day gone to sleep, and the fading embers reminding 
him where he should be: all these, and a thousand 
things else, in-doors and out of doors, in books, in 
nature, aud in men, he talks about in a way so 
natural, easy, and colloquial—so marked by a per- 
vading kindness of feeling—entering so heartily into 
all our tastes and thoughts, and enlisting all the 
while so thoroughly our sympathies, that we cannot 
but class him in the foremost rank of our most 
genial essayists, and place his writings among our 
choicest ‘‘ parlor window-seat books,” to be taken 
up in the brief intervals of active and social life, 
sure to find in them something which appeals to our 
most cherished tastes, and meets with our imme- 
diate appreciation. 
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From Chambers’ Journal. 
EVERY-DAY ENTOMOLOGY. 
THE GNAT FAMILY. 


Tue gnat family is universally detested, as among 
the most unwearied, blood-thirsty, and formidable of 
insect tormentors. Their insatiable appetite, joined 
to their venomous powers, and these added to their 
enormous productiveness, and their hateful ubiquity, 
justify us in regarding them as one of the scourges 
of the human race. They are excessively trouble- 
some even in our own country, the temperate cli- 
mate of which is unfriendly to venomous creatures 
of most kinds; but their annoyance is felt under 
both extremes of temperature, exasperating alike 
the unhappy inhabitants of Mosquito Bay, and the 
wretched tenants of the most northerly regions. In 
spite of the irritable feelings we can scarcely help 
bringing to the inquiry, it will be found that there 
is much that is instructive, much that is even enter- 
taining, in the history and habits of these little 
blood-suckers. 

The proper—that is, the technical—name for this 
tribe of insects is the Culicides: they belong to the 
order of dipterous or double-winged insects. The 
common gnat, Culex pipiens, is a delicate, pretty in- 
sect, rather less than a quarter of an inch in length. 
It is furnished with a long, slender proboscis, which 
projects downwards and forwards, having at its ex- 
tremity a pair of little sucking discs: this organ 
forms the siphon up which the creature draws its 
fill from our Hife-etreai: On the sides of this are 
placed, at different distances, several lancet-like pro- 
cesses, some of which appear intended simply to cut, 
while others seem adapted also to inject the irri- 
tating poison into the minute wound ; and these are 
barbed, and resemble in some respects the sting of 
the bee. The “hum” of the gnat, or, as the poet 
Spenser calls it, ‘ its murmuring small trumpet,” 
is a sound familiar to every ear—to most of us far 
more familiar than agreeable. This, which is really 
a pretty and not unpleasing sound in itself, were it 
not that it is a flourish preparatory to an onslaught, is 
produced by the rapid vibration of its delicate gauze- 
like wings. The sound has a precise analogue in 
the deep-toned hum of the ‘‘ fan’’ of our blast-fur- 
naces, where the vanes of the blower cut through 
the air with vast rapidity, and produce, in so doing, 
the musical notes we hear. The fragile wings of 
this insect have been estimated by Latour to vibrate 
at the rate of three thousand times a minute; a 
rapidity which, when it is regarded as a succession 
of muscular contractions and relaxations, is some- 
thing far more wonderful than the most enormous 
speed to which mechanism was ever driven. The 
gnat makes its appearance in the greatest numbers 
at eventime, but its persecutions are by no means 
confined to that period. It delights chiefly in shady 
woods and in moist situations, from whence great 
hosts may occasionally be observed to issue, and in 
the vicinity also of stagnant pools, which form the 
nursing-places of the young. It has been frequently 
remarked, that it is the female insect which pursues 
us for our blood, and that the male is innocent alto- 
gether of the crimes his partner delights to commit. 
The insect makes its attack in the following man- 
ner :—After the flourish as aforesaid, and with a 
courage equal to all its noise, it flies directly upon 
its victim, and falls to. Alighting gently upon the 
surface, it lowers its formidable weapon, gently and 
gradually thrusting it into the skin until it has 
pushed home all its lancets. The fluid which pro- 
duces the subsequent pain in the wound is then in. 
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jected into it, as has been plausibly supposed, for 
the purpose of rendering the blood more fluid, and 
better adapting it to the suctorial capabilities of the 
insect ; and now the thirsty creature takes its fill. 
These operations are repeated until it is satiated, 
when it tlies away, oftentimes becoming gorged and 
less active, as if completely intoxicated with its 
potion. 

The early history of the gnat is peculiarly inter- 
esting. Jt contains one of those exquisite demon- 
strations of the skill of the creative hand of which 
the kingdom of animated nature is replete. The 
celebrated entomologist Reaumur made it the subject 
of some of his beautiful and accurate investigations. 
From his account of the operation, we glean the 
following particulars relative to the deposition of 
the eggs of this insect. Let us go to some stagnant 
pond between five and six in a summer morning, 
and we shall see this interesting phenomenon, if 
we watch pretty narrowly, going on over its whole 
surface. ‘There is a female gnat; she has taken 
her station upon a broken twig, or a fallen leaf 
floating on the water. She is then seen to cross 
her two hind limbs like the letter X, and in the 
inner triangular interval she commences her ingeni- 
ous labor. In this interval she places first three 
eggs in the form of a triangle, which, being mois- 
tened with a kind of glue, adhere firmly together. 
This forms one extremity of a boat she is about to 
make. Her crossed limbs form, so to speak, the 
“lines” or scaffold by which she regulates the sub- 
sequent shape and size of her tiny vessel. She 
proceeds, laying egg after egg ; and by gradually 
opening her scaffolding, she shapes the boat accord- 
ingly, and in this manner proceeds until the egg- 
boat is completed, each of which contains from two 
to three hundred eggs. ‘The animated scaffolding 
is then removed. ‘The mother takes her flight, and 
commits her craft to the mercy of the wind and 
waves. This wonderful little structure has been 
aptly likened by Messrs. Kirby and Spence to a Lon- 
don wherry in configuration, being sharp, and higher 
at both ends, somewhat convex below, and concave 
above, and always floating on its keel. It is not 
the least remarkable fact connected with this amazing 
feat of nautical architecure, that each individual 
egg, if dropped into the water, would sink to the 
vottom. The boat is quite buoyant; it defies the 
most tempestuous blast which crosses the mimic 
ocean in Which it sails; the waters may go over it, 
or it may be forcibly pushed down to the bottom, 
but it will rise again to the surface, its buoyancy 
unaffected, and without a drop of water in its cavity. 
How plain and broadly-marked even in these work- 
ings of a humble and insignificant insect is the Di- 
vine forethought and skill, which, while rearing a 
universe, and mapping out creation, remembered, 
and so securely provided for. the wants of the family 
of a gnat! In hot weather the eggs are rapidly 
hatched ; and in about three days the larva, having 
left their temporary habitations, are to be seen in 
full activity, with their heads downwards ìn the 
water. As these Jarve are uncommonly funny 
fellows on the field of the microscope, they have 
the honor of treqnuently showing off at popular ex- 
hibitions ; and the surprising feats of agility they 
perform have long been the admiration of the spec- 
tators. ‘They are well known in the north as 
** scurrs,’’ and may be collected in abundance dur- 
ing summer from almost every wayside pool. ‘The 
larva breathes in a very odd way by means of its 
tail! at the extremity of which is its respiratory ap- 
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paratus. It has the power of leaving the surface 
of the water, and diving to the bottom ; but it must 
always return for fresh air; and most comical it is 
to see it thrust its tail up for this purpose, while its 
reat head hangs some distance below the surface. 
his larva has several changes to undergo before 
it becomes the perfect insect: after moulting sev- 
eral times, it becomes transformed into the pupa; 
and then comes the final change to the perfect gnat. 
The pupa now serves as a boat for the emerging 
insect. The time comes on; the necessary prepa- 
rations are complete; the insect raises itself from 
its floating tomb, places its feet upon the water, 
expands its tender wings, and takes farewell of its 
former dwelling. From first to last, these trane- 
formations occupy about three weeks or a month. 

Sometimes gnats make their appearance in in- 
credible numbers, or are unexpectedly seen to pour 
in dense clouds like smoke from some locality. A 
correspondent of the ‘* Entomological Magazine” 
states that in one summer, in a particular district, 
they appeared in such numbers, as actually to make 
it necessary to ‘* shovel them” out of the houses. 
It is related also ‘* that, in the year 1736, they were 
so Numerous, that vast columns of them were seen 
to rise in the air from Salisbury cathedral ;’” and an 
alarm was actually raised that the cathedral was on 
fire. A letter in an early volume of the ‘ Philo- 
sophical Transactions” states, that on one occasion 
they filled the atmosphere near Oxford, and rose in 
several tall columns from some apple-trees to a con- 
siderable height in the air. At Norwich, an alarm 
of fire was created by the inhabitants observing a 
dense volume, apparently of smoke, stream forth 
from one of the spires of the cathedral. It was 
mentioned that these insects are numerous and ex- 
cessively annoying even at the poles. Captain Sir 
John Ross, in the Appendix to the narrative of his 
second voyage, states that gnats first made their 
appearance about the 10th of July, and by the 22d 
had become so excessively numerous, as to prevent 
the necessary duties of the ship. They were seen 
in vast clouds overhanging the marshes, their lar- 
ve contributing the principal food to the trout of 
those lakes. ‘The poor Laplanders are horribly tor- 
mented by them. It is almost in vain that they 
smear their bodies with fetid unguents, birch oil, 
and fearful messes of all offensive things; the blood- 
thirsty insect scorns such defences, and sends its 
proboscis through them all. They are in the habit 
of stopping up the vents of their huts, allowing the 
interior to be filled with suffocating smoke, and thus 
protected, they betake themselves to rest; yet even 
then the indomitable creature wul seareely consent 
to leave them unmolested. Ta short, what detence 
can be suggested against an army of invaders so 
numerous as to be compared to the dust of the earth 
or the flakes of a snow fall? 

The mosquito has been generally considered by 
naturalists as belonging to the onat family, the 
Culicides. Some doubt may exist upon the subject, 
but there can be none that it is the true representa- 
tive in the tropics of the gnat at the poles and at 
home. ‘The mosquito is not quite so Jarge an in- 
sect as the common gnat; bur if less in size. itis a 
much more dreaded and dreadful enemy. It is, we 
believe, Mr. Westwood who considers the mosquito 
to have been “the plague of fies.” the emuissaries 
to execute Divine wrath upon the Egyptians. Nei- 
ther is its sphere of torment limited alonc to hot 
climates ; it appears to endure the intense winter 
of the Crimea, and does dreadful mischief in its 
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summer to the Russian soldiers. Dr. Clarke says 
they are actually compelled to sleep in sacks! and 
even this does not prove an efficient protection, as 
cases of mortification in consequence of their bites 
are not unfrequent. In America, the accounts of 
mosquito-bitten travellers are most painful to read. 
We sometimes meet with the travels of a learned 
eathusiast, who gives us a glowing picture of the 
glories of the banks of the Orinoco: let us take 
some scattered remarks from Baron Humboldt’s 
‘* Personal Narrative” as a set-off against these 
romancings. He says there are three different 
species of mosquito. Some will sting from an 
early hour in the morning all day long until five in 
the afternoon, when they disappear, and a second 
set ‘‘mount guard.” These have their hour of 
attack, and then retire, and are followed by the 
night army, the most dreadful and venomous of all. 
During the intervals of the disappearance of one 
host, and the appearance of the next, a brief and 
delightful repose is given to the tortured Indians. 
All along a particular district of this great stream, 
the lower strata of air, from the surface of the ground 
up to the height of fifteen or twenty feet, are filled 
. with these insects to such a degree, as to give the 
appearance of a condensed vapor. The Indians say 
there are ‘‘ more mosquitoes than air.’’ The swell- 
ing caused by their bites does not disappear for sev- 
eral weeks. An old missionary, in accents of 
despair and grief, said ‘he had spent his twenty 
years of mosquitoes in America;’’ and his limbs 
were so much covered with the enduring marks of 
their wounds, as not to have a single spot of native 
whiteness about them! Some of the Indians living 
in these districts are so hard put to it, as to be com- 
pelled to bury themselves in sand, only leaving out 
their heads, which they cover with a handkerchief. 
A curious anecdote is related in “ Loudon’s Maga- 
zine of Natural History’? regarding the effect of 
Mosquito bites upon the countenance. A gentleman 
having indulged over-freely in wine, lay down to 
sleep on a sofa without the customary protection of 
a mosquito net. He reclined in such a way, as to 
expose exactly half of his face to the operations of 
the enemy, which soon attacked him in great num- 
bers. His appearance the following morning was 
something wonderful; one side of his nose and face 
preserved their usual expression, but the other was 
30 hideously contorted and swollen, as to make him 
appear on that side a totally different person. 

Expedients for defence against these plagues are 
frequently almost in vain; but such as are in use it 
may be as well tomention. In India, mosquito cur- 
tains are the cominon preservatives; but woe to him 
who suffers even one of his little tormentors to get 
within his white walls! Just before retiring to rest, 
a kind of whisk is whirled about in the air, putting 
the ranks of the enemy in confusion; the favorable 
moment is seized, and the individual leaps into his 
cot, while the curtains are rapidly drawn behind 
him. The Indians in America go at night to sleep 
on islets in the midst of the cataracts, where few 
mosquitoes will follow them. They also anoint 
themselves, with turtle oil, and cover their bodies 
with paint and bolar earth, but are wounded through 
these. In some fenny districts in England, where 
gnats are very numecrous, it is said to be the custom 
to wear veils. ‘The pain of the bites may in some 
cases be alleviated by a solution of ammonia, or 
soothed by a weak lotion of hydrocyanic acid. 
With these remarks, we take our leave of this tiny 
but troublesome family. 
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From Chambers’ Journal 
PHILOSOPHY FOR FARMERS. 


Tue relation of commercial restrictions has had, 
among other effects, that of giving an impulse to 
agricultural industry, which has long borne the re- 
proach of being behind the age. According to some 
authorities, agriculturists generally have proved 
themselves the most unteachable of mortals, willing 
rather to obey a mechanical routine, than to be 
guided by true principles. Whether such be the 
case or not, the ceaseless labors of the press are do- 
ing much to remove ignorance in every quarter; 
and science, which gradually insinuates itself into 
all huinan operations, is doing for agriculture what 
it has done for manutactures—taking it out of the 
domain of uncertainty, and showing it to be equally 
dependent on natural and philosophical principles. 
With these aids, and a more active competition, 
there can be little doubt but that agricultural pur- 
suits will soon become characterized by a high de- 
gree of commercial activity. 

It frequently happens that valuable scientific 
treatises are published, which remain totally un- 
known to the gencral reader, and thus become lost 
for purposes ve eaten utility. A paper of this 
character, on ‘‘ The Philosophy of Farming,” which 
appears to us to be deserving of wider circulation, 
has just made its appearance in the last volume of 
the *‘ Manchester Philessphical Society's Me- 
moirs.’” According to the author, Mr. Just, ‘ all 
cultivation consists in bringing to the plant, or 
placing within its range of action, such a supply of 
material as natural means cannot furnish it with in 
the situation where it grows. In order to cultivate 
well, it is therefore as neccessary to know what 
plants want, as for the builder and contractor of 
material to know what is required for building.” It 
is now pretty well understood that the growth of 
plants depends less on solid nourishment, than on 
fluid and atmospheric agents, of which the chief are 
carbonic acid gas, azote, and water. In chemical 
language, these comprise fouratomic elements ; and 
according to their presence in the soil, is the abun- 
dance and deficiency of the crop. On the continent, 
the investigations of Liebig and Dumas on this im- 
portant subject, as well as those of scientific men in 
this country, have brought to hight many important 
facts and data, the whole extent of whose application 
is yet a matter of research. 

Perfect drainage appears to be no less essential 
for fields than for towns: to secure an abundant 
supply of the elements above enumerated, the main 
requisite consists in due permeability of the soil, so 
as to admit of proper drainage. Hence it is that 
clayey lands, by favoring accumulations of stagnant 
water, are in so many instances unproductive. The 
disposition of the drainage should, however, be such, 
that the whole of the soil concerned in the growth 
of the plants is permeable by the air, promoting a 
constant filtration and succession of materials that 
contribute to vegetable formations. Rain brings 
down ammonia from the atmosphere, and its bene- 
ficial effect on lands is greatly increased where the 
drainage is good, as the atmospheric particles then 
find their way readily to the roots of the plants, 
and the mineral substances in the soil are more ef- 
fectually dissolved. ‘t The two fundamentals of all 
good farming,” siys Mr. Just, ‘‘consist in thor- 
ough percolation of water through the soil, and a 
constant accession of air.’ Rapid drainage is not 
less important; main drains ought to cease discharg- 
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ing at the end of four or five days, instead of, as at 
present, as many weeks, ceasing only in long 
droughts ; and to be dug so low, that the superabun- 
dant moisture of the surface shall be at once effec- 
tually discharged, with a constant current, otherwise 
the drains soon become choked by mud. It is ev- 
ident that the mechanical arrangement of drains 
must vary with the nature of the locality to be 
drained ; and no attempts at drainage should be 
made without first ascertaining the nature of the 
subsoil. The following data are given as guides to 
the inexperienced Tf, when the soil has been 
carefully removed from an area of a few yards in 
extent, and the surface of the subsoil has been left 
to dry, water is found to accumulate within it, when 
dug into, then that subsoil is drainable, and will 
draw water from the surface according to the depth 
dug; and the ground may be made perfectly dry by 
the usual kinds of drains, provided those drains be 
laid sufficiently deep, and allowed a free discharge. 
Whereas, if, after the same preparation, the subsoil 
or clay, when dug to a greater or less depth, be 
pore dry, then no drainage can be effected 
therein by ordinary methods, and recourse must be 
had to opening transit for the surface water into 
channels, so that the supersaturation of the soil may 
run off as directly and quickly as possible.” The 
author contends that land cannot be drained too dry, 
‘a8 fluids are not so essential to the growth of plants 
as aérial and gaseous matters, and perfect aération 
is as much required as perfect drainage. Air brings 
constant supplies of material from every quarter ; 
and where the soil is kept properly drained, conveys 
nourishment in certain’but invisible forms to the 
roots of crops. Another advantage attendant on 
aération of the soil, is the increased economy and 
effect of manure ; the more perfect the pulverization 
of land, the more immediate is its contact with, and 
absorption of, the manures thrown into it; the de- 
scent of new particles into the subsoil is facilitated, 
and the whole quantity of productive soil is in- 
creased, with a fund of capability, so to speak, al- 
ji at command within it. 
rom discussing the mode of treating soils, Mr. 
Just passes to that of sowing seeds. ‘‘ Scattering 
seeds,” he says, ‘‘ indiscriminately over the surface 
of the ground previously prepared for their recep- 
tion, is no more sowing them, than tumbling stones 
into trenches properly dug for the foundation of a 
building is laying those foundations.” The object 
of sowing is to secure proper germination of the 
seed. Seeds are to vegetables what eggs and ova 
are to animals; the condition of development of 
the latter is warmth and protection. With seeds it 
is ‘a proper degree of temperature, a sufficiency 
of moisture, and a free access of air, with exclusion 
from the direct action of light.” Hence the great 
advantage of complete pulverization of the soil, that 
the secds may not be buried deeply, and yet at the 
same time sufficiently covered; for, if within the 
influence of light, the chemical change of the farina- 
ceous matter of the seed into living tissues is re- 
tarded ; on the other hand, if buned too deeply, the 
plant is so much exhausted by its efforts to reach 
the surface, as to impede materially its future 
gorn A large amount of seed is annually lost 
y falling into the hollows between the furrows of 
ill-ploughed land. ‘‘It is not to please the eye 
only that the ploughmen of Westmoreland, Cum- 
berland, and other well-cultivated counties, take so 
much pains in drawing their deep furrows as straight 
as a linc can make them, and laying them so com- 
pact, that not a crevice between them can be found 
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in fields of many acres; but it is to favor this 

and fundamental principle of growth, though per- 
haps in few instances this service may either be 
known or appreciated by them.’’ The importance 
of these considerations becomes manifest, when re- 
gard is had to the physiology of seeds. The greater 
part of their substance is simple nutritive matter, 
intended for the support of the young plant until it 
can take care of itself. But if this nutritive mat- 
ter is to be expended im efforts to escape from un- 
natural circumstances, it is clear that the capacity 
for growth will be diminished. A starved seed can 
no more grow up into a healthy plant, than a starved 
infant into a healthy man; and if so much care be 
bestowed on exposing steeped barley frequently to 
the air, to insure simultaneous germination, while 
being converted into malt, ought less care to be 
shown to seeds while in the soil, when the food of 
millions is dependent on their proper growth! 

The waste and misapplication of manure in this 
country is deplorable, and have been so often com- 
plained of by writers, that it might seem superero- 
gatory to insist upon it further; but there are some 
subjects to which attention can only be successfully 
directed by constant iteration and reiteration. In 
many parts of Germany and in Belgium, the most 
rigid economy prevails with regard to all waste ani- 
mal and vegetable matter, and its proper application 
to land. In China, the same course has been pur- 
sued for ages; and, according to Mr. Fortune's re- 
cent work, is still maintained in full activity. The 
measures now in contemplation for the effectual 
sewerage of towns are fraught with incalculable ad- 
vantage to the agriculturist ; but without some ac- 
quaintance with chemistry, no person can be certain 
that the manure he applies is that required by the 
soil, and a distinction must be drawn between ger- 
mination and vegetation. Highly azotized manures 
are favorable to the latter process, but unfavorable 
to the former. Mr. Just says, “ Guano sown along 
with the seeds of turnips prevents their germination, 
whereas, when scattered over the soil, or buried in 
the drills beneath the seeds, it promotes the vege- 
tation of the plants to a very great extent afterwards. 
The same is the case when liquid manure, from 
banks in farm-yards, is applied to soils previously 
to sowing the seeds. I have known turnips sown 
on ground so treated fail to germinate entirely ; and 
by injudicious application of night-soil, as a dress- 
ing for crops of barley, I have seen numbers of the 
grain totally destroyed by contact with it, and those 
which escaped pushed on to such a rank vegetation 
after this destruction, that they could neither fruc- 
tify properly nor ripen.” 

The at panei holds good with regard to 
propagation by means of buds and tubers ; and here, 
at the risk of prolonging what is felt by many to be 
a wearisome subject, we quote Mr. Just’s ob- 
servations on the treatment of the potato. ‘‘ The 
cuttings of potatoes,” he writes, ‘‘ or the whole 
tubers which we plant, have to undergo a similar 
change in spritting as seeds undergo in germination, 
and require similar conditions to favor that change 
and aid germination. Yet in our treatment of this 
most valuable and accommodating of all plants given 
to man for food, we err more against nature than in 
all others put together. Patient of every climate 
under the sun, we forget that it can be subject to 
any wrong, or require any of our care or concern 
for its welfare. Prolific beyond our wants, we 
have glutted our domestic animals with it, and em- 
ployed it largely in the arts and distillery to con- 
tribute to our luxuries. Yet there is a limit to all 
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things, and we are approaching the limits of the 
abuse which we can unrequitedly heap upon it. 
Something is wrong already both in the field and in 
the store ; already it has partially failed in its ger- 
mination during the spring; already it has become 
the prey of disease in its vegetation and maturation 
in the autumn. Nature is vindicating her right to 
be obeyed ; and since we have neglected to learn 
from her by lessens of examples which she has 
offered, she seems determined to make us wise by 
dear-bought experience—to make us feel, that we 
may remember. 

‘t The first law of nature against which we trans- 
gress with regard to the potato, is in our total neglect 
of the due preservation of our seed potatoes. If 
they are only good for food, we never inquire 
whether they are fit for planting. Yet were we 
but to reflect one moment, we should soon see how 
unnaturally we treat them. Nature, when she 
alone takes care of them, keeps them withia the 
soil—like all other subterranean buds—during their 
season of repose; and because, in the warm cli- 
mates, where they are indigenous, they cannot 
easily be cut off from a due temperature for their 
germination, she checks it by keeping them dry in 
the soil. We, on the other hand, dig them up from 
the ground, because we fear, and properly, the ef- 
fect of the frost upon them ; but iustead of keeping 
them dry, we heap them up wet in immense quan- 
tities on the ground, and cover them over there, to 
keep them so, with sail, thereby furnishing them, 
if they do not rot, with one requisite for germina- 
. tion; while the masses themselves raise and keep 
up the temperature to supply them with another, 
so that germination has aot only commenced, but | 
proceeded considerably, when we dig them up again 
for planting. Then, calculating upon the extraor- 
dinary degree of vitality with which nature has en- 
dowed the tubers, we pull off the sprits, cut up the 
potatoes, and endeavor to reduce that vitality to as 
low an ebb as possible before we plant them. If, 
by the spritting of potatoes, the whole of the dias- 
tase, situated just below the embryo in seeds, be 
expended, then there is no provision left fur the 
conversion of fecula into saccharine matter for the 
formation of the first tissues of germination, and ger- 
mination must therefore fail.” 

When it is borne in mind that the cuttings, weak- 
ened as described, are in most instances planted in 
highly azotized soils, surprise at the general failures 
which have taken place will be greatly lessened. 
The remedy cansists in storing up the potatoes in- 
tended for seed in places perfectly dry and dark, 
and, instead of one large mass, in small heaps, so 
that all tendency to generate heat may be obviated. 
The precautions with regard to the aération of young 
grain crops are equally to be attended to with the 
young plants of potatoes. Without frequent stir- 
ring of the soil while the roots are forming, and 
complete aération or ventilation, however favorable 
other circumstances may be, proper growth is not 
to be expected. The objects to be striven for by 
the agriculturist and cultivator are of such impor- 
tance, as to reward any degree of perseverance. 
Implicit obedience to natural laws never fails of 
commanding success. Nature is not to be forced 
or diverted from her economy : the bringing to bear 
a little plain, practical, common sense on her multi- 
farious modes of action, must tend to the realization 
of the sound theoretical views of the chemist and 
meteorologist. 
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From the Times of Sept. 30. 
ENGLISH OPINIONS OF THE ARMISTICE. 


Ir has been anticipated that the accounts from the 
United States and the seat of war in Mexico, which 
have just reached us by the Caledonia steamer, 
would put an end to the long period of suspense 
and perilous inactivity ia which Gen. Scott’s army 
has passed several weeks, and would probably an- 
nounce either the entry of that general into the 
Mexican capital, or the discomfiture of his scanty 
forces. The intelligence, which will be found in 
another column, bears much more resemblance to 
the latter than to the former of these alternatives. 
Although the American journals record another vic- 
tory, they acknowledge that the honors of the day 
were disputed with great resolution by the Mexican 
army. They publish a list of officers killed and 
wounded, which shows the extreme severity of the 
action; and above all, they announce an armistice 
proposed, not by the Mexicans, but by Gen. Scott 
himself. This last circumstance demonstrates that, 
although the spirit and firmness of the little Ameri- 
can army eventually prevailed over the numbers and 
the field fortifications of the enemy, they were not 
in a condition to take any political advantage of the 
contest, though they remained masters of the field. 
Indeed, considering their feeble numbers, the im- 
mense difficulties of transport, and the imperfect 
organization of their supplies, which have prevailed 
throughout the war, it ts evident that 6000 men, 
isolated in the heart of a hostile country, decimated 
by fatigue, fever, and actual fighting, and cut off 
from reinforcements by the conditions of this armis- 
tice, are much more likely to capitulate to the ene- 
my they have insulted and despised, than to hoist 
the American flag on the towers of the city of Mex- 
ico. The moral effect of a decisive action and a 
tremendous defeat might, indeed, have paralyzed 
the Mexicans, and induced them to accept the terms 
they had hitherto rejected; but, if the particulars 
are to be believed which reach us through Ameri- 
can channels, the battles of Contreras and Cheru- 
busco are more likely to raise the confidence of the 
Mexicans, than to destroy all faith in their cause or 
commanders. 

The Mexican generals are said to have taken up 
a ry strong position, on which they had concen- 
trated a large amount of artillery, within sight of 
the capital. These batteries of St. Augustine and 
St. Antonio, were served with great activity and 
effect, and their fire was especially directed against 
the position which was occupied by General Worth 
and his corps. On the 19th of August, an attack 
was made by the Americans on these points, which, 
as may be inferred from our accounts, was alto- 
gether unsuccessful. The American field batteries 
were soon silenced by the heavier guns of the ene- 
my, and we observed that the loss of officers in the 
artillery corps was unusually great. For six hours 
this terrific cannonade lasted, and at the close of 
the day General Scott and General Twiggs retired, 
“ completely exhausted, not anticipating ‘ the great 
strength of the works of the enemy.’’’ The troops 
were obliged to bivouac on a tempestuous night, 
which must ill have prepared them for a renewal of 
such a battle on the morrow. 

On the morrow, however, the state of things 
seems suddenly to have changed. Early in the 
morning of the 20th, the position of Valencia, at 
Contreras, had been attacked by Gen. Smith with 
complete success ; and upon the precipitate retreat 
of the Mexicans from this point, Gen. Worth fell 
back on San Antonio. A second most severe en 
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gagement took place, which lasted some hours, until 
the Mexican troops retired in disorder upon the city, 
leaving their heavy guns and a large number of 
prisoners in the hands of the invading army. The 
forces of the Mexicans in these actions are stated 
to have been at least three times as numerous as 
those of Gen. Scott's army ; and although defeated 
to a certain extent, it is probable that the Mexican 
generals have still a body of men under their com- 
mand, sufficient to repel any open attack on the city. 

In fact, having arrived under the walls of Mexico 
by dint of oxtraordinary perseverance and hard fight- 
ing, it is by no meansclear that Gen. Scott is nearer 
the grand object of his gallant efforts than when he 
started from ven Cruz; whilst, on the other hand, 
it is evident to the merest tyro in military affairs, 
that an army of 6,000 men, at such a distance from 
its base, and so inadequately supported from home, 
is, in reality, in a position of great peril. Confer- 
ences for the negotiation of peace have, it is said, 
been opened, the alternative being another battle of 
a still more perilous character than the last; for it 
must be observed, that in Gen. Scott’s present posi- 
tion the least reverse must be annihilation. He has 
absolutely no retreat. We should, therefore, not 
be surprised to learn that he is willing to conclude 
a peace on terms by no means flattering to the van- 
ity of the United States. 

But the moment we arrive at this point we are 
met by various political considerations, peculiar to 
the institutions of the United States, which render 
the solution of the question extremely complicated. 
Mr. Polk undertook this war on his own account, 
and it has proved to be the principal affair of his 
presidency. The attractions of military adventure 
and the pride of military success have induced the 
people of the United States to indorse his bills and 
to recruit his armies ; and we have accordingly seen 
the chief magistrate of what was once the model 
of pacific governments indulging himself in the royal 
luxury of a bloody war. All this may be of some 
temporary advantage to Mr. Polk and his adherents ; 
but they must be well aware that advantages so 
dearly bought by the nation will prove fatal to those 
who have speculated in them, unless the burdens 
of the war can be terminated with this campaign, 
and unless this campaign can be closed with an 
amount of success sufficient to screen the enormous 
injustice of the invasion. In the present state of 
public opinion in the world, we should have thought 
it extraordinary if the most absolute of European 
sovereigns had dared to embark in such a war, but 
that a man, temporarily invested with a limited 
power like that of the President of the United States, 
should, by his own will and pleasure, have plunged 
his country into such a series of embarrassments, is, 
without exception, the most extraordinary event 
which has ever occurred in the history of any mod- 
ern republic. The sequel will show whether the 
mere prestige of military achievements is sufficient 
to overthrow all the principles on which the consti- 
tution of the United States is professed to be founded ; 
and even in this affair of the armistice and the al- 
lelged negotiation for peace, we shall be curious to 
learn how far Gen. Scott's conduct will be approved 
and supported by his government, which no doubt 
anticipated a more brilliant result from the march to 
Mexico. 

From the Morning Chronicle. 

The American papers regard the contest as con- 
cluded, and congratulate themselves, in a beartier 
and more creditable fashion that we had anticipated 
from them, on the termination of this useless and 
unnghteous contest. The Caledonia has, as we 
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anticipated, brought the news, sufficiently confirmed, 
but unaccompanied by any details, of one sangui- 
nary battle, if not more, having been fought in the 
neighborhuod of Mexico. ‘That must have indeed 
been a desperate contest, wherein, in the course of 
a couple of hours, 1,200 Anglo- Americans and 5,000 
Mexicans fell, and among the latter many citizens 
of note. It seems after all, that Mexico does pro- 
duce men who can fight bravely and die cheerfully 
in defence of their homes and altars. Had the 
Mexicans possessed mechanical appliances equal w 
those of their enemy, had they a barely tolerable 
ordnance and commissariat, the result of the baule 
might have been diilerent. As it is, by their own 
showing, the loss of the invaders has been very 
severe—one eighth or more of their available force. 
The readiness, too, with which General Scott con- 
sented to remain outside the city until the Mexi- 
can congress had deliberated on terms of peace, 
would imply that even after his victory he dreaded 
the consequences of driving the Mexicans to despair. 
His feelings, in fact, would appear to be somewhat 
of a Pyrrbus complexion. tt would be rather an 
untoward result if these dear-bought defeats became 
a school for that military genius for which the Span- 
ish race is remarkable, and at length made the 
Mexicans adepts in the art of war. Truly, Gen. 
Scott may be pardoned for some slight misgivings 
as to the strength and safety of his remaining forces, 
in the centre of a hostile population, at such a dis- 
tance from succors and supplies, and with bodies of 
guerillas, ever increasing in numbers and audacity, 
threatening to break up his lines of communication, 
and cutting off by scores his most adventurous and 
bravest men. Qn the whole, it seems tolerably 
certain that a peace has been concluded ere this. 
Whatever bargains may be struck in respect of 
territorial and financial adjustments, we trust that 
the treaty will be in other respects so clearly defined 
and so satisfactory to both parties, as to afford a 
reliable guarantee, that so unwarrantable an aggres- 
sion as this war has been on the part of the states, 
will not be hastily or inconsiderately renewed. 


From the Spectator. 

The position of the United States army in Mexi- 
co is not to be accurately learned from the accounts 
received this week from America. Of course they 
put upon it the best color they can; but there must 
necessarily be much that is not stated. General 
Scott had advanced almost to the capital of Mexico, 
afier a difficult march and bard fighting ; in his last 
engagement he confesses to have lost about a thou- 
sand out of six thousand men; the Mexicans are 
estimated 10 have lost five thousand out of an army 
of twenty thonsind men or less. Santa Anna had 
been onteacneraled, and had retreated, it is said. 
rather prematurely. But his countrymen must have 
foucht in earnest. General Scott, who had scoffed 
at offers of peace, now volunteered to male them 
himself, and concluded an armistice to facilitate ne- 
gotiations. This looks like a conscious sense of 
that weakness which his position implics—his army 
enfeebled by a hard-won victory, and stationed in 
the heart of the enemy's country. There the ac- 
counts leave him. 


[We are sorry for the Spectator. An intelligent, 
honest English criticism on American affairs would 
be very desirable. This taunt about Gen. Scott’s 
scorning peace, must have been invented by the 
Spectator itself—at least, this is the first notice we 
have seen of such a thing, and is in direct contra- 
diction of what is well known to be the truth.) 
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CHAPTER III. 


In the evening Edith joined Mrs. Dalton in a 
window, where, apart from the rest of the company, 
she seemed to enjoy a reverie. She did not speak, 
but pointed to the massy outline of a distant hill, 
behind which the moon was rising, huge, dim, and 
red ; but, in proportion as she departed further and 
further from the earth, seeming to gain in purity 
what she lost in splendor. The mute symbolism 
of nature is indeed expressive. Two years ago 
Edith would have felt that shame-facedness which 
is the mark of a keen and delicate enthusiasm in 
woman; she would have shunned to make the 
silence of her rapture a spectacle for a mixed and 
unsympathizing party of mere acquaintance. But 
she had now acquired a fearless freedom of action 
infinitely more comfortable to herself, and perhaps 
only to be regretted on account of the mixture of 
the motives which gave rise to it. She had become 
so accustomed to be admired for whatever she did, 
that she had nearly learned to think that everything 
she did must be in itself admirable; not that this 
was the conscious and definite working of her mind, 
but rather that, being sure of obtaining approbation, 
she forgot to inquire whether she deserved it or 
not; she had got the current coin, and she cared 
not to test the purity of the metal. Yet the adul- 
teration was very slight—quite imperceptible to 
herself—it was only, in the strictest sense of the 
word, a beginning. So is an acorn only a begin- 
ning, and a bases eens the end of that begin- 
ning is the mightiest of trees ; and in every beginning 
the whole progress, development, and final consum- 
mation, are, as it were, folded up and contained, 
ready for gradual expansion. The thought is as 
full of comfort as of warning, though, alas! the 
warning is the more needful of the two. 

‘‘Some music, Amy,” said Mr. Thornton’s 
voice, behind the ladies, ‘‘ you have indulged your 
meditations long enough, and must now think a little 
about the enjoyment of others.”’ 

Mrs. Dalton looked round with a smile, and 
immediately moved to the piano. She put her 
cousin back with one hand as he offered to escort 
her, whispering at the same moment, ‘‘ No, no; I 
don’t want you. I am going to erhibit, so you 
may talk at your leisure.” She sat down, and, 
under cover of Schulhoff’s Galop di Bravura, which 
was presently electrifving the room, Mr. Thornton 
returned to the window and to Edith. He began 
with a platitude, such as even the most brilliant 
genius must occasionally utter if he be resolved to 
talk in season and out of season. 

i “ So you prefer moonlight to conversation,” said 
e. 

“ To some conversation,” returned the lady, 
looking very intelligibly at the scattered human 
beings who adorned the chairs, sofas, and ottomans 
around her. 

“ But not to all? Tam afraid I can scarcely hope 
to be classed among the exceptions.” This timid 
speech was aceompanied by a very decided assump- 
tion of the vacant seat next Edith. She laughed 
slightly, as though she pereeived that the words 
and the movement were a little inconsistent with 
each other, and answered frankly, ‘‘ Why, I 
scarcely think I do prefer even such a scene as this 
to the conversation which we had with Mrs. Dalton 
before dinner. It was very interesting.” 

‘* Almost too interesting,” replied he; ‘* such 
moments unfit one for the trivialities of every-day 
life and common-place people. Though all beauty 
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is said to arise out of contrasts, yet there are some 
contrasts which at once and irremediably destroy 

geauty ;—you would not mix moonlight and lamp- 
ight in a picture.” 

‘ Yet they are ver 
Edith, looking from 
silvered woods without. 

“I suspect,” said Mr. Thornton, ‘ that, as in 
most things which we call beautiful, the charm lies 
rather in the mind of the interpreter than in the 
interpreted. Is that too philosophical for you!—I 
know you are a student of German.”’ 

“I delight in listening to what is beyond my 
comprehension,” returned Edith. ‘‘ Either the 
mystery pleases me, or else the feeling that I have 
the power to reach it if only I have time and help 
afforded me. So pray go on with your theory—you 
think that there is no such thing as beauty, really, 
but that it all depends upon the mind of the person 
who is looking. I don’t know how to express it; 
but you see what I mean.” 

“« Yes,” replied he, ‘‘ what is noonday to you 
and me would be midnight to a blind man.” 

« But the sun is the same,” retorted Edith. 

« Not to you, if hg are blind,” he answered. 
‘Tt is, to you, as if it did not exist. But these 
analogies are very deceptive ; one can’t carry them 
out. To illustrate what I mean by plain facts—the 
pagoda which is beautiful to the Chinese would 
have been monstrous to the Greek ; and again, the 
worshipper in Cologne Cathedral would find little 
to excite his devotion at Pestum.”’ 

“« And you believe in none of them?’ cried 
Edith. 

‘‘ Just the reverse,” said Thornton, smiling ; 
t: T believe in them all. I believe that the elements 
of truth, goodness, and beauty, are everywhere for 
those who can see them——-the whole, nowhere for 
anybody. To disbelieve in their existence would 
be as absurd as to restrict them to any particular 
forms or systems. Some possess more, some less ; 
the man who has emancipated himself from all has 
the best chance of collecting the fragments which 
all contain.” 

“I think I understand,” said Edith; ‘I see how 
this leads naturally to universal toleration.” 

« True,” he replied, ‘‘ toleration—charity—love, 
becomes the law of life, and Christianity assumes 
her proper place, as the system containing the 
highest development of that law which has yet been 
granted to us. Viewed in this way, can anything 
be more ludicrous than the conventional rules which 
would seek to conform al] characters to the same 
model? Rather find out, in the countless variety 
of materials submitted to you, those with which 
your own inner voice accords, and associate your- 
self with them, if you would attain happiness. All 
the misery that we see around us seems to me a 
blunder, not a necessity.” 

« Nay,” said Edith, half doubtingly, ‘‘ but if we 
sin we must needs suffer, must we not? Is not 
that the rea] cause of misery *”’ 

“ Every fault,” returned he, ‘‘ brings an inevita- 
ble portion of suffering with it, which is the best 
safeguard against repetition of it. But repentance 
is in itself restoration; the idea of punishment, 
except in so far as it is needful to procure amend- 
ment—the idea of retribution is absolutely prepos- 
terous. We are all imperfect and in a state of 
progress, and of that progress purification is a neces- 


8ar pre 
« Yes,” said Edith, ‘f because we have not 
merely to do what you said just now, to choose 


beautiful in reality,” said 
e brilliant room to the still, 
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the outward circumstances which best suit us, but, 
as we cannot create circumstances, we have also, 
and more frequently, to adapt ourselves to them.’ 

“ Perfectly true,” he rejuined. ‘* This is the 
difficulty of life, and in this its pain consists to those 
who will persist in refusing to use it rightly. But 
out of the discord gradually arises a fuller and more 
glorious harmony.”’ 

“ A glorious harmony! Yes, indeed,” cried 
Mr. Delamaine. ‘“ You were speaking of Mrs. 
Dalton’s playing. Did you observe how that dis- 
cord was first prepared and then resolved ?” 

t Some people seem resolved to prepare nothing 
but discords,’? murmured Mr. Thornton, with a 
mixture of annoyance and amusement. 

But at that moment Mrs. Dalton ceased the mar- 
vels with which she had been delighting or deafen- 
ing her audience, and broke into music of a very 
different strain—a low, quick accompaniment, like 
the rustle of abundant leaves, through which the 
notes of the melody stole like drops of water falling 
in twilight. You must watch heedfully if you 
would see each one glisten as it passes ; the breath- 
lessness with which you listened would have moved 
the re so essential to musical beauty, but for 
the Julling stillness of the undersong. Mr. Thorn- 
ton held up his hands as if imploring silence, and 
then putting them before his face, seemed to aban- 
don himself to enjoyment. And he did really so 
abandon himself, that the only reminiscence of his 
conversation with Edith which flitted across his 
mind, might have been contained in the following 
words: ‘* Strange, that Ihave been talking phi- 
losophy instead of sentiment! I don’t believe she 
will touch me, after all !’’ 

Edith’s reflections were somewhat deeper. The 
refined epicureanism to which she had been listen- 
ing had singular fascinations for her; and it was, 
moreover, so interwoven with truth that she could 
not separate the one from the other. Life was 
then no burden to be borne, no struggle to be 
encountered. Sorrows were anomalies and excep- 
tions in this system, not chief and necessary parts 
of it; they were the results of imperfection, to be 
endured, and surmounted, and forgotten. Sins, if 
forsaken, were no subjects of grief; discipline was 
necessary as a means of happiness, not of holiness. 
Vaguely did these results of the principles presented 
to her pass before her mind—so vaguely that they 
seemed not to testify to the falsehood of the princi- 
ples which involved them. Would Edith have 
entertained these thoughts three years ago? Cer- 
tainly not. Was she, then, a better logician at 
eighteen than at one-and-twenty! Scarcely—her 
logic at either age did not exceed due feminine 
limits. But Edith had been living for amusement 
for three years; living, in fact, to speak plainly 
and shortly, to and for herself. Her conscience had 
learned to suggest her actions by the assurance that 
there was ‘‘ no harm in them,” not by the author- 
itative injunction, ‘‘ Do this because it is nght.”’ 
The woman who leads such a life as this must 
make up her mind to two dangers :—first, she is 
sure to encounter temptation ; secondly, she is sure 
to be unprepared for it. The rule of quiet obedi- 
ence, of childlike faith, of daily self-denial, excludes 
the evil simply by leaving no room for it. It keeps 
the heart as in the shadow of some cool and voice- 
ful cloister, and has the twofold virtue, that it is at 
once a safeguard from temptation and a strengthener 
against it. But of sucha rule Edith had known 
little at any time, though the kindly influences of 
her childhood and early youth had in some measure 
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supplied its place; they were, however, rather 2 
shield from the fee than an armor on the body—the 
shelter was withdrawn, and she was found weapon- 
less. Yet who shall say that with her noble im- 
pulses, generous feelmgs, amiable temper, warm 
heart, and (to speak in popular phraseology) inno- 
cent life, she was not a favorable specimen of her 
class, sex, and age im this our Christian England? 
Who, to take lower ground, could expect her even 
to fear that she was gradually departing from such 
a standard as Philip Fremri carried in his heart of 
hearts? But we will not anticipate. 

Mrs. Dalton’s fantasia, or whatever it is to be 
called, came to an end, and Mr. Delamame was at 
her side in a moment, begging for a song. She 
smiled her most bewitching smile, but immediately 
played an air with variations. ‘* Do you like 
that?” inquired she, as she concluded. ‘* Itis one 
of Thalberg’s.”’ 

“ Oh—ah—yes—indeed,”’ was his reply, “I 
should have recognized it immediately. So orches- 
tral—there is no mistaking his style.” 

Mrs. Dalton looked a little mischievous, and 
Lord Vaughan, as he read on the title-page of the 
music the name of Mendelssohn, smiled to her with 
the open and gleeful significance of one who is not 
often in the secret of a private morsel of satire, and 
who inwardly congratulates himself on understand- 
ing it. 

t Bmt,” pursued Mr. Delamaine, “‘ you used to 
sing ‘Ah luce di quest’ anima!’ used you not? 
You have not forgotten it?” 

“ Oh, no,” answered she, graciously; ‘‘ masic 
that I have once learned keeps a most pertinacious 
hold on my memory.” 

“ I am sure it is here; do let me find it for you,’” 
cried her persevering admirer, dropping suddenly 
down on his knees before the music-stand, thereby 
causing Lady Selcombe to start, and dislodging 
from her Jap a perfect avalanche of colored wools. 
Having duly apologized for and repaired his mis- 
deed, he proceeded to institute a vigorous search 
for the song, during which Mrs. Dalton chatted 
about music with Lord Vaughan and Sir Mark 
Wyvil, and finally began to play Irish airs, with 
intense fecling and vanety of expression. ‘* Ah 
luce di quest’ anima” was at length found, and 
placed before her; she acknowledged the service 
by another smile and a most gratefal .bow, but con- 
tinued to play without heeding it for at least half 
an hour. Then, leaving her chair, she addressed 
a young lady who was seated near the piano, listen- 
ing to her with a kind of sullen and reluctant admi- 
ration. “ My dear Miss Mainwarmg,” said she, 
‘¢Mr. Delamaine is longing to hear you sing this 
song. We all know it is one of your favorites, 
Now, pray oblige us—as for me, I am really quite 
tired.” She retreated as she spoke, and spent the 
rest of the evening in walking on the terrace, 
whither she would not allow either Edith or Mr. 
Thornton to follow her.. Miss Mainwaring, who 
was cultivated and commonplace, obliged the com- 
pany with untiring assiduity, and Mr. Delamaine, 
though looking at first a little blank, was pohtely 
attentive and vivaciously eritical. Fire they separ- 
ated for the night, however, Mrs. Dalton approached 
one of the open windows, and leaning her arms 
upon the sill, warbled Mozart's pretty and familiar 
‘* Buona notte, buena notte amato bene !’’ without 
accompaniment, with a richness and delicacy which 
astonished even those who were best acquainted 
with the wonderful beauty of her voice. The 
music was appreciable by all, the silence was 
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breathless, the applause unbounded ; and when the 
fair songstress had glided up-stairs to her apart- 
ment, Mr. Delamaine observed, with much anima- 
tion, “ What a fascinating woman Mrs. Dalton 
is!’? From this sentiment no one dissented, unless 
Sir Mark Wyvil’s significant clearing of the throat 
might be so interpreted. 

y the end of a fortnight Mr. Thornton had made 
considerable progress in his portrait of Edith, and 
had advanced yet further in his intimacy with her. 
His cousin watched them with much interest, but 
could not satisfy her mind as to whether they were 
becoming really attached to each other or not. Mu- 
tual admiration was very evident; close attention 
on the gentleman’s part, extreme graciousness on 
the lady’s; but then Edith was gracious to all her 
admirers ; indeed, a stern observer might not un- 
justifiably have pronounced that she coquetted with 
them. rd Vaughan’s devotion, though quiet and 
unobtrusive, was most profound. Mr. Delamaine’s 
compliments were offered with a hardy and perpet- 
- wal earnestness, which left no room to doubt their 
sincerity ; yet both were encountered by her with 
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than any man I ever met with. In that respect he 

was absolutely feminine ; and then such inexhaust- 
ible spirits! he would keep you roaring with laugh- 
ter a whole evening; and then, when you were 
lounging off to bed, perfectly worn out, and scarcely 
able to speak from sheer fatigue, there was he as 
fresh and as cool as if he were just going to break- 
fast !” 

« And what has changed him ?’’ asked Mrs. Dal- 
ton. 

« Marriage,” was the laconic reply. 

His cousin fixed her deep reproachful eyes on 
him without speaking. 

‘¢ Such a marriage !” reiterated Lord Selcombe. 
« Yes, now that is a man whom one regrets to lose. 
Everybody liked Verner ; with all his faults he was 
the most popular man of my acquaintance.” 

“ What sort of woman can Mrs. Verner be,” 
observed Edith, ‘‘ to neutralize such an abundance 
of good qualities ?”’ 

“ She is pretty, accomplished, tolerably amiable, 
and by no means stupid,” said Mr. Thonn: 
‘* but—to sum it up in one tremendous word—she 


just that mixture of piquancy and gentleness which |is v 


was sufficient to keep hope alive, though it could 
scarcely be called encouragement. ‘Total indiffer- 
ence or complete preoccupation might have blinded 
her to their real sentiments; but she appeared to 
like their attentions so well that these motives could 
scarcely be attributed to her; so the only conclu- 
sion left was, that if she were blind, it was partly 
for the very sufficient reason that she would not 
see. 
“ Tt is to-morrow that Captain Kinnaird comes, 
is it not?” said Mr. Thornton, as he uncovered his 
canvass, and prepared for the morning’s labor. 
“ You must give me a long sitting—I am quite 
anxious about his opinion.”’ 

‘Oh! do not hope for Frank’s approbation,” 
returned Edith; ‘‘if you were to paint me witha 
‘eo eae: in my hand, and a sing round my 

ead, he would still think you had not done me 
justice.” 

“ The very circumstances under which it would 
be impossible to do you justice,” cried the artist, 
laughing. “If you will allow me to say so, that 
is the only character under which I could not por- 
tray you to advantage.” 

“ And what character is that, pray?” inquired 
Lord Vaughan, very quickly, and half affronted. 

“ That of a saint,’ replied Mr. Thornton. ‘ Miss 
Kinnaird has not severity enough for an artist’s 
ideal of a saint; and I am heartily glad of it, for if 
she had, I am sure I, for one, should be exceed- 
ingly afraid of her.” 

‘“ So I should think,” said Edith, a little more 
dryly than was her wont. 

“ Yes, indeed,’ exclaimed Lord Vaughan ; 
“only just fancy a young English lady of the pres- 
ent day looking like a saint! Just imagine a saint 
in embroidered muslin, with all those frills and 
flounces, and hair, which it must take at least an 
hour to plait and curl!” 

Everybody joined his laugh at the juxtaposition 
of two ideas so glaringly incongruous as those of a 
ee a “young English lady of the present 

ay. 

« Where is Kinnaird now?’’ pursued he. 

« He is staying with the Verners.” 

“ Ah, poor Verner !’’ cried Mr. Thornton, “ what 
a wreck he is! It is positively painful to me to sit 
in the room with that man. He used to be the 


is vulgar.” 

t Yes, it was indeed a pity,” chimed in Lady 
Selcombe ; ‘‘she was low in family, and is decid- 
edly underbred.”’ 

“ Besides,” said Mr. Thornton, ‘* Verner never 
liked her—how could het They were so perfectly 
uncongenial. A woman who would talk of her 
carriage-and-four, and tell you the cost of her draw- 
ing-room furniture at a dinner party! And he the 
most fastidious of men !’’ 

‘ He never liked her!” repeated Edith, in a 
bewildered tone. 

“ She cannot conceive the possibility of a mar- 
riage without love,” said Mrs. Dalton, quickly, to 
her cousin. Then turning to Edith, she added, 
with a mixture of sarcasm and sportiveness, ‘* Did 
you never in all your life hear of such a thing as 
a mariage de convenance—as marrying for money, 
for station, for a home, or any other motive except 
the schoolgirl’s idea of ‘‘ Love ina cottage?” Oh, 
my dear Edith! if we could only stand in Madame 
de Genlis’ Palace of Truth for five minutes !” 

Edith blushed painfully. Perhaps friendship is 
the most sensitive of all affections ; the first doubt 
—the first neglect—the first seeking of another for 
that sympathy which we thought it our own special 
privilege to give—these are moments which burn 
their traces on the heart, and leave a scar which, 
though it may possess the dubious advantage of 
callousness to future impressions, inflicts agony ere 
it hardens. And to such wounds friendship is spe- 
cially liable. Love confers an equality, whether 
real or imaginary ; there is a balance of feeling ; its 
very essence is reciprocation. But friendships are 
for the most part unequal, existing between persons 
whose characters are dissimilar, either fundamen- 
tally, or in the aspect which they present to each 
other. The keen tenderness, the watchful rever- 
ence, the fear, the passion, are not equally divided, 
and much must he suffer in whom they predomi- 
nate; much must he forbear, long must he perse- 
vere, ere the bond of full and perfect confidence is 
finally established. But, if there be indeed that 
hidden basis of sympathy, without which no true. 
friendship is conceivable, it is well worth the strug- 
gle; for the reward shal] overpay the labor. For- 
bearance, trustfulness, hope—on these three pillars 
may the temple be reared—but if one of these fail, 
especially if the eecond fail, there will be nothing 


most brilliant companion ; he had more refinement | but a shapeless ruin ! 
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{I don’t think Miss Kinnaird need fear the 
Palace of Truth on this subject,” said Sir Mark 
Wyvil, with a malicious emphasis on the name, 
iid a glance at Mrs. Dalton. 

« Nor Sir Mark W yvil,” retorted the lady in- 
stantly. ‘“‘ Both are equally transparent—but with 
a somewhat different effect.” 

Sir Mark was discomfited, and Mr. Thernton re- 
sumed the conversation, addressing Edith: ‘‘ Oh, 
it was one of those sad cases, in which a marriage 
without affection is almost compulsory. He ran 
through a fine income ; he was not the sort of man 
who could ever have lived within his income even 
if he had been as rich as Hudson; and then he had 
to choose between selling a place which had be- 
longed to the family ever since Queen Elizabeth’s 
time and marrying Miss Jarvis—a pretty girl enough 
—and devotedly attached to him.”’ 

« You must excuse me,” said Edith; “but I 
think the lady is the more to be pitied of the two.” 

‘* Not she!” cried Lord Selcombe. ‘‘ She is as 
happy as a queen, and has her own way in every- 
thing.” 

‘¢ That is just the happiness of a queen,” replied 
Edith ; ‘‘ but not of a woman.” 

‘* But she dotes on her husband,” said Lord 
Selcombe. 

‘* And he—is indifferent to her !’’ 

‘It is better to worship than to be worshipped,” 
said Mrs. Dalton in an undertone and with a half 
sigh. 

e Verner was a younger brother,” said Lord 
Vaughan; ‘‘ what became of the elder—of Mon- 
tague Verner? I remember the rejoicings at his 
coming of age when I was a good litde boy in 
petticoats.” 

“ Oh,” said Lady Selcombe, with a grave shake 
of the head, ‘‘ he was always vay eccentric! Ít 
was a great grief to his family. He took up some 
religious mania, and would not live on his prop- 
ert aa 

a Yes—a canting rascal,” cried her lord ;—‘‘ he 
nearly broke his mother’s heart. Some fancy about 
its being church property—the father was living 
then, you know, and he was a man who wouldn’t 
stand any nonsense—so they quarrelled—and the 
young gentleman took his leave, went into orders, 
and was off to Van Dieman's Land, or some such 
place; and I’ve never heard anything about him 
since.” 

“ A nice sort of religion,” said Lord Vaughan, 
“ which makes a man quarrel with his father!” 

“ Why,” said Lady Selcombe, lowering her 
voice, ‘‘ I have heard that there is insanity in the 
family ; and, you know, that kind of religious en- 
thusiasm, if it does n’t begin with insanity, generally 
ends with it. Very few minds are strong enough 
to hold their balance when those notions get hold 
of them.” 

The world’s charity and the world’s condemna- 
tion—both appropriately exercised! Perhaps some 
such idea was present to Mrs. Dalton, for she had 
ceased to take any part in the conversation, and at 
the first pause she began to play. As usual, when 
she finished her performance, she wag implored for 
a song ; and as usual, when implored, she did not 
comply. She professed to be weary of watching 
the progress of the picture ; engaged Lord Vaughan, 
who had still something of the schoolboy about 
him, in a private conspiracy against her cousin’s 
brushes; made the rvom ring with her musica] 
laugh when Mr. Thornton, having fallen into the 
trap, and finding himself about to paint Edith’s 
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forehead with Prussian blue, uttered an exclamation 
of disgust; and then darted off into the gurden for 
a solitary ramble. 

‘* She has the spirits of a child,” said Mr. Thorn- 
ton, a little impatiently. 

“ And how music excites her!’ observed Lady 
Selcombe. ‘‘ When she began to play she had a 
brilliant colour, and before the end of the piece she 
was as white as my pocket-handkerchief.”’ 

The rest of the morning was spent in discussing 
the details of a grand approaching piece of gayety 
that was to take place under Lady Selcomb’s 
auspices; namely, a bazaar for the benefit of an 
hospital in process of erection at , the town 
nearest to Selcombe Park. ‘‘ The celebrated beau- 
ty, Miss Kinnaird,” though not exactly advertised 
in the handbills, was reckoned upon as first among 
the attractions which were to gather the neighbors 
from far and near for charitable purposes. She 
was to preside at one of the stalls, under the cha- 
peronage of Mrs. Dalton; her costume was to be 
new for the occasion ; and, in his character of artist, 
Mr. Thornton was allowed to arrange the distribu- 
tion of colors. Lord Vaughan had asked and 
received permission to provide her with a bouquet ; 
and Mr. Demana, who was never tormented by 
any importunate self-distrust, had constituted him- 
self critic-in-chief, and soliloquized at great length 
over the bonnets and mantillas which Edith succes- 
sively tried on, while she was listening for the more 
refined compliments of Mr. Thornton, receiving the 
silent homage of Lord Vaughan, or submitting 
to the good-humored comments of her host and 
hotess. Edith’s enjoyment of the admiration which 
she excited did not exceed the limits of what is 
popularly termed ‘ harmless vanity ;’’ and harsh 
indeed would the censor have been deemed who 
should have passed sentence of condemnation upon 
her, for the manner in which she spent that bright 
autumn morning. Yet the particulars would have 
looked a little strange if they could have been faith- 
fully noted down in her diary—especially if the 
varieties of feeling which beguiled the long hours 
of their tediousness could have been as accurately 
reported as the outward occupation. 

“ Edith, love, I vexed you to-day,” said Mrs. 
Dalton, coming into her friend's room, as, weary 
with amusement, she was languidly brushing her 
hair ere she retired to rest. 

Edith’s quick change of color showed that the 
allusion was understood, though with the sudden 
impulse which always prompts us to accuse our 
sensitivencss of absurdity, and to wish to hide it, 
she, almost involuntarily, disclaimed the imputa- 
tion. 

“« No—don’t deny it,” pursued Amy, kissing her 
forehead, ‘* you were vexed, and J am glad that you 
were, because it shows that you love me. But now 
promise me,” she added, with singular vivacity, 
“ that you will never take to heart any hasty speech 
of mine; you may be sure that J shall never mean 
any unkindness by you; and I have an imperfect 
temper—that is to say, you don’t know what may 
have happened or have been said to wound me and 
make me irritable. Even the closest friends know 
very, very little of each other, but that need not 
interfere with affection. Promise me, Edith!”’ 

Most heartily did Edith return her embrace—most 
warmly did she give the required promise. The 
delicious feeling which she experienced at this first 
distinct avowal of friendship richly overpaid her for 
the pain which she had suffered. After a moment’s 
pause, she replied— 
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*¢ But I cannot bear the idea that friends know 
but little of each other, and I can never think it 
true. It seems to me that confidence is a necessary 
part of friendship.” 

‘¢ Yes,” answered Mrs. Dalton, ‘‘ but confidence 
is a word with a great many meanings; the high- 
est of all is the confidence which gives full sym- 
pathy to the feeling without knowing, or wanting 
to know, its cause. However, I will confide to 
you,” she continued in a lighter tone, ‘‘ that I was 
annoyed this morning, because, as I myself never 
was in love in my life, your words sounded like a 
reproach to me. I see you are shocked at my con- 
fession ; and now I want you to confide in me.” 

‘**Oh, don’t ask me!” cried Edith, quickly, her 
face becoming crimson. 

« Nay, "tis no very searching question,” replied 
Mrs. Dalton; ‘I only want to know what you 
think of my cousin Godfrey ?” 

« I like and admire him excessively,” exclaimed 
Edith, with earnestness ; ‘“‘ I think him a genius, 
not merely in art, but in conversation. How dif- 
ferent it has been since he came here! Everything 
seems to have received a higher impulse—nothing 
is common-place.” 

‘* Quite true,” observed Amy; ‘‘ and he has ad- 
mitted you into some of the secrets of his mind, 
which are unsuspected by the world of mere ac- 
quaintance.”’ 

« Yes,” said Edith, hesitatingly, ‘‘ he talks very 
freely on all subjects of feeling. Sometimes he 
quite startles me ; but it is very interesting.” 

“ That is his particular charm,” cried Mrs. Dal- 
ton ; ‘‘ he really lets you know what he is thinking 
and feeling; he never stops on the surface of any- 
thing—he goes into the depths at once.” 

“Ves,” repeated Edith, ‘‘ that is one way you 
know ; but sometimes one finds out that people are 
feeling very strongly, just by their not speaking on 
the subject.” 

“ Did you ever know any one,” pursued Mrs. 
Dalton, ‘* who so transformed and raised the whole 
tone of conversation without pedantry or parade? 
It is so refreshing in the midst of the mediocrities 
of society.” 

“It is perfectly delightful,” answered Edith; 
“ that is what I so especially admire in him. And 
how curious it is that there should be such different 
ways of doing the same thing !” 

“ One of his greatest merits in my eyes,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Dalton, ‘is in the quickness and refine- 
ment of his sympathies ; E never can endure a man 
who laughs at a feeling.” 

“ Oh! but dear Mrs. Dalton,” exclaimed Edith, 
quickly, ‘that may come from such a different 
cause. <A person may laugh sometimes only be- 
cause he feels too deeply to like to show it. Some- 
times, you know, a laugh is one’s only escape from 
tears.” 

“ That is not often the case,” said Mrs. Dalton. 

‘¢ No, not often, but sometimes,” returned Edith; 
“ I think it would be very hard and very unjust to 
decide that a man was cold-hearted even if he 
snecred and scoffed at subjects of feeling in com- 
pany. It may come from some private cause— 
some early grief, which one knows nothing about, 
which has changed the whole life; besides, there 
are other ways of raising the conversation, and im- 
pressing you with high notions of character, than 
those which are distinct and open. One never 
thinks so highly of a person as when onc has found 
out his merits and his feelings in spite of himself, 
and, as it were, against his own will.” 
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Mrs. Dalton suddenly lifted her lustrous eyes, 
and fixed them full upon the face of Edith, who, 
coloring and shrinking, stooped over the toilette 
table and began to busy herself in putting into their 
case the ornaments of which she had just divested 
herself. Suddenly her friend seized both her hands, 
and still inflicting on her that merciless gaze, ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ Edith, you said just now that there 
should be no reserves in friendship ; tell me—were 
you ever in love?” 


CHAPTER IV. 


A sudden knocking at the door of the room re- 
lieved Edith from the necessity of answering this 
embarrassing question. 

‘* If you please, ma’am, Captain Kinnaird is come, 
and wishes to see you before you go to bed.” 

Mrs. Dalton could not restrain a laugh at the 
alacrity with which her friend responded to this 
summons. ‘‘ Good night,” said she, kissing her, 
“ you are quitte pour la peur this time, and when 
next I want to catechise you, I will take precautions 
against these stage surprises. I do believe it was 
preconcerted.”’ 

“ Dear Mrs. Dalton, how can you—!” was 
Edith’s not very intelligible answer. ‘‘I am only 
so very glad to see my brother again; it is six 
months since we met.” 

She wrapped herself in a shawl as she spoke, 
and hurried to the dressing-room to receive her 
brother, while Mrs. Dalton withdrew to her own 
apartment. 

Kinnaird, having kissed his sister heartily, exam- 
ined her closely by the light of the Jamp, pronounced 
that she was somewhat paler than her wont, and 
that dissipation did not agree with her, asked a few 
scattered questions relative to her proceedings for 
the last six months, and volunteered a vast quantity 
of rambling, rattling, and involved information rela- | 
tive to his own, professed himself tired, and wished 
her good night. But Edith lingered by the table 
with his candle in her hand, which was assuredly 
longer in getting lighted than ever candle was be- 
fore. At last she said abruptly. 

“I hope, Frank, you didn’t forget my birth- 
day.” 

«To be sure not, darling,” was his rejoinder. 
“ It is just a fortnight since ; I was in Wales, drank 
your health in the very best Chateau Margaux it 
ever was my luck to taste. I suppose you are in a 
hurry for your birth-day present,” he added, laugh- 
ing, *‘ but you must wait till my portmanteau is un- 
packed. When a young lady like you attains her 
majority, you know, one can’t pay homage to her 
with a mere trifle, such as one may carry in one’s 
pocket.” 

“« Yes—I am twenty-one,” said Edith, sighing. 

From the moment in which childhood leaves us, 
we begin to count our birth-days with sighs instead 
of e They are involuntary pauses, forcing a 
consciousness of life, even upon the giddiest—eteps 
are they in the ladder of time, and whether we con- 
sider them as leaving the past, or leading to the 
future, the thought is equally sobering. But Sa- 
tan’s great aim is to paint our life’s picture for us 
without any shadows ; where he cannot eradicate 
them, he gilds them over ; well knowing that so he 
shall destroy the proportions, and confuse the con- 
ception of the whole—overpowering the bright com- 
posure of the everlasting sky by the gaudy and 
obtrusive splendors of earth. And so the healthfal 
solemnities which God has provided for man are by 
man forcibly transmuted into festivals; so we cele- 
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brate a baptism by a dinner-party, and build an hos- 
pital by a ball! i; 

Kinnaird looked earnestly at his sister, and then, 
with his customary straightforwardness, answered 
the question which he believed to lurk in that sigh. 
“ It is a month since I heard from Everard,” said 
he. Edith started at the name; the idea of the 
person whom we love is, as it were, compressed, 
and centred in the name, and so the heart shrinks 
from it, even when most familiar with the thought 
which it implies; just as a single speck of intense 
light will force tears from the eyes which could gaze 
steadily at the same amount of brightness spread 
over a larger space. 

« He was at Marseilles when he wrote,” con- 
tinued Frank, ‘‘ and must have been detained, or he 
would have been home long ere this. I wrote you 
word I had heard from him, from Marseilles.’’ 

‘« You did,” answered Edith, as she moved 
towards the door. ‘Good night, Frank,” added 
she, hurriedly and with averted face, pausing as if 
for a moment ere she left the room. ‘* You never 
tell me anything about these letters. What does 
he say of me—of our engagement ?”’ 

The words were almost inaudible, but, even so, 
it cost Edith much to utter them. During the last 
three years she had regularly received from her 
brother notice of all Everard’s proceedings, as re- 
ported in his own letters ; but not one word of her- 
self, not one allusion to their engagement. For 
some time she attributed this to delicacy or thought- 
lessness in Frank ; then she tried to break the op- 

ressive silence by hints or allusions, but in vain. 
She could scarcely have given any tangible form to 
her suppositions, but there could be no doubt that 
her vanity was piqued, and the fortnight which had 
elapsed since her twenty-first birth-day, without 
bringing any tidings of Everard, had not helped to 
soothe it. At length she was resolved to ask the 
question ; and the embarrassment immediately visi- 
ble in her brother’s face made her heart stop sud- 
denly it its beating, as if a hand had laid cold grasp 

it 


“ Oh,” replied he, with a little hesitation, ‘I 
always give him full particulars concerning you ; 
and as to the engagement, you know, he does not 
say much about that, because, you see, he takes it 
for granted ;—it is a thing understood—a matter of 
course.”’ 

‘“ Good night,” repeated Edith, as, with a flushed 
face and a step of unwonted stateliness, she left the 

. apartment. 

Frank Kinnaird’s embarrassment was genuine 
and profound. The fact was, that, during the 
whole course of their correspondence, Everard had 
never once mentioned Edith’s name. It is true that 
Kinnaird had always given abundant information 
concerning her without waiting to be questioned, 
and though puzzled by such unbroken silence on a 
subject so interesting, he had satisfied his own mind 
by the reflection that Everard was *‘ an odd fellow, 
who never felt or acted exactly as other men did, 
and he must be allowed to go his own way.” Bat 
he did not think these considerations at all likely to 
satisfy the mind of Edith, who, in Mrs. Dalton’s 
words, was ‘‘a woman most unlikely to forego her 
eex’s privilege of being wooed.” The manner in 
which he evaded her question was, however, much 
less calculated to satisfy her than a simple state- 
ment of the fact. The severity of reserve bears 
witness to the strength of the feeling which it is in- 
tended to restrain; a cord may bind a child, bat 
you need chains of iron to fettera man. Absolute 
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silence may be more expressive than the most elo- 
quent oration ;—but small talk seems to be expres- 
sive of nothing but indifference. The conclusion 
which Edith carried away from this conversation 
was, that Everard had alluded to his engagement 
in terms so light, so cool, and so easy, that her 
brother did not like to report them to her. 

it is singular how close the union, how strong 
the affection between brother and sister may be, 
without their even approaching to a comprehension 
of each other’s characters ;—without the smallest 
admixture of that sympathy, which, as hae been 
before said, is the basis of friendship. One kind 
of sympathy, indeed, they must necessarily possess : 
they must be ready to weep for each other’s sor- 
rows, to rejoice in each other’s happinese—bat this, 
perhaps, without any quick perception of the per- 
sonal causes which deepen either the joy or the grief. 
The bond between them is one rather of habit than 
of instinct, and differs herein most conspicuously 
from the love of parent and child, which is a part 
of the life of the heart, acting by secret unisons and 
spiritual accordances which cannot be put to silence, 
save by breaking the strings on which they vibrate. 
Not that this deeper union does not frequently exist 
in the case of the other relationship to which we are 
adverting, giving birth toa holy and tranquil friend- 
ship, whose sanctuary no light thought or evil doubt 
is suffered to profane. We are rather calling atten- 
tion to the fact, that it is quite possible for a very 
strong, warm, and even tender affection to exist 
without it. It is quite possible to love a brother 
with your whole heart, and yet to feel that he is as 
far from conjecturing what passes in that heart as the 
stranger to whom you were introduced yesterday. 

Now, Frank Kinnaird’s affection for Edith was 
precisely of this latter description. He was proud 
of her, and fond of her—nay, he positively doated 
upon her; yet if he had been asked to name any 
of the particulars which individualized her character, 
and caused her to differ from other women, he would 
have answered by a most blank silence. His notions 
of women in general might have been worth a pase- 
ing examination, if it were not that he shared them 
in common with so many of his sex; a heterogene- 
ous compound they were, full of startling contra- 
dictions and pleasant inconsistencies. He had a 
strong theory that woman was a ministering angel ; 
combined with a more practical belief that she was 
a domestic animal, and a vague doubt whether she 
really had any more soul than a kitten. Intellect 
he considered decidedly disadvantageous to her, 
yet it did not appear that he sought the society, or 
enjoyed the conversation of those who were desti- 
tute of such a paan of it as he was capable of 
appreciating. Ħ-dependence in a woman he ve- 
hemently detested ; yet no one could be more ut- 
terly bored by the practical results of the opposite 
quality, except in the case of the individuals who, 
for the time, occupied his fancy and commanded his 
attentions. Intense, but not ungraceful vanity, a 
kind of shallow tenderness, abundant in tears, but 
unprepared for sacrifices, a pretty alacrity in white 
lies and innocent deceptions—these were, according 
to him, marks of the sex too indisputable to require 
discussion ; and there is scarcely any imaginable 
instance of frivolity or falsehood which would not 
have elicited from him the appropriate comment, 
“ What a thorough woman!” Nevertheless: no 
one could more readily recognize the merits of such 
particular instances as came under his personal ob- 
servation ; no one more indignantly testify to dis- 
parities, moral or intellectual, between wife and 
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husband; no one more cordially pity the former— 
more earnestly condemn the latter, when the case 
demanded it. But his admiration for excellencies 
in women arose out of his natural. love of whatever 
was good or noble ; his Jeniency to their faults, out 
of the poverty and meanness of his ideal ;—what 
woman would accept such charity? Nor let it be 
supposed that in this any special censure on Frank 
Kinnaird is intended ; like most other men, he had 
never taken the trouble to combine his scattered 
Opinions, so as to detect the unreality of some and 
the inconsistency of all. And we suspect that if 
this operation could be performed on the opinions 
of most other men, the result would be a theory not 
very unlike that which we have just described. And 
what, after all, does it signify’ If the harp have 
three octaves, the most pertinacious playing, for a 
lite-time, on three notes has no power to reduce the 
compass of the instrument. True, the useless 
strings may grow untunable, and return discord in- 
stead of harmony to the careless touch ; but there 
they are still, undestroyed, for good or for evil; 
there they are still, and the various melody and the 
rich concord still sleep in them, ready to awake be- 
neath the hand of a skilful player. 

Thus much it has been necessary to say in order 
to explain what followed upon Frank Kinnaird’s 
arrival at Selcombe Park, and to account for the 
view which he took of Edith’s conduct. He imme- 
diately perceived that she was, to use the fashiona- 
ble phrase, flirting, to no inconsiderable extent, with 
three gentlemen at once. Jealous for his friend, 
whose faith it never once occurred to him to doubt, 
and with whose fastidious delicacy he was well ac- 
quainted, he became angry with Edith, and he 
showed his anger in the most injudicious manner 
ee His sister was a spoilt child, wayward, 

igh-spirited, and vain; she had been breathing an 
air artificially softened for three years, and it would 
have required the most gradual tenderness to accus- 
tom her to 3 healthier temperature :—F rank took 
her out in an east wind at once, and then was as- 
tonished that she caught cold. Though undisci- 
plined in mind, she was full of generous and noble 
feelings, and an affectionate and judicious friend 
might have moulded her as he pleased ; but the 
idea that she was doing wrong—that her frivolous 
and useless life was a perpetual sin—that her con- 
stant and unintermitted intercourse with the world, 
—even with the amiable world, was unconsciously 
lowering her principles and injuring her character, 
had never once occurred to her; and now, on a 
sudden, she found the brother whom she had always 
hitherto ranked as one of her warmest worshippers, 
encountering her with a most unreasonable petu- 
lance, with an apparent resolution to disapprove all 
she did and dispute all she said, with those broad 
rebukes and unsoftened taunts which the freedom 
of family intercourse is sometimes supposed to sanc- 
tion, but which sadly rub the bloom from family 
affection. Was it wonderful that she was exceed- 
ingly indignant, and felt herself extremely ill-used ? 
Nay, was it unnatural, that she pertinaciously re- 
solved to follow her own way! that she made an 
object of what had hitherto been only an amuse- 
ment? that she rather studied to exhibit the pleas- 
ure she took in the attentions of her admirers than 
to withdraw from those attentions, and assume 
unconsciousness of them? Several days passed, 
and matters seemed rather to get worse than to 
improve ; there was still no intelligence of Captain 
Everard; Edith continued to amaze herself and 
provoke her brother, and the latter, growing more 
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and more surly, resolved at last upon an open re- 
monstrance. 

‘¢ Edith,” said he, encountering his sister in the 
hall, as he was seeking her for this purpose, ‘ will 
you come and walk with me in the garden? I have 
something to say to you.’’ 

Edith’s rapid step was checked in an instant. 
+‘ Have you letters?” asked she hurriedly. 

s“ No, no; but I particularly want to speak to 
you.” 

“ Out of the question !” cried she gayly, ‘‘ I am 
going to give Mr. Thornton a German lesson, and 
shali not be at leisure for at least an hour. If you 
have anything very particular to say, tell me now 
—quick—this instant, for my pupil is waiting for 
me!” 

« Your pupil is, of course, a person of far greater 
consequence than your brother,” said Frank, with 
that sour kind of playfulness in which the joke is 
only assumed for the privilege which it gives the 
speaker of saying far ruder things than he could 
possibly say in plain earnest. 

‘* Oh, I see you are cross!’ returned his sister ; 
“ how glad I am that I have got an engagement! 
Anything is Pen than being scolded. I hope 
by the time I am at your service you will be in a 
better humor ;” and, with a curtsey of mock solem- 
nity, she darted away into the library. Kinnaird 
stood still for a moment, feeling most disproportion- 
ately angry, and then slowly followed her, and 
betaking himself to an easy chair and a newspaper, 
watched with no indulgent eyes the proceedings of 
the two students.. A formidable array of grammars 
and dictionaries lay on the table as a sort of ehal- 
lenge to the whole world to disprove that they were 
going to study ; Halm’s ‘‘ Son of the Desert” was 
open before them, and from this they read alter- 
nately, Edith occasionally supplying her pupil 
(whose knowledge of the language seemed scarcely 
inferior to her own) with the meaning of a word. 

‘“ I wonder how that play would act,” said Mrs. 
Dalton, who was playing chaperone as they closed 
the book. ‘* Exquisite as it is, and full of truth and 
pathos, the unity of interest is so unrelieved that it 
is scarcely dramatic.” 

‘“ Oh, that is the very peculiarity in which I 
delight!’? exclaimed Edith; ‘‘ there is a kind of 
repose, even in passion when it is uninterrupted ; 
episodes and contrasts do jar so with one’s feelings 
when they are really interested. I cannot endure 
that perpetual recurrence of an underplot, or another 
set of characters, when the first conception has been 
grand, and true, and simple. It is as if you were 
to paint every alternate figure in a frieze by way of 
relieving the eye from the glare of white marble.” 

‘* No,” said Mr. Thornton, ‘* don’t paint the fig- 
ures, but paint the background, if you please; the 
white figures of the Parthenon stand upon a ground 
of pure blue. In the episodes and underplote which 
have disgusted you, the fault lies in the crecution, 
not the idea, for it is only by contrast that unity 
becomes salient. ‘ Unity in multiplicity’ was the 
old Italian definition of beauty, and we shall not 
easily find a better. Yau can trace a silver thread 
in a crimson web, but make the whole fabric crim- 
son and the separate filaments are no longer to be 
discovered.” 

“« But is not the life that one lives background 
enough to throw the conceptions of art into most 
bold relief?” inquired Mrs. Dalton; ‘not blue, 
truly, but russet or lead color.” 

‘¢ There is truth in that remark,” said Mr. Thorn- 
ton; “and perhaps that is the reason why, when 
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daily life has attained the acmé of civilization, that 
is to say, of artificialness and corruption, art seems 
to assume a second childhood, as if in despair at its 
own decrepitude. Vast and complex creations ap- 
pear no longer possible ; we have a new generation 
of lyrical poets, and we have the lyrical spirit in all 
art, differing, however, from its earlier manifestation 
as the twilight of evening differs from that of morn- 
ing; the one hurries into day, the other loiters into 
darkness. Simple forms, and short but lofty flights, 
are the true artist’s only refuge from the wearisome 
varieties of reality as it exists now.” 

As he spoke he was carelessly turning the leaves 
of the book, and, lighting upon Parthenia’s song, he 
handed it to Mrs. Dalton with a look of entreaty. 
“ Sing it in English,” said he. She complied, and 
the rich notes of the simple but passionate melody, 
rang through the room, with a tone irresistibly sad- 
dening, though the expression was rather wistful 
than melancholy. 


My heart, I bid thee answer ! 
ow are love’s marvels wrought! 
« Two hearts, by one pulse beating, 
Two spirits and one thought !” 


And tell me how love cometh? 
«T is here !—unsought—unsent.”’ 
And tell me how love goeth? 
“« That was not Love which went.” 


‘¢ The quiet, almost arch gravity of the last line 
is inestimable,” cried Thornton as she concluded. 

« How exquisite,” said Amy, “ is that first scene 
in which Parthenia teaches Ingomar the use of 
beauty, if I may so express it. The wreath upon 
the vase—how often one thinks of it! how often in 
life do we find the vase without its wreath, or the 
wreath withered and scentless !”’ 

“ True,” replied Thornton. ‘‘ Here, as ever, 
in real art, the story is but a parable. We are first 
taught that beauty makes truth lovable, and after- 
wards, that without truth she is worthless. Nay, 
that she is not beauty at all. The noble savage has 
to learn softness and refinement, and afterwards how 
do the conventional softnesses and hollow refine- 
ments of artificial life crumble beneath his touch, 
and do him involuntary homage !”’ 

“* Oh, don’t make it into an allegory!’’ pleaded 
Edith, ‘“ you will philosophize away the deep per- 
sonal interest and pathos of the tale. Who could 
see withoat tears that last sudden outburst of devo- 
tion and reverence in Parthenia, when, having played 
at goddess and teacher all the way through, she 
suddenly recognizes his immeasurable superiority, 
and, without a fear or a scruple, prostrates her 
whole being before him? It shows how often cold- 
ness—immovable, unlovable coldness, is only on the 
surface ; how there may be not only keen tender- 
ness, but passionate fervor of character beneath it!’ 

« But I like the fervor which shows itself,” cried 
Thornton, glancing at Edith’s beautifal and ani- 
mated face. ‘‘Coldness is, as you truly said, ut- 
terly unlovable. Feeling may hide itself when it 
pleases under satire, or wit, or playfulness, and be 
only all the more attractive ; it is forever letting the 
veil slip a little aside and giving you an instant’s 
peep at its real face. But, once let it wrap itself 
in the pall of coldness, and (though this may per- 
haps be its only refuge on account of its very ear- 
nestness) it will never win hearts. At least it will 
never win my heart ;—I have not faith enough to 
believe in that which I don’t see, and which, more- 
over, is not even suggested to me.” 
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‘¢ And s0,” said Mrs. Dalton, ‘‘ the very temper- 
ament which most needs sympathy is, by its own 
constitution, irrevocably shut out from it!” 

‘ That is hard,” said Edith. 

‘It can’t be helped,” returned Mr. Thornton. 
“ Tt is so, and will always be so. Some people are 
born to suffer—others to enjoy; some to win love 
without seeking it, and others——”’ 

“ To die for want of it,” interrupted Amy, “ like 
plants without water.” 

The conversation was here brought to a sudden 
pause by the announcement of visitors, Mrs. Wil- 
Joughby and Miss Brown. They entered ;—the 
former a portly personage, erect even to painfulness, 
but with a deliberate activity of movement that was 
the very reverse of stately. Each motion was, if I 
may so express it,a dignified jerk. Her dress was 
exceedingly handsome, and her face bore the traces 
of considerable beauty, but there was invincible vul- 
garity in the expression of the mouth, and her man- 
ners had that conscious and elaborate affability which 
is incompatible with high breeding, and which, by 
the force of its very graciousness, makes every- 
body else feel shy or proud, according to tempera- 
ment. 

“Mr. Thornton,” said she, approaching him 
with a glide and a bend, ‘‘ I believe I may claim 
acquaintance with you.” Here she vouchsafed an 
action—brief, chilly, and tremulous, which she con- 
sidered in the light of shaking hands. ‘* Allow me 
to present my young friend—Miss Brown.” 

Miss Brown, a plain, pale, awkward girl, shab- 
bily dressed, and wholly uninteresting, retreated 
with an embarrassed curtsey, and seated herself 
out of reach as quickly as she could. 

“« Will you introduce me?” continued Mrs. Wil- 
loughby, with a glance at the ladies. Mr. Thorn- 
ton, bored, but polite, complied with this request, 
and the visitor proceeded, ‘* My errand here was to 
ask permission to see a portrait, which I understand 
that you have just finished. I hope,’ —lookin 
comprehensively at Mr. Thornton and Edith—** 
hope I am not asking too much.” 

‘* If Miss Kinnaird has no objection,” said he, 
hesitating. Miss Kinnaird, of course, could have 
none, and the picture was produced. 

“ I am no critic,” said Mrs. Willoughby, with a 
deprecatory wave of the hand, as if she had reccived 
a compliment. ‘‘ Indeed, ] know nothing whatever 
of painting ; I never had a lesson in my life.” She 
looked anxiously towards Miss Brown, but as that 
young lady remained perfectly silent, she was re- 
luctantly compelled to do the honors to her own 
untaught genius. ‘‘I believed, however,” she added, 
‘that I have a correct eye ;—that, you know, is 
quite a gift—it cannot ba acquired—it is quite a 
gitt.” 

This was so decidedly addressed to Mrs. Dalton, 
that an answer was inevitable. ‘‘ Quite,” said 
Amy, scarcely opening her lips : she was not prac- 
tised in that peculiar species of self-discipline, the 
result of which is universal courtesy. 

‘ Yes,” responded Mrs. Willoughby with ani- 
mation, ‘‘the most ignorant person, who happens 
to have a correct eye, may often be—at least I have 
been told so—a very useful critic. Some artists 
have told me that they would rather receive that 
kind of criticism than any other.” 

Mr. Thornton did not look as if he sympathized 
with those artists ; but he could do no Jess than sa 
that he should be much obliged by Mrs. Wi 
loughby’s comments. 

The lady instantly became more impressively 
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modest than before. ‘6 Oh! no, Mr. Thornton,”’ said 
she. ‘‘ I could not presume—it is not as if J painted 
myself. Iam wholly incapable of criticising, as far 
as any rea] knowledge of the subject is concerned. 
But a correct eye, you know, is quite a gift. I 
should be able to tell you directly if the mouth 
were not quite straight, or if the outline of the face 
were a little out of drawing, or if one of the eyes 
were a little too large—that I should find out in a 
moment. But I am no critic—that sort of faculty 
is quite a gift, you know. You know?’’ reiterated 
Mrs. Willoughby with emphasis, and interrogatively 
addressing Mrs. Dalton. 

“ Yes,” said that lady deliberately, with an ex- 
terior politeness thinly concealing contempt. 

“ Now, I dare say,” proceeded Mrs. Willoughby, 
*“ that in an exhibition—in any large collection of 
pictures, I should fix at once upon those that were 
really good. Probably I should distinguish an 
original froma copy at a glance—yes at a glance ; 
but I could not tell you how I did it. I could not 
give you the reason—that is what connoisseurs can 
do, and I am anything but a connoisseur. I have 
no technical knowledge; I have only an accurate 
eve, which, you know, does not depend upon study 
—as I said before, it is a gift.” 

There was a pause after this speech, and the 
silent portrait seemed pleading to be looked at. 
Mrs. Willoughby approached it, and stood for some 
minutes in contemplation. ‘‘ Do you think it like?” 
asked Mr. Thornton at last. (We shuuld like to 
be informed on good authority, whether an artist 
is ever wholly and really indifferent to the opinion 
pronounced on his work by any one; whether he 
does not experience an emotion, either pleasurable 
or painful, even wnen the verdict proceeds from one 
whom he deliberatcly holds to be utterly incapable 
of judging. Scorn, be it remembered, is noé indif- 
terence—though we do not pretend to define what 
it 7s.) 

‘© Oh, undoubtedly,” she replied. ‘‘ A most ad- 
tnirable likeness. Miss Kinnaird, you must excuse 
my staring—the forehead is absolutely perfect.” 

Edith blushed under the oppressive gaze, and Mr. 
Thornton laughed, but uot offensively. 

‘¢ There cannot be a doubt of its being an excel- 
lent likeness,” pursued the fair eritic ; ‘‘ but yet— 
my unfortunate eye—it is quite a trial to be so accu- 
rate—one sees the least little divergence from the 
fight line in an instant. But it is very presumptu- 
ous in me to say so; I have no doubt that it is 
perfectly correct.” 

“ Pray, say exactly what you think,” said Mr. 
Thornton, with stately deference to the lady's cor- 
rectness of eye. . 

“ Well, if you really ask me,” returned she, 
“if I may indeed venture, I should say that the 
curve of this left nostril comes just a hair’s-breadth 
too low—there—pray be careful—scarcely a torch 
will do it. (He had taken a brush in his hand and 
approached the portrait.) One little tiny stroke, 
vou know, makes all the difference in these cases. 
Ali—h! (a prolonged sound of intense satisfaction.) 
There itis! You have done it exactly. Wonder- 
ful!—and the corner of that eye—do you see what 
] mean! Raise it the least little bit in the world ;— 
pray, don’t suppose that I am criticising. I know 
very well that I am quite an ignoramus ;—only you 
see (with an appealing look to the ladies) Mr. 
‘Thornton is so excessively good-natured—he en- 
conrages the most timid person to speak her mind 
plainly. There! I see in an instant that you have 
dune what I wanted to the eye ;—is it not extraor- 
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dinary what a change of expression is produced by 
a single touch*’—one would scarcely believe it. 
Yes; now the portrait is perfect—it does not look 
like the same picture. Surely, Mr. Thornton, you 
must be struck by the improvement, yourself !” 

“ I am perfectly satisfied with the likeness now,’’ 
returned he, with a courteous bow; at the same 
time silently directing Edith’s attention to the fact, 
that the brush with which he had executed the 
lady’s suggestions had no color init. The com- 
pleteness of her self-satisfaction did not allow her 
to perceive the equivocal nature of his reply. She 
had so perseveringly taken it for granted that he 
was encouraging her, that she could not possibly 
have suspected herself of impertinence. ‘* Well, 
you see,” said she, with a self-congratulatory nod, 
“even the most ignorant people may sometimes be 
useful to the most learned. The mouse and the 
lion, you know! But I was really frightened when 
I saw you beginning to touch it. I quite longed to 
take the brush out of your hand. When one sees 
so exactly what is the change required, and when 
the change itself is so ercssive/y minute, ono is 
afraid to trust it to another person, you know.” 

« Afraid to trust it—another person,” muttered 
Mr. Thornton, in an aside to Edith, ‘ I wonder 
whether I did paint the picture—I believe she thinks 
she did it.” 

“And now,” resumed Mrs. Willoughby, with a 
decided access of graciousness, ‘* will you allow me 
to speak of another errand which I have to you, Mr. 
Thornton? I have some drawings here for your 
inspection.” She took from the table a portfolio 
which had been brought after her by the servant, 
and began to untie the strings. 

“Are they your own?” inquired Mr. Thornton, 
as calmly as he could, but with an expression of 


some alarm. 

“Oh no! How could you suppose it! I do 
believe you are quizzing me. You know I am no 
artist myself, though, as you have seen, I have some 
little capacity for art. ‘These are the productions 
of a young friend of minc; a protévé-—in fact 
(lowering her voice and speaking rapidly ;) the 
family are in most reduced circumstances, and this 
girl has shown immense genius—something quite 
out of the common way. She is very timid, and 
they have no interest themselves, poor things! so I 
have brought her drawings to you, to ask your 
candid opinion of them. JI assure you her genius 
is quite extraordinary; and she looks forward to 
supporting herself and her family by her exertions 
as an artist.” 

Mr. Thornton turned over the drawings rapidly— 
‘© Ha'—not so bad—not so bad,” he said, as he 
glanced at them in succession, ‘‘My dear Mrs. 
Willoughby, these are cases in which J] always 
speak with perfect openness. Your young friend 
has a very pretty talent, and would do herself much 
credit as an amateur; but there is nothing like 
genius here; nothing that would justify me in 
recommending her to follow art as a profession. 
She would be only preparing disappointment for 
herself, and wasting time which might be far move 
usefully employed.” l 

“ Oh—you think so,” said Mrs. Willoughby, 
with a blank look, and an utter change of tone. 
‘It is her only resource: they have scarcely bread 
to eat.” 

“ She would never earn bread as an artist, I 
assure you,” returned he, very decidedly. ‘< Let 
her do plain work, or give drawing-lessons to be- 
ginners; she might possibly be equal to that. But 
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I do assure you, that you will be no friend to her 
if you encourage her to imagine herself a genius.” 

“ I am afraid you are ill,” said Edith, kindly, to 
the silent Miss Brown, whose increasing paleness 
had attracted her attention. 

“No, thank you, was the scarcely audible 
answer. She made an effort to rise, but fell back, 
and in another moment Edith perceived that she 
had fainted. All was confusion ; bells were ruog 
and essences produced. Edith supported the inva- 
lid’s head and untied her bonnet, while Mrs. Dalton 
threw water in her face and held salts beneath her 
nose. 

“ T suppose it was too much for her, poor thing !’’ 
said Mrs. Willoughby, pompously, but not unkindly. 
‘* These are her drawings, you know; and she has 
been quite living on the thought of being an artist 
ever since she was old enough to think at all.” 

‘6 Good heavens, how brutal!” cried Thornton, 
sadly forgetting his good breeding, in the keenness 
of a compassion somewhat unusual from man to 
woman, when the object of it has neither beauty, 
talent, nor rank to recommend her. 

“« Nay, do not reproach yourself,” said Mrs. 
Willoughby, instantly affixing her own interpreta- 
tion to the sentiment. ‘‘It is much better, you 
know, that she should hear the truth at once.” 

« Take me to mamma,’’ said the poor girl, faintly, 
half opening her eyes. 

“ Come, come, my dear, you mustn’t give way 
in this manner. Exert yourself, there ’s a good 
gil; you are making yourself quite ridjculous.— 

t’s always better to scold them a little when they 
are fainting or hysterical,” said Mrs. Willoughby, 
in an audible aside to Mr. Thornton, and with a 
little confusion among her pronouns, ‘ but it is a 
hard trial for her, though, of course, it’s all for the 
best. People do deceive themselves so—one’s own 
kindness deceives one, and blinds one’s discernment 
in these cases.” 


CHAPTER V. 


Self-conceit is either intensely obstinate or ser- 
vilely pliant, according to the breadth of the basis 
of self-confidence on which it rests. Mrs. Wil- 
loughby was so anxious to establish her claim to be 
considered an untaught genius, that she was afraid 
to oppose Mr. Thornton’s opinion, and chimed in 
with it so readily that she hoped to throw her orig- 
inal view quite into the background. But she was 
really good-natured, and she therefore proceeded to 
claim his sympathy for her unfortunate profévée on 
other grounds. 

‘“ They are so very poor,” she said, ‘‘ and such 
deserving people. Quite gentlewomen, too.”’ 

Miss Brown rose abruptly. ‘* I would rather go, 
if you please,” she said, in a low, tremulous voice, 
to Edith, her color varying, and hands shaking as 
she tried to fasten her bonnet. ‘* Mamma is only 
waiting for me at the lodge. I ” Edith cut 
short her distressing effort at composure by drawing 
her arm within hers, and leading her at once into 
the garden. 

“ The air will do you good,” said she, sooth- 
ingly. 

‘Oh, pray excuse me—I have been very fool- 
ish,” returned her companion, hurriedly ; ‘‘ I could 
not help it. Indeed I have not intended to be con- 
ceited ; I never wanted to be a genius—only we are 
poor, you see ;’’ and her cheek burned as she spoke 
the word with painful emphasis, ‘‘ and they all fan- 
cied I had talent; and I have been thinking for a 
loag time that I should be able to save mamma from 
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having to work for her livelihood—and she—’’ Here 
her assumed strength gave way at once, and burst- 
ing into tears, she added, ‘‘Oh, how shall I tell 
her?”’ 

‘¢ Let me come with you,” said Edith, much dis- 
tressed. ‘‘ Pray don’t try to restrain your feelings 
—don’t think of me as a stranger. Sit down on 
this bench—there— (taking her hand) you will be 
better soon.” 

‘I am better now,” faltered she, struggling to 
repress her sobs. ‘‘I will go at once. Pray ex- 
cuse me. I would rather go alone. You are very 
kind. I am extremely obliged to you, but 1 would 
rather go by myself.”’ 

« You shall do exactly as you please,” replied 
Edith, gently, and cordially shaking her young com- 
panion’s hand, ere she dropped it. ‘* But are you 
sure that you are able to walk so far as the lodge 
without assistance ?”’ 

“ O yes, quite, thank you,’’ answered Miss Brown, 
with forced cheerfulness and a painful smile. “I 
am well again, I assure you. It is much better as 
itis. I shall never be so foolish again,” she added, 
with a dreary, desolate resignation, like one whose 
life has been robbed of the single hope which gave 
it light and color, and who is trying to believe that 
the neutral tint of aimless indifference is better than 
either. 

“I wish I could persuade you’’— began Edith, 
with some hesitation. 

« No; do not,” interrupted she quickly, ‘*do 
not persuade me, out of kindness, to dcheve again. 
It is better to know the truth at once ; and hope is 
only another name for disappointment. Good-bye, 
set thank you very much.” She turned as she 
was leaving Edith, and suddenly, with an averted 
face and much agitation of manner, said, ‘* Will 

ou forgive my asking you one more favor? Mrs. 

illoughby is very kind, and I am very grateful to 
her, but—’’ she stopped, seemingly unable to artic- 
ulate another word. 

s You don’t wish to see her again,” cried 
Edith, eager to divine her meaning, and save her 
from the pain of expressing it. J will take care that 
she does not follow you.” 

“ Thank you,” said the other, half smiling, ‘‘ but 
I did not mean that.” 

‘What then?” inquired Edith. 

“« Why, she may probably—I am afraid—out of 
mistaken kindness—she might ask to have those 
drawings bought—for charity—and, wil? you pre- 
vent this??? ‘The last words were spoken with sud- 
den vehemence, and she clasped her hands over her 
burning face. 

“ Trust it to me,” said Edith earnestly and kind- 
ly. *“ Don’t let that idea trouble you fora moment. 
I will take care that it shall not be done. And now, 
before you go, have the kindness to give me your 
address, for I assure you I am not inclined to let our 
acquaintance end here.” 

« Thank you, thank you,” said the poor girl, 
once more uncovering her eyes. 

“ Don’t thank me,” answered Edith, playfully, 
“ but do as I ask, if you please.” She drew forth 
pencil and paper, and wrote the words which her 
companion tremulously pronounced, ‘‘ Alice Brown, 
5, West-street, Beechwood, Dorsetshire.”’ 

‘¢ Beechwood !” cried Edith, ‘‘ why, that is the 
name of Mrs. Dalton’s place, and that, too, is in 
Dorsetshire.” 

s Yes,” replied Alice, ‘‘ that is Beechwood Park. 
It is four miles from the town of Beechwood.” 

t Then I shall see you before very long, for I am 
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going to Beechwood in three weeks.’ And the 
two girls parted—with what different destinations ! 
Edith’s heart sank, as in the fulness of her bright and 
prosperous beauty she stood watching the slow walk 
of the shabby and drooping figure which had just 
left her. She involuntarily pictured the meeting at 
the lodge—the watchful, anxious mother—the ago- 
nizing disappointment—the loving attempts at unreal 
consolation on either side—and the desolate return 
to the small, dingy, un-home-like room in the som- 
bre street of a third-rate country town. ‘Tear after 
tear of pure compassion did she wipe from her eyes ; 
but, two little months afterwards, she would have 
encountered all that gloom, and poured forth double 
those tears, for leave to change places with the 
poor, neglected, unattractive Alice Brown, if by so 
doing she could have undone her experience of life 
as Edith Kinnaird! She was roused from a reverie, 
in which such thoughts as this certainly had no 
part, by her brother’s voice. 

“« Tears, Edith? I am glad you have some sym- 
pathy to spare for any but the fictitious, sentimental 
sorrows of your German hero and heroine !”’ 

The taunt seemed peculiarly unkind and unde- 
served, and Edith was turning resentfully away, 
but Frank detained her. ‘‘ Do not go, Edith, I 
want to talk to you about your friends. Even you 
must allow that they did not exhibit the fairest side 
of their characters this morning.”’ 

‘¢ You seem determined to provoke me, and I 
don’t know what you mean,” replied Edith, indig- 
nantly. ‘“ Mrs. Willoughby behaved with heartless 
vulgarity; but I do not see what fault could be 
found with any one else.”’ 

‘6 You think, then,” answered Frank, “ that it is 
perfectly consistent with courtesy, and sincerity, and 
Christian charity, to ridicule an ignorant and con- 
ceited woman to her face; to assist in persuading 
her she is as clever as she believes herself to be; to 
act submission and obedience to her in such a man- 
ner as to make her absurdity more glaring for the 
enjoyment of the bystanders.”’ 

“ I think such self-sufficiency as Mrs. Willough- 
by’s is fair game for anybody’s wit,” said Edith, 
somewhat embarrassed. 

“« Yes, if you take a fair shot at it,” replied 
Frank; ‘‘ but this was laying a trap, which is never 
fair. And that Mrs. Dalton—I do not like her at 
all; and I wish with all my heart, Edith, that you 
would n't make afriendof her. I don’t like all this 
German sentimentalism and unreal nonsense ; mak- 
ing women discontented with their homes, and 
teaching them to think themselves unappreciated 
angels, whom nobody can understand, and whom 
nobody is worthy to sympathize with. Al that is 
fliunsy—so morbid—so thoroughly un-English.”’ 

“« You don't know Mrs. Dalton,’’ exclaimed 
Kidith ; ‘‘ you were only introduced to her a fort- 
night ago, and you have never sought her society, 
so that you cannot know anything of her character. 
Where is the Christian charity, pray, in deciding 
against her without reason in this manner?” 

“ But I have reason,” retorted Frank, ‘‘ and I 
know her quite well enough—that is to say, I should 
be very sorry to know her better. I know that she 
is married to a most excellent man, who doats upon 
her, and that she does not make his home happy, 
and tries to make the world believe her to be an in- 
teresting victim.” 

“c Tt is not true,” cried Edith, warmly. ‘I won- 
der, Frank, you can believe such stories. I wish 
you would have a little more consideration, and re- 
member that you are speaking of my dear friend.” 

s Your dear friend!’’ repeated Frank, with that 
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sort of sneer which a woman finds harder to bear 
than the bitterest taunts—a sneer which scems to 
imply that her feelings are too worthless and unreal 
even to be discussed. ‘‘ And as to the stories not 
being true, I will just ask you one question. Have 
you not heard her profess that she never was in love 
in her life ?”’ 

“ Well,” answered Edith, reluctantly, ‘ but you 
know that may be trne—”’ 

‘¢ A pretty speech for a married woman to make, 
whether true or false,” interrupted Frank, bluntly ; 
“ and to make to her husband's face, too, as I know 
she does! However, my dear Edith, don’t let us 
talk about her. Seriously, it annoys me excessive- 
ly to see the manner in which you are flirting—it is 
not what I like at all ; you are making poor Vaughan 
in love with you again, and you are positively co- 
quetting with Thornton and Delamaine, neither of 


whom, I do believe, care sixpence for hes in their 
hearts. I am quite sure, to speak plainly, your 
behavior is the very reverse of what Everard would 


like.” 

There was a tone of authority in this unpleasant 
speech which rendered it peculiarly galling ; more- 
over, after the unexpected and injudicious attack 
which Frank had just made on her particular friend, 
Edith felt less than ever inclined to submission. She 
replied with glowing cheeks and considerable tem- 

r, “ I am not a child, Frank, and, I assure you, 

can judge better what I ought to do than any man 
—men are no judges of women. And if Captain 
Everard thinks ill of me, let him speak for himself 
—he does not seem in a hurry to do so.” 

These last words were spoken in a low tone of 
voice and with face averted. They were awkwardly 
true, and Frank did not quite know how to answer 
them; he accordingly renewed his attack in another 
form. 

‘‘T wonder you can tolerate the attentions of 
such a well-known butterfly as Thornton; he was 
desperately in love with Lady Emily Rivers two 
months ago, and to-morrow he will be at the feet 
of Miss Glamis, the Scotch beauty, who is to be 
the grand attraction at this ridiculous bazaar. Al- 
together, Edith, I do hope you will be on your 
guard at this bazaar, and not make yourself con- 
spicuous.”’ 

Edith had recovered her temper, though not her 
equanimity, and she answered with a laugh— 

‘“ Oh, my dear foolish brother, please don’t agi- 
tate yourself into a virtuous fever about poor inno- 
cent me, who never flirted in my life. I shall have 
to put you on a turban and introduce you every- 
where as my chaperon.” 

“« Well, Edith,” said Frank, sullenly, ‘‘a joke 
is not a reason.”’ 

« No, nor a solemn speech either,” retorted she ; 
“at least I’m sure it is often the most unreasonable 
nonsense in the world. The truth is,” added she, 
as if speaking gravely to herself, “he is getting 
very uncomfortable because he has got nobody to 
flirt with himself, and so he must needs try to find 
out flirtations in other people. Never mind, Frank, 
dear, I’ll take good care to occupy Mr. Thornton 
to-morrow, and you shall have Miss Glamis all to 
yourself.” 

Frank would not smile. : ; 

‘¢ You are trying to provoke me, Edith,” said he, 
“ but it won't do.” 

“« Won't it really ?” replied Edith. ‘“ Now, do 
you know, I thought it was doing very well.” 

The color rushed into his face as he exclaimed 
with vehpmence— 

‘I do believe there never was a woman in the 
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world who was nota thorough coquette at heart, 
and who did not love teasing better than anything 
else.” 

“ And with that pretty sentiment, which must 
vindicate with every woman your claim to be judge 
and adviser-general of the sex—I leave you,” re- 
turned Edith, forcing a laugh as she ran into the 
house. 

ŭdith’s pride was roused and her temper irritated. 
She felt all the injustice of her brother’s remarks 
too keenly to feel the justice of them at all. If 
there was a latent spark of real coquetry in her 
heart it was roused by his most unwise and taunting 
assertion that ‘ Mr. Thornton did not care sixpence 
for her.” She felt, moreover, as she had said, that 
she was no longer a child, and that he was treating 
her as though she were one. She resolved to show 
her independence, and she felt secretly certain that 
Miss Glamis would not attract Mr. Thornton from 
her side at the bazaar on the following day. She told 
herself that she was not flirting—that she was only 
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legitimately enjoying herself—that Lord Vaughan 
was not in love with her, and that Mr. Thorn- 
ton and she were only forming a friendship. When 
she thought of her brother's strictures on Am 
Dalton, she could not contain her indignation. ‘‘ It 
shows clearly,” thought she, ‘‘ how determined he 
is to find fault with everything that I do, and it 
would be quite weak to give way to it. But it is 
not like my own dear Frank—it is quite unkind. 
I know what I will do. I will tease him thoroughly 
to-morrow morning, by way of a little innocent 
revenge, and then I will talk to him afterwards 
and coax him, and make him see that he has been 
foolish, and that I don’t deserve all these terrible 
denunciations. ” 

Such was the satisfactory result of Frank Kin- 
naird’s judicious lecture; such the mood in which 
Edith went to her stall at the fancy bazaar! 

And where was Philip Everard? And what 
was he thinking? It is time to inquire. 


COLONIZING CAPACITIES OF NEW BRUNSWICK. 


Tuere is a tendency, says Mr. George Pember- 
ton of Canada, on the part of emigrants to pass from 
British North America to the United States; and 
this proceeds from the greater amount of public 
works carried on in the United States. The expe- 
rience of the British Provinces, taken by itself, goes 
to confirm this view. New Brunswick, with large 
natural resources, is not more contrasted with the 
United States in the backwardness which it exhibits 
as tu the progress of settlement than it is in the 
paucity and simplicity of its public works ; which 
are almost limited to indifferent roads. Yet such 
progress as it has made in the process of settlement 
has mainly followed the course of its road-making. 
The subject derives peculiar interest just now from 
the project of forming a railroad to connect Halifax 
and Quebec, as a means not only of vastly improv- 
ing the colony and the whole relations of the Brit- 
ish North American colonies, but also of facilitating 
the settlement of large numbers of laboring emi- 
grants from Ireland. We quote in another part of 
our paper copious extracts from the report of Lord 
Monteagle’s committee : they will be found to bear 
out the summary which we proceed to give. 

In the year 1844, the number of emigrants into 
New Brunswick was 2,500; in 1846, 9,500. Of 
the larger number, about 4,500 passed on into the 
United States ; but still the increase in the number 
that remained was considerable. No difficulty was 
felt in providing for the increased number: various 
employments were brisk in the city of St. John; 
but the chief source of employment was the grant 
of £40,000 provided by the local legislature for 
road-making. ‘The effect of the road-making in a 
country like New Brunswick, thickly wooded and 
mostly desert, is striking and instantaneous. By 
providing immediate employment for the emigrant, 
it attracts greater numbers to the spot; opening a 
way into the desert, it enables the settlements to be 
extended ; and the productiveness of the colony is 
directly auginented. Road-making in New Bruns- 
wick forms a verv appropriate occupation for the 
new comer: in the first instance, he 1s employed in 
kinds of earth-work with which he is familiar at 
home ; by degrees, in the winter season, he be- 
comes acquainted with the more arduous, more val- 
wable, and better-paid labor of the axe; next he 
gets to learn and to appreciate the opportunity of- 


fered to the actual settler, and, withdrawing from 
the occupation of a journeyman on the roads, he 
becomes a settler on the land; making room for 
others to follow in the same course. The witnesses 
before Lord Monteagle’s committee, whose charac- 
ter and information are beyond question, describe 
some very prosperous scttlements thus formed in 
New Brunswick. Jn one case, certain destitute 
emigrants who established a settlement in 1837 are 
now the owners of property. And it is interesting 
to find that the Irishman, removed from his native 
condition of idle hopelessness to the sphere of colo- 
nial industry, becomes as good a settler as any. 
The Irish settlements are not behind others in pros- 
perity or good order. 

The evidence places it beyond a doubt, that if 
railways were substituted for common roads, the 
same results would be attained with a proportionate 
rapidity and on a proportionate scale of magnitude. 
It is proposed to form a line of railway from Hali- 
fax to Quebec, which would pass through part of 
Nova Scotia, the centre of New Brunswick, and 
part of Canada. The formation of a railroad on the 
American plan, for such regions, is by no means a 
work of such expense as one in England: the tim- 
ber found and felled upon the spot is laid trans- 
versely to the height requisite for the level, and the 
railway thus goes upon an embankment constructed 
with the cheapest of materials—the refuse of the 
clearing. The railway will open a path right 
through the province, and will facilitate the forma- 
tion of settlements by its sides throughout its length 
in New Brunswick ; besides the direct employment 
afforded in Canada and Nova Scotia, the railway 
will virtually call into living existence the dormant 
wastes of New Brunswick. It will supply a more 
certain path for much of the produce of Canada. It 
will politically bind the North American colonics 
together, and will strengthen their military tenure. 
But the point which just now most concerns us is 
the facility which the railway will afford for the 
process of settling emigrants from the parent coun- 
try. We have already seen that the common road- 
making furnishes the main channel for absorbing 
about 5,000 emigrants yearly; and Mr. Perley, the 
government emigration agent of New Brunswick, 
estimates that if the great trunk railway, with some 
feeders which are already begun, were carried out, 
it would furnish immediate efnployment for 40,000 
or 50,000 emigrants within the year, or ten times 
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the number provided for under the present system. 
This is evidently no extravagant estimate. 

But, as Mr. Perley says, ‘‘ emigration makes 
emigration ;’? and such employment on one great 
work would give an immense stimulus to other em- 
ployments—to the fisheries of Prince Edward Island 
and Nova Scotia, to the mincral works of Nova- 
Scotia, to the shipping and trade of Halifax and 
St. John, to the agriculture of New Brunswick and 
eventually of Canada; with the increasing re- 
sources of the colony, its own internal process of 
extending the settlements would advance, its de- 
mand for immigrant labor would augment; and, in 
short, the active prosperity of the colony must 
advance in such an infinite number of modes and 
to such an infinite extent, that Mr. Cunard is justi- 
fied in saying that the great railway might become 
the primary means of providing for ‘* millions” of 
settlers. 

Be it remembered that this is no mere specula- 
tion: certain of the data are fixed. The process 
contemplated is that which is already seen at work. 
“ Very destitute persons’’—‘* paupers’’—from Eng- 
land and from Ireland, have been settled on the land, 
and have become flourishing colonists within ten 
vears, by the process of common road-making which 
is actually going on. ‘The rule is, that if you make 
a road, you furnish work for emigrants, they settle 
on the land to which the road conducts them, and 
they flourish as colonists. ‘That process is actually 
going on in New Brunswick at the raté of 5,000 
emigrants a year. But the mudus operandi is no 
mystery: it is evident that its extent is only limited 
by the want of disengaged funds for the purpose of 
road-making : supply the funds, and you may at 
once multiply the actual process tenfold. The cal- 
culation that, with its great railway, New Bruns- 
wick could provide employment, subsistence, and 
settlements for 50.000 emigrants a year, is perhaps 
one of the most moderate estimates ever framed. 

But New Brunswick, to which we have for the 
present limited the consideration, is only one out 
of the large number of English colonies. Fifty 
thousand a year would be a great addition to the 
annual relief of Ireland; and it would be provided 
by only one of England's colonies, under a judicious 
system of public works as a preliminary to settle- 
ment. In the course of analyzing the report of 
Lord Monteagle’s committee, we shall show that 
other colonies can in like manner contribute to that 
relief, with immense advantage tothemselves. The 
sole want, then, is some intellect among our officials 
capable of conceiving and of dealing with these 
large wants and great operations.—Spectator. 


OUR FLIGHT WITH LOUIS PHILIPPE. 
Girp up thy loins, old Louis, and look abroad with 


me. 

Nay, shrink not back: I know it; there are sorry 
sights to see. 

°T was but late that with a minister o’er London 
town I flew, 

And now, mine ancient gentleman, I have a flight 
for you. 


I showed him the work of centuries, I ’ll show thee 
the work of years ; 

He heard the cry of poverty, thou shalt mark a 
monarch’s tears ; 

I bared for him the hut, for thee I’ll open palace 
gates ; 

The fester probed in streets for him, I’ll probe for 
thee in states. 
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Up, heavy weight of kingship! Up, hoary weight 


of sin ! 

Or must I rip thy pockets, before our flight begin? 

No soul with silver freighted, on voyage like ours 
may go; 

No eye that’s sealed with golden scales can see 
the sights I show. 


Out come the ducats tumbling—out come dollar and 
doubloon— 

Now for the five-franc pieces—we shall shoot sky- 
ward soon ! 

Now, down with that dotation; down with it—no 
good-bye ! 

We’re right at last! How 
merrily we fly! 


So—clutch me fast! 


We ’ve left Paris far behind us—on the broad wings 
of the breeze— 

Those glimmering peaks—Dost know them? Those: 
are the Pyrences. 

Nay, pause not over Burgos; there ’s cold welcome: 
from the Cid. 

Now southward turn—and lo, where burn the dim 
lights of Madrid! 


Look not askance, but brave a glance at yonder 
palace room ; 

Dark all, both hall and heart of him that dwells 
there in his gloom. 

So bravely clad, and yet so said—so wan—so lonely 
waking— 

And yet no widower is he, but the husband of thy 
making. 

Art thou looking for the wedded wife where wedded 
wife should lie, 

In the bosom of her husband ? 
days gone by! 

Not there—not there. 
chamber far apart, 

Where sits the wife, a widow’s life, and a widow’s. 
woful heart. 


Oh, work well done! Prize bravely won! 
where ’s the fool to rue it? 

Thou hast gained Montpensier a dower, and broke 
two hearts to do it. 

Count up that dower, then add the power, to say 
nought of the bride— 

What man of business reckons hearts on the per 
contra side! 


Now, left and right, look through the night—see-: 
Fraud and Faction working ; 

See present jars and future wars in rotten cabinets 
lurking ; 

See Lies parade, in stars, arrayed, that mock the- 
wearer’s features ; 4 

See sad Truth—if thou canst see her, through the 
foul crowd of thy creatures ! 


And now one look on Italy, that stirreth from her 
sleeping, 

And the Eagle nigh, that, hungrily, for the swoop 
a watch is keeping ; 

While France, that, erst, such birds obscene from 
Freedom’s cradle scared, 

With fettered hands and blinded eyes stands by, 
her sword unbared. 


Nay, dost thou shake, old monarch! Is there grace 
enough behind, 

To wake thee to a better life, a less ignoble mind t 

Oh, if there be! the future ’s free, the past may bo 


T was the wont in. 


Trace yonder stair, to a 


And 


atoned ; 
If there be not, woe worth the lot, that the last 
Bourbon throned ! Punch. 
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From the Spectator. 
ANTWERP. 


Turre is not much of literary expectation now- 
a-davs in a steam voyage to Antwerp and a trip 
thence to Brussels, even although the journey was 
made in dead winter; neither has a visit to a mon- 
astery of ‘Trappists near Westmalle very great 
promise to assist in eking out a narrative. Ant- 
werp, however, though taking the form of a tour, 
is not so much a book of travels as a description of 
a city, with its manners and society. The author, 
with two relatives, sojourned at Antwerp during 
the winter season, and had access to the best society 
of the place. And his book mainly consists of 
descriptions of balls, evening parties, clubs, and the 
<loings there, with little incidents, and what are 
called sketches; all done in good taste, without 
breach of social propriety, and calculated to place 
the scene and the customs of the people before the 
reader. ‘To these things are added notices of more 
public matters, such as fêtes and theatres, open to 
any tourist, though perhaps observed to more ad- 
vantage in winter than in summer. ‘There is be- 
sides, some of the general matter of a common book 
of travels in sketches of show places, out-of-door 
views, and anecdotes of the street or the shop, but 
having the advantage of that greater selection about 
them which the habitué obtains over the bird of 
passage. 

‘¢ Brussels” is a mere sketch of the city, as seen 
in a day or two—though by a person who did not 
see it for the first time, extended by some rem- 
iniscences of a former excursion to Waterloo. 
4t Westmalle,” the Trappist monastery, contains 
the account of a visit of curiosity made as a claim- 
ant of the monks’ hospitality. ‘Though limited to 
some four-and-twenty hours, the author made full 
use of his powers of observation and reflection, and 
corrected his first impressions by additional infor- 
mation. The narrative will be found a curious and 
rather discouraging picture of monastic life in a 
severe order; but by one who, while he freely ad- 
mits the uses of the monastic institution, and the 
benefits that have flowed from it, has clearly no 
vocation that way himself. 

Such topics as these must greatly depend upon 
the writer. A traveller who visits a country rarely 
or never trodden by civilized man, has broad and 
new information to impart, and a story to tell of 
personal adventures, which derive interest from 
their matter and novelty, let them be told how they 
may. The descriptions of buildings, landscapes, 
sights, and manners which, but slightly differ from 
our own, and only in style, require more accuracy 
of perception and nicety of delineation. A common 
dranghtsman will suffice for a new or rare animal ; 
but we require an artist for the ox or the horse, 
even although it may be French or Flemish. And 
the author of Antwerp is sufficiently artistical for 
the end he has in view. His mind is vivacious, his 
manncr brisk and pleasant, his composition sustained 
by vigor and smartness; and though, apparently, 
accustomed to the pen, he is not a mere writer, 
eking out his space by labored descriptions or rev- 
erie. He also appears a man of society, and what 
is better, a man of sense, who makes allowances 
for a difference of forms, and does not set up Eng- 
lish, or perhaps Ais English customs, as universal 
rules, but is content to take the world as it is, and 
get as much as he can out of it. Hence, Antwerp, 
though by no means an important or necessary 
book, accomplishes the end the author had in view ; 
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which was to present a series of city and social 
sketches, illustrative of Antwerp and its manners. 

Balls and evening parties are a pretty frequent 
topic. For the reader to understand an occasional 
allusion, it is requisite to know that partners are 
engaged and booked with all the care and precision 
of a banker’s account. 

“ As you enter, a servant gives you a card with 
directions as to the figures of the quadrilles printed 
on one side, and on the other the order of the dances 
in general, as galop, contre-danse, valse—contre- 
danse, galop, and so forth; and also, on the same 
side, atable for engagements, as Ist, 2d, and 3d 
contre-danses, &c.; Ist, 2d, and 3d valses, &c.; and 
your very important business, if you care about 
dancing, is at once to engage partners for the whole 
length and breadth of the ball, and for the contre- 
danses, vis-a-vis also. If you do not look particu- 
larly sharp after this duty, you are certain to lan- 
guish all night in ignoble idleness, among respect- 
able fathers of families, and les tapisserics, as the 
ladies who immovably line the walls are here 
called. . , = 

‘ One of the programmes distributed at the Union 
balls is selected for illustration. It isa large paper 
ticket, with a flowery border in gold, enclosing at 
top the words ‘Cercle de l’Union,’ and within as 
follows. 

‘ Engagements. 


Contre-danses. | Valses. 
] Q 
2——_——_———__-—____ 13 
3——_————___-_-—.___ + | 4 
4————— _____—_ —_ | 5-—_--______________. 
5 Galops. 
6 l 
ae | 
= n 

Valses. een ae 

1 c= ea 


“ A lady, young and so forth, is soon engaged 
for all the dances of the night ; and when asked fur 
the honor and pleasure, &c., she will refer to her 
memoranda of engagements before vouchsafing a 
reply. Some carry about elegant little books for 
the purpose, and soine use the leaves of their fans. 
Thus, the proposal assumes quite the character of 
a matter of business—a negotiation. ‘ Mademoi- 
selle, may I have honor of dancing the first valse 
with yout’ ‘I regret, but it is taken.’ ‘The 
second? * No—stay; I can give you the fourth, 
or the third galop, if you like,’ &c. &e.>-and the 
two quietly book the engagement. It was laugh- 
able to see a crowd of expectant youths standing 
round the entrance-door, and eagerly closing upon 
each young lady as she entered, just as tame fish 
dart upon a piece of bread thrown into their glass 
vase, assailing her, books and pencils in hand, with 
petitions, making their night up, and taking a note 
of it.” 

After this introduction to the essential prelimi- 
nary to dancing, we will pass on from the Philhar- 
monic ball, a sort of public ‘f assembly” or club, to 
a more private affair. 

“ After dinner to the party, the first fruits of my 
letter of introduction. 

« We were set down on carpeted steps, under a 
porte-cochére, and shown into a small room, where 
ladies’ maids and a cheval glass were doing duty, 
respectively active and passive, and where people 
deposited hats, cloaks, and swords—swords, because 
here all officers, as a general rule, appear at all 
dress parties in uniform. As to hats, many men 
carry a small chapeau bras into the rooms. A 
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servant inquired our names, and leading us through | 
an ante-room, threw open the folding doors at the 

further end of it, and announced us at the top of his 

voice. Just within we found the host with his! 
wife and daughter, all radiant with gracious and | 
welcoming smiles. 

“I was handed over to a cousin; who took my 
arm, and plunged me into the midst of a crowd of 
some three hundred people; where, with his help, 
I ‘made my book’ for the night: contre-danses 
were still to be had, at a fair price, but valses and 
galops had been nearly all taken up, and were quite 
at a premium. A dancing stranger, among so 
many new faces, called by such strange aud unfa- 
miliar names, must use his wits, lest he should 
forget an engagement, or lose his lady or his vis- 
a-vis—all mortal offences. 

‘©The rooms had been recently decorated, and 
this ball was, I believe, intended for a sort of house- 
warming after the process. ‘There were five of 
them, and a hall, on the ground floor, en suite; 
completing the square of the house, so that you 
could walk through them as long as you pleased, 
without turning back. They were elegantly and 
richly furnished, with silk hangings, Turkey car- 

ets, marble and ormolu chandeliers and candelabra. 

‘he principal dancing-room was a large square, 
the walls hung with crimson silk damask, let into 
panels, with white and gold wood-work and deco- 
rations, large mirrors, and a costly marble chimney 
piece. The floor was of elaborate inlaid work, of 
various light-colored woods and ebony, as fine as 
the marqueterie of a cabinet, and polished like glass. 
The lighting, by a profusion of wax candles, was 
perfect. 

‘* A crowd of guests, so dense that you could 
scarcely move, here waited for something to do, 
and talked as fast and as much as they could in the 
mean time. Ata given signal, the curtains of the 
centre window of three occupying one side of the 
rooin, were suddenly drawn back by an invisible 
hand, and disclosed the orchestra, in a small pa- 
vilion, opening by the window into the room, lined 
with crimson damask, and lighted by a lamp hang- 
ing from the centre of the roof; the effect was very 
theatrical and pretty. Simultaneously arose the 
preliminary groans and squeaks of the instruments ; 
and immediately partners were singled out, a space 
was cleared, and the dancing began. The band- 
master from time to time shouted out the names 
of the figures of the contre-danse, and directions for 
the different parts of them; and he did it in the 
oddest way, opening his eyes wide as he called out, 
so that they seemed to be worked by strings tied to 
his jaws, and puffing out his cheeks, and finally 
appearing to make a violent swallow of a very large 
plum, exactly as if he went by clock-work—all the 
time fiddling away as for dear life. 

“ One large room was appropriated to card-play- 
ing, in which both men and women here indulge 
most systematically. Ices and other pleasant things 
were carried about, and we had supper in a suite 
of rooms on the first floor. It was served out by 
servants standing behind long tables, as slopmen 
stand behind counters; and a welcome pair circu- 
lated about among the guests, one carrying a 
supply of champagne, and the other a baskettul of 
long glasses. 

“ It was a well-managed affair, and the company 
the best of Antwerpian society—the governor, the 
burgomaster, the two generals, the nobles, as they 
are called here—that is, the class who with us are 
titled or untitled people as the case may be, of 
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established family and condition—the consuls, lead- 
ing merchants and bankers, (many of the grandees 
here are in some way or other engaged in mercan- 
tile pursuits,) and a few of the staff and officers of 
the garrison. Many of the women are strikingly 
handsome. We were, I think, the only English 
Euglish there. 

“It is the established custom for the invited to 
fee the servants handsomely on leaving the house ; 
and you are sure to find a major-domo at the door, 
who receives the five-franc pieces quite as a matter 
of course.” 

There is some information about dress in Anz- 
werp, with some sensible remarks on class costume ; 
though the suggestions are scarcely practicable in 
a country where there is no distinctly defined class, 
and almost every one is striving to pass as member 
of a grade above his own. 

“ The most noticeable shops in Antwerp scem to 
be those of the mercers and lace-venders, the gin- 
gerbread and cake shops, the braziers, and the 
tobacconists. Of each sort there is a great number. 
The lace-work and silks of Antwerp are celebrated. 
I once took particular pains to ascertain the precise 
form and fashion of that most graceful garment the 
Spanish mantilla, which, or at any rate a modifica- 
tion of it, ìs in common wear here; and found it to 
be a piece of rich, stiff, black silk, some three yards 
long for a short woman, and four for a tall one, cut 
square at the two ends, and finished there with 
black silk fringe: it is just simply, in fact, an am- 
ple scarf. They fold it—I had a lesson in the art 
—in width once, and arrange it over the top of the 
head, a little shading the face, and then the ends 
hang down in front, nearly to the feet; or they 
throw it off the head, letting it fall gracefully pen- 
dant from the elbows or shoulders. ‘The best of 
these mantillas, of a stiff, leathery richness of silk, 
unknown in England, costs about one hundred 
francs. ‘There is a peculiar cap, too, worn by the 
women, with large semicircular flaps falling down 
on each side of the face, very becoming to many. 
Over this, some wear a sort of straw bonnet, with 
a hich conical-shaped crown, and a mere apology 
for a brim. 

“ The women of the lower orders never wear the 
thing we call a bonnet—the legitimate, shapeiess, 
unmeaning, hideous bonnet. They wear either the 
peculiar straw pot I have just described, or clean 
lace caps, or handkerchiefs bound round the head, 
or the mantilla. The latter is very common; you 
see it to admirable effect on figures moving about 
and grouping together in the streets, or kneeling 
on the pavements of the churches. 

“It has always scemed to me to be regretted 
that the poorer women of England should have no 
costume of their own—that they should persist in a 
draggled-tail and vulgar imitation of the dress of 
those whom by courtesy we will call ‘ the ladies of 
the land,’ (a sailor, in a police court, once described 
a gentleman as aman who wore a long-tailed coat,) 
instead of taking to themselves, as in other coun- 
tries, a certain distinct class costume, which, as it 
would be worn by the great majority, would be in 
fact a national costume, and which, from the 
cheapness of its materials, they might always 
afford to have in clean, seemly, and decent condi- 
tion. It would be a great saving to them, and a 
real addition to their comfort. As it is, our ser- 
vant girls, and the wives of our laborers and me- 
chanics, go about so many shabby-genteel repro- 
ductions of the costume of her majesty Queen 
Victoria: it is the same bonnet, the same shawl 
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and gown, the same toute ensemble—only, in 
greater or less degree, shabbier, coarser, or worse 
chosen and put on. The real dignity of the poor 
woman, let it be observed—and it is of importance 
that her dignity should be maintained—would be 
much promoted by her adopting a costume of her 
own. 

‘‘ Apropos of the dress of womankind in Ant- 
werp, i could fanoy that many of the women there 
retain much of the Spanish blood of the land’s 
former rulers: they are frequently tall and dark, 
with fine figures, and in their black mantillas look 
as if they had come from Madrid by the last train. 
Indeed, the Spanish stamp appears indelible here.” 

We could easily extend our extracts by passages 
of a similar kind, or by some of a more solid cast 
in relation to the grades of society, the siege of 
Antwerp, or the discipline, mode of life, and ap- 
pearances of feeling among the monks at West- 
malle : but the book is not very big, and we have 
said and quoted enough to indicate its character. 


From the Spectator. 


THE WOLCOTT MEMOIRS OF THE ADMINISTRA- 
TIONS OF WASHINGTON AND ADAMS. 


Tue form of this publication is that of the life 
and correspondence of Oliver Wolcott, the Amer- 
ican financial administrator, who served under 
Hamilton as auditor of the treasury, and succeeded 
_ that chief of the federalists in the office of seere- 
tary. The main purpose of the book, however, 
is an exposition and defence of the federal admin- 
istrations of Washington and Adams, from the 
formation of the new constitution of the United 
States in 1789 to the downfall of the federalist 
party in 1801. In the words of the editor, Mr. 
Gibbs, ‘‘ The life of the individual has been made 
subservient to a wider design—the contribution of 
materiale for the biography of a party.” The 
life of Wolcott up to his connection with the gov- 
errment under the new constitution in 1789 is ju- 
diciously brief, though not devoid of biographical 
traits. From that period till 1801, when Wolcott 
resigned and the volumes close, Wolcott is, so to 
speak, a medium or centre for political facts and 
opinions. His offices gave him official influence 
and weight, which his friendship with Hamilton 
augmented ; his connection by family tics or friend- 
ship with some of the most respectable and patriotic 
people of the revolution made him the receptacle 
of the opinions of part of a party ; while, though 
seeming to hold himself aloof from politics, he was 
a follower of Washington in the abstract, but in 
practice a disciple of Hamilton, and did as much 
as he quietly could both in giving and receiving 
suggestions to forward the party’s views. Hence 
his correspondence contains a large amount of the 
real opinions of politicians, with, of course, their 
heats and prejudices. It also exhibits the respec- 
table American federalist character of that day in 
its most private and unguarded sentiments; and 
this, perhaps, is the curious if not the valuable 
feature of the volumes. 

The family of Wolcott might rank among the 
most ancient and respectable in the States. The 
settlement of his ancestur, a country gentleman, 
who sold his property and emigrated on account 
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of religion to New England, dates from 1630. 
Oliver Wolcott's father entered the army in 1747 
as a captain, and served till the peaee of Aix-la- 
Chapelle. He then practised both as a physician 
and a farmer, (a cenjunction not unusual in the 
colonies,) was chosen sherif of his county, and 
tilled other civil effices. On the breaking out of 
the war of independence, he became an active 
leader in military and political affairs ; commanded 
a considcrable force at the surrender of Burgoyne `s 
army ; was a friend of Washington and other lead- 
ing men of the revolution ; and after the establish- 
ment of independence, was annually elected lici- 
tenant-governor and governor of his state; which 
last office he held at the time of his death, in 1797. 
His son, Oliver Wolcott, the secretary of the trcas- 
ury, born in 1760, was educated for the law, and 
called to the bar in 1761. But want of fortune, 
and the troubles of the times, threw him into pub- 
lic life, and engaged him in the financial and civil 
business of the state of Connecticut. The assidu- 
ity and ability he displayed in various offices, 
coupled probably with the family influence, pro- 
cured him the appointment of auditor to the treas- 
ury, when Washington and his coadjutors framed 
the constitution ; and he subsequently became sec- 
retary, an office analogous to our chancellor of the 
exchequer. The private and official correspondence 
in which Wolcott was engaged, together with his 
memoranda, drafts of papers, and miscellaneous 
documents, extend to nearly fifty manusenpt vol- 
umes. Of these, twenty appear to contam the 
most valuable and important matter; and from 
them the contents of the present book have been 
drawn, so far as they consist of original corre- 
spondence. i 

For after the introductory chapters, the literary 
plan of the work is a species of annals or commen- 
tary. The principal events both foreign and do- 
mestic are handled pretty much in chronological 
succession ; the chapter sometimes taking a sen- 
atorial titlc—as ‘‘Second Congress, First and See- 
ond Sessions,” sometimes a seasonal—as ‘* Sum- 
mer and Fall of 1793;” the events discussed 
following in the order of their occurrence. Each 
epoch, or in some cases each question, is intro- 
duced with a commentary by Mr. Gibbs, giving the 
federal view of the subject, and so strongly as to 
adinit neither virtue nor merit among the democratic 
party, while all that the federalists do or propose 
is generally treated as excellent in itself and neces- 
sary under the circumstances. These general ze- 
counts are followed by letters, and occasionally by 
documents illustrative of the subject which the 
editors has exhibited ; epistles to Wolcott predom- 
inating in number over those written by him. The 
authors of this correspondence are various, and with 
very few exceptions federalists. ‘Some—as Wash- 
ington, Hamilton, and Adams—are historical char- 
acters, familiar to all ; others—as Ames, Trumbull, 
and Rufus King—are known here by name at 
least ; others have no European reputation, though 
distinguished in their day in America as politicians 
or influential men. 


The American value and objects of the book 
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must be judged of by Americans. To us it seems 
that the historical value is small; throwing little 
new light and giving little new information, at 
least as it relates to Washington’s administration. 
The real subjects of most of the letters are not so 
much facts as comments upon facts, mingled with 
reflections upon public opponents, elections and 
other small business, which, however important to 
the politicians at the time, have nothing A:storical 
in their nature, and have now little European in- 
terest. These, no doubt, are occasionally relieved 
by epistles of greater weight—especially one by 
Hamilton adrising (for in his retirement he seems 
to have acted as government adviser) the topics 
and mode of addressing the French government 
during the misunderstanding that had nearly led to 
a war with France ; which gives a high opinion 
of his diplomatic skill and prudence. The whole 
collection, too, has more readable interest than 
might have been supposed, owing to the reality of 
the matter, and the sober, sensible views of the 
writers, although often impregnated with party 
feeling. For the reader of American history the 
book has a further value, in the manner in which 
he is carried over the principal actions, introduced 
to the private thoughts and views of the principal 
actors, thrown off very often at the moment of 
conception, and is carried as it were behind the 
scenes of the great political drama. 

The English interest of the book chiefly arises 
from the view which it gives of the opinion of the 
more respectable American public men who con- 
ducted the revolution, but were formed under the 
times which preceded it. We think it is either 
Abdy or Marryat who remarks that some of the 
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in some by a formal kind of politeness, with much 
worldly sagacity and prudence in the conduct of 
life. A letter which old General Wolcott writes 
to his son, (whom, by the by, he always seems to 
address as ‘* Sir,’’) on his first appointment in the 
treasury, is not only a good sample of the old man’s 
character, but contains a rule of conduct which 
may be applied to many situations in life, as well 
as to all men in responsible position. 


“From Oliver Wolcott, sen. 


“ Litchfield, Nov. 24th, 1789. 
“Sir, 
* * 


4 * 


“« Old age is very apt to be vain in giving advice. 
No one, I believe, of your years requires it less, as 
you have been long conversant with people of almost 
every condition, and very readily investigate the 
principles of human action; yet Y will indulge my- 
self once, and, which I shall probably never think 
it necessary to do aguin, advise you that in every 
matter of consequence you depend, in the last resort, 
upon your own judgment rather than upon that of 
any other. In this mode of conduct you will less 
frequently err. It will induce a stricter habit of 
reflection, and if you mistake, you will not feel the 
mortification of being misguided by such as may 
have an interest in deceiving you. The executive 
officers with whom you will have most intercourse 
will, I believe, be inclined to treat you with gener- 
osity and frankness, from the first magistrate down- 
wards. Anopen, unassuming behavior will be most 
agreeable to them ; this naturally induces confidence, 
and may be done consistently with such reservation 
as may be necessary. It is generally said that cour- 
tiers always act in disguise. This is far from being 
universally the case; and when it is, it is more 
generally owing to their situation than choice, espe- 
cially among those who are to be denominated good 


old gentlemen of New England reminded him of | men; to which character I truly believe the first 
the sume class at home; and many of the writers, Magistrate, and the heads of the executive depart- 


in these volumes leave a similar impression upon ; 


the mind. There is about them an antique stamp, | 
such as called forth the admiration and exclamation | 
ef the later Romans, “O prisca fides! Repub- 
ican themselves, perhaps from an independent dis- 
like to have subjects ruling over them, they have 
a deep aversion to theories of liberty, abstract rules 
of government, or ‘‘ rights of men;"’ considering 
experience, circumstances, and national character, 
as the given conditions of modes of rule. ‘They 
had no abstract objection to kings and nobility, no 
affected contempt for them, or mouthing abuse. 
Respecting themselves, understanding their posi- 
tion, and their (pecuniary) mediocrity of fortune, 
they had none of the envious and insolent swagger 
of the modern demagogue; whom, indeed, they 
would have hated with that intensity which is al- 
ways bestowed upon only schismatics. 
in politics, apparently in the school of Burke, and 
bringing reflection and a practical knowledge of 
affairs to the aid of reading, their views of the 
condition and prospects of Europe, during the 
height of the Freneh revolutionary war, are fre- 
quently curious from their judgment; and the pre- 
dictions sometimes remarkably sagacious. To 
these sound and respectable qualities of public men 
are added freedom in familiar intercourse, subdued 


ments, al] of whom I know, are justly entitled. The 
habits and manners of a soldier are naturally open 
and frank ; and if at any time it shall seem to be 
otherwise, such conduct will be rather assumed and 
politic than otherwise. 

‘* Your service will be complicated and arduous ; 
but you will reflect that those who are to judge of 
your services will be most capable of making a just 
estimate of them. You may therefore safely indulge 
yourself with as much exercise and relaxation as 
will be necessary for your health. Endeavor further 
to preserve the mens sana in corpore sano by yield- 
ing at times to a certain vacuity of thought. As to 
your mode of living, I need say but very little ; your 
habits of temperance will render it unnecessary.” 


We have met with various accounts of the state 
of France during the revolution, as judged by ex- 
ternal appearances ; but the following is the best 
we have seen, on account of its deductions. It is 
from the pen of Trumbull, who was in Eurape in 
a diplomatic capacity. 


TRUMBULL ON FRANCB, IN 1795. 


“« You request me to tell you what I have seen. 
Tt is not easy, my dear sir, to describe scenes so im- 
mense, so various, and so fluctuating. If, therefore, 
I give you two or three prominent features of the 
vast whole, you must be satisfied. The state of 
cultivation is perhaps one of the most interesting 
points at the present moment. I have crossed the 
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country from Havre de Grace to Basle, through 
Paris, by one road, and returned by another; and 
in all the distance J] see nothing that marks a neg- 
lect of agriculture, or a want of hands to labor; on 
the contrary, the earth is covered with all the usual 
variety of crops, all promising abundance, if the 
approach of harvest be warm. Up to the time that 
I left the country, we had too much rain and cold, 
which have extended also to this country. Another 
circumstance struck me forcibly; I mean the very 
few beggars I met with. Formerly, whenever a 
carriage stopped to change horses it was surrounded 
by half a dozen, and often by a whole one, of mis- 
erable objects who assailed you in the name of God, 
and whose appearance bore but too forcible a testi- 
mony to the justice of their fervent applications. J 
have now passed many, very many _ post-houses, 
without meeting a single mendicant. This and some 
other observations convince me that the condition 
of the lowest classes of society is improved, perhaps 
as much as that of the rich is declined; so that, 
with all the horrid scenes which have passed, and 
all the accumulation of wretchedness which has 
overwhelmed the upper orders of society, E am dis- 
posed to believe that the sum of human happiness 
has rather increased than diminished. ‘This, to be 
sure, is no apology for those who have drenched 
the cities in blood; and we can only regard them 
as we would a pestiltence—as horrid instruments in 
the hand of Providence to scourge, and ultimately 
to purify, the corruption of men. Again, I have 
seen the city of Paris exhibit an example of patient 
fortitude, which I did not expect from such a mass 
of ignorant and profligate people. I haveseen them 
week after week receive the miserable pittance of 
two ounces of bad bread to a person a day ; and sup- 
port this privation with fewer instances of riot, im- 
patience or murmur, than you would have expected 
from a race of philosophers.” 


The late plea of the Philadelphians for the non- 
payment of their debts was, that the foreign set- 
tlers, chiefly Germans, outnumbered the ‘‘ drab- 
colored men.” From various passages in the 
correspondence it would seem that the Philadel- 
phians did not rank very high half a century ago. 
The following is a sketch of them by Wolcott, 
junior, in a letter to his father. It must be re- 
membered that it was not only a new government, 
but a new constitution that was just set up and 


had to work. 


“ The indications of the public sentiment with 
respect to the new government are very equivocal. 
The northern states, and the commercial and mon- 
eyed people, are zealously attached to it. The state 
executives and officers cannot be considered as good 
friends; many of them are designing enemies. 

“ This state, [Philadelphia,] though very officious 
in obtruding their opinions, will have but little in- 
fluence. The power and respectability which per- 
sons not acquainted with their affairs attribute to 
them, is idea}. A great portion of the members are 
ignorant men; they are colleeted from all nations 
under heaven; many have smarted under the 
scourges of Furopean tyranny, and act under the 
influences of old prejudices and habits, though their 
present condition is entirely different from any whieh 
they formerly experienced. Zeal for liberty, the 
principles of which they do not understand, and 
envy of abilities and industry which they cannot 
emulate, induce them to raise ahjections to every 
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measure of government. If they were a compaet, 
uniform body of people, governed by the same pas- 
sions and sympathies, and had their present dispo- 
sition to advise, they would be formidable; but the 
desultory projects of Quakers, Tories, AntiFeds, 
[Anti-Federalists,] Germans, and Irishmen, who 
mutually despise and hate each other, will be insuf- 
ficient to overcoine the great and substantial influ- 
ence of property and reason in this state.” 


The following passage is not only curious for 
its general spint of prophecy, singularly fulfilled 
by the event, but exhibits what secins to have been 
a dumb feeling inthe respectable part of American 
society, at a time when in this cvuntry, and prob- 
ably throughout the world, Americans were sup- 
posed to be animated by the fiercest opposition 
against Great Britain, and desirous of her down- 
fall. There was a doubt at the time whether 
America might not have been driven to hostilities 
with France, on account of the intrigues and inso- 
lence of the directorial government and agents. 


G. CABOTT ON ENGLAND AND FRANCE. 


‘¢ But after all, my greatest reliance is that Great 
Britain will keep the monster at bay until he de- 
stroys himself, or becomes less dangerous to others ; 
and J cannot belicve that any vicissitudes in the in- 
ternal affairs of England will sensibly diminish their 
naval strength, or divert its appheauon, as long as 
France remains formidable. Bngland certainly pos- 
sesses abundant means of every kind to deteud her- 
self against [rance and as many of the powers on 
the continent as France can compel to act as auxil- 
jaries. IT shall not believe, therefore. until I see it, 
that England will yield in the present contest. Mr. 
Erskine, Mr. Waddington, and some thousands of 
others, will try at every period of misfortune to dis- 
place the ministers; but the government, the landed 
as well as other property of the nation, the weight 
of character, and essentially the body of the nation, 
must, and do hate France, and will, under afl cir- 
cumstances, fight France as long as they can. 
Farewell. G. Canort.”’ 


In hike manner, Burke's Ictters on the Revicide 
Peace, were popular with the respectable republi- 
cans of America. 


CHAUNCEY GOODRICH ON EDMUND BURKE. 


‘We have received two celebrated letters written 
by Mr. Burke against the ministry fer entering en 
negotiations of peace. ‘Though but lately put te 
the press, they have run to the erghth edition. He 
considers the republic of France as an Alviers in 
the centre of Europe, with whom the civilized world 
ean hold nocommunion, Whether he be eorreet or 
not in his main point, the pamplhilet ts full of origina 
sentiment relative to the Jacobins in England, Franee 
and the world, highly valuable to every country, 
and to ours as much as any one. There are but 
one or two here; I hope they will be soon re 
printed.” 


The text and the original letters in these volumes 
nust be received with allowance, as the represen- 
tations of writers on a side. Still, with every 
allowanee, they do not show many leading politi- 
cians of the ‘‘ model republic,” asany better in its 
infuney than in its youth—manhood it has not vet 
reached. Whether Randolph, in 1795, applicd 
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-to Fauchet, the French ambassador, with the 
treasonable purpose of fomenting an insurrection 
against the government of which he was a mem- 
ber, or whether, as we rather think, he attempted 
to trick the Frenchman out of money for his pri- 
vate uses on a public pretence, it is clear that an 
American secretary of state applied to a foreign 
ambassador for funds to be ostensibly used against 
the ministry of which he was a member. Monroe 
and other Americans at Paris betrayed, if not their 
country, yet the government they were serving, 
for party objects. Mr. Gallatin and some others 
were untainted by mercenary baseness, but they 
allowed faction to carry them on to treason; and 
as for the respectability of smaller men, here is a 
picture of the ‘‘ just men” of one city. 


PUBLIC CHARACTERS OF PHILADELPHIA, 1796. 


“s Chauncey Goodrich to Oliver Wolcott, senior. 


s Philadelphia, Dec. 13, 1796. 

“ I place under cover to Frederic, a paper of yes- 
terday, in which you will find Governor Mitin in 
his address has done the government of Connecticut 
the honor of particular mention. It merits and I 


presume will meet only with contempt. A few days. 


after this display of patriotism and a holy zeal against 
speculation, the president and cashier of the State 
Pennsylvania Bank had been guilty of an embezzle- 
ment of its moneys or malversation. The president 
had by connivance taken from the bank one hundred 
thousand dollars and more, without consent of the 
directors, which, though charged, he kept without 
interest. He and the cashier are both displaced. 
It was vesterday rumored that Governor Mitllin, 
whose son-in-law was cashier, had in the same way 
taken fifteen thousand dollars, and that he had given 
his security for restitution. I believe the story ; but 
a few days will make it more certain, and in the 
mean time no mention need be made of it. This 
place furnishes indication of great depravity. Bank- 
ruptcies are frequently happening. Mr. Morris is 
greatly embarrassed. "Tis said that Nicholson has 
fled to England; that Judge Wilson has been to 
gaol and is out on bail. But there are so many 
rumors I vouch for the credit of neither. Blair 
M’Clenachan, lately chosen representative, has con- 
veyed his estate to his children, to cheat his cred- 
itors.”’ 


The volumes are well edited, with good tables 
of contents, and an elaborate index. The histori- 
cal commentary is also done with knowledge, 
clearness, and strength ; though too strongly im- 
pregnated with federalist party views to be taken 
as an impartial aecount. Mr. Gibbs appears to 
have the federalist accomplishments as well as 
their feelings. The following opinion on Ameri- 
can independence may be taken as an example of 
his style on the larger subjects. 


‘©The character and objects of the American war 
have been often strangely misapprehended. It was 
in truth what Burke termed it, pot a revolution, but 
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a revolution prevented. Jt was simply the exercise 
of the power inherent in the organization of society 
to resist the enforcement of authority inconsistent 
with its well-being. It was in the outset a revolt, 
based on the same principles, advocated by the same 
men, as those which had distinguished and main- 
tained that against Charles. ‘The course of events 
made it, indeed, a war of independence; but there 
was in its tone nothing revolutionary, nothing sub- 
versive of the established order of things. Some 
leaders, more far-secing than the rest, had predicted 
the result ; but what the people wanted, what they 
took up arms to get, was not some new privilege, 
some new liberty, but the security of rights, privi- 
leges, and immunities, which they had always had. 
Once committed, they were indeed driven to inde- 
pendence for safety’s sake. Even the abolishment 
of royalty they had not originally intended; for 
abstract royalty, with three thousand miles of deep 
water between it and them, troubled them little, so 
only that they had their own Jegislatures, and were 
taxed by those alone. What we find in their 
speeches, what we read in the writings of those 
days, has much about birthright and inheritance, 
charters and the privileges of English-born subjects, 
and very little about the rights of man. The little 
of this that came in afterwards was not of native 
growth, nor indigenous to the soil. New England, 
the New England yeomanry, the representative of 
that stubborn orderly race of resistants which had 
laid the foundations of Old England's liberties, was 
little given to speculation. Certain definite and dis- 
tinct ideas the people had touching rights which 
were the privilege of Englishmen everywhere, and 
in their view not necessarily the privilege of any 
other nation ; indeed, they rather claimed the ex- 
clusive monopoly of them. ‘To maintain these as 
their inheritance they considcred due to their pos- 
terity ; to maintain them their fathers had cut off 
the head of one king by sentence of a high tribunal 
and had deposed another by act of parlament; to 
maintain them still they were ready to rebel against 
the usurpations of the throne, or if need be of par- 
liament itself. The doctrine of the divine right of 
kings was exploded even in England. One protec- 
tor and two dynasties of monarchs had reigned by 
divine rightof parliament. ‘The principle that gov- 
ernment was intended for the good of the governed, 
was to thein self-evident; the consequence, that 
the governed were to prescribe how it should be 
exercised, was equally plain; and the attempts of 
parliament to violate the principle were subjects of 
resistince as well as those of the throne. This it 
was that they fought for, and in this there was no 
revolution—the revolution came afterwards, 

« Democracy as a theory was not as yet. The 
habits and manners of the people were, indeed, es- 
sentially democratic in their simplicity and equality 
of condition; but this might exist under any form 
of government. Their governments were then 
purely republican. They had gone but a short way 
into those philosophical ideas which characterized 
the subsequent and real revolution in France. The 
great state papers of American liberty were all pre- 
dicated on the abuse of chartered, not of abstract 
rights. The complaints against government were 
of violation of these,” 
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THE PANK ACT OF 1844, AND THE QUESTION | not learned its lesson ; since it was only on the 2d 
OF PRIVATE BANKING. of last month that it absolutely lowered the price 
of accommodation at the very time when its means 
Tue remarks of the Spectator last week on the | were again undergoing week by week a most rapid 
government of the Bank of England have been the | diminution, and when everything indicated that this 
subject of a misinterpretation in some journals, | diminution must steadily continue until the gigantic 
which is now common whenever the purely banking | speculations by which it was occasioned should be 
concerns of that corporation are alluded to. With | finally arrested ; the consequence of this system of 
the complaints which have latcly been urged against | mismanagement being, that when a crash ultimately 
the efficiency of the bank directors, the act of 1844, | arrives, the bank, instead of being in a position to 
known as Peel’s Bill, can have no possible connec- | interpose by timely aid, is the chief actor, (as was 
tion: yet these complaints are incessantly miscon- | again exemplified on Thursday and yesterday,) to 
strued by the opponents of that bill into an admission | add to the general embarrassment by adopting 
that the bill is defective. Now, it must be borne | stringent and hurried measures for its own protec- 
in mind—and it cannot at the present juncture be | tion. 
too distinctly impressed—that the bank act of 1844] What the public now demand is, such a reform 
did not profess inthe slightest degree to interfere | in the direction of the bank as shall introduce men 
with the operations of private bankers, or to protect | at least capable of understanding that first principle 
the public against such evils as might arise from an | of business which should prompt a trader to regu- 
injudicious management on the part of those firms, | late the price of his commodity by the existing 
It professed, certainly, to furnish by its action an | demand for it; and also shall secure that the par- 
index by which the private banker might always | ties selected should be men of known solvency— 
regulate his concerns with safety; but it did not} which would probably be the case if their election 
and could not pretend to guarantee that to this index | depended on the proprietors. ‘The arguments for 
he would attend. The sole duty of the bill, to| the appointment of a permanent governor rest upon 
which Sir Robert Peel pledged its infallible per- | matters of convenience which must be obvious to 
formance, was that of maintaining, in all times and! all; and the only interest that the government can 
under all circumstances, the convertibility of the | feel in the arrangements must be such as arises from 
bank-note: and that it has failed to fulfil this func- | the fact that the issue department is connected with 
tion no one will pretend to assert. For the first | the bank, together with the fact that this corpora- 
time, perhaps, in our commercial history, we have | tion is the private banker of the state. Owing to 
witnessed a pressure of the severest character both | these circumstances, the national repute is liable to 
with regard to its protraction and its extent, with-| be compromised by the utter want of commercial 
out hearing one word of apprehension that, even | stability which has been manifested during the last 
when it shall come to the worst, the solvency of the | twenty years among the directors; and it is on this 
issue department of the Bank of England can be! ground, above all, that the intelligent public call 
placed in danger: and thus we escape an evil which | for interference. —Spectator, 2 Oct. 
if it were added to the distress that now prevails 
might plunge the nation into almost hopeless ruin— 
namely, the combination of public with private dis- 
credit. It is the management of the banking de- 
partment of the Bank of England that has alone 
been called in question: and over this the act of 
1844 has no more control than it has over the affairs 
of the London and Westminster Bank, or of Jones 
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Tue servility which pursues individuals of the 
«c distinguished,” ‘* exalted,’ or royal classes, to 
record their minutest and most trivial actions with 
painstaking elaboration, is a very low and base 
instinct at all times; ridiculous at the best, some- 
Loyd and Co., or Glyn aud Co., or any other pri-; times disgusting and defiling. There is mixed up 
vate establishment. As far as the question of man-| with it a spirit the very reverse of reverential. It 
agement is concerned, it is as it bears upon this! can be no genuine reverence which dogs the foot- 
department alone that reform is needed; since the | steps of kings and princes to note every paltry 
issue department is happily self-working, and it is! movement and make a wonderment of every 
out of the power of the bank court, or of any body} remark, as though it were surprising that a prince 
of individuals in the world, to disturb or to avert its | should have his faculties about him. A royal count 
operation. During the whole of the spring, when | cannot visit a factory and make an intelligent obser- 
warnings were daily given, not only by the press| vation, but that corypheus of footmen the court 
but by the rapid etilux of bullion, the bank directors | newsman repeats the saying with applause, as 
poured forth money from their till in increased , nurses do when a baby begins to predicate truisms 
abundance, just in an inverse ratio to the degree in| about its pap or its toys. The homage, we all 
which the operation of Peel's bill was restricting | know, is paid to the ‘‘ exalted station :° but there 
their legitimate means of pursuing that course ; and; must after all be something very humiliating to the 
that this madness was checked at last, was owing | most hardened recipient of such homage in the gross 
solely to their having arrived at that point at which ; disparagement which it implies of the individual. 
their self-acting monitor could no longer be-disre- | A sovereign has senses like other men; if you tickle 
garded. But this course might have been pursued , him he will laugh; if you show to him suffering 
by Jones Loyd and Co. just the same as by the! humanity he will grieve ; if you exhibit before him 
bank, if the partners had been afflicted with similar; good feeling he will be pleased, and will express 
infatuation. They might have parted from the; his pleasure in suitable terms. But these conse- 
money in their till with increased freedom just as it | quences are matters of course. The exalted per- 
was becoming more scarce; and so might all the | sonage behaves as all persons of sense and decent 
other private bankers of the country : and that they | feeling would do; and if you express wonder at the 
did not do so, is simply owing to the fact that they | fact, you must suppose an exalted person to be 
had the ability to observe the signs of the times, | something below human nature. You are regard- 
and to conduct their affairs like prudent men. Even | ing the crowned creature with the same feelings as 
now we see, however, that the Bank of England has | the curiosity-hunter who admires an elephant or a 
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monkey for behaving ‘‘so like man ;” and while 
ou worship that person whom you seek to exalt 
by your wonder, you debase him by its implication, 
and are yourself degraded to the level of those who 
make idol-deities of inferior animals—the monkey 
worshippers of Japan, or the ox-adorers of Egypt. 

Sentiments so low cannot exist without display- 
ing their vileness in some direct form. Let the 
sycophant forget himself, and he becomes the most 
sordid of libellers. ‘* No man is a hero,” says the 
moral sceptic, ‘‘ to his valet-de-chambre.”’ ‘ No,” 
replies the truer moralist, ‘‘ perhaps not to a valet- 
de-chambre.’’ ‘The sneer degrades, not the hero, 
but the utterer, and stamps him with servility: it 
betrayed the soul of a footman. 

So the chronicler that waits upon the footsteps 
of the exalted, and humbly enumerates every gra- 
cious sinile upon his tally, must needs have his 
moments of sombre scepticism and irreverent dis- 
content. Nothing then is sacred from his irrever- 
ent familiarity. The royal countenance, which has 
shined perhaps with too much tolerance upon his 
sycophancy, is watched with cold stare and insolent 
outspeaking when it does not smile. On the 
queen’s return from Scotland, one of these royalty- 
hunters thus ventures to indulge the wandering of 
his cross-grained imagination— 

‘ When her majesty alighted from the carriage, 
she took hold of the Prince of Wales with her left 
hand, and, drawing her mantle closely round her, 
proceeded down the quay; Prince Albert walking 
on her right, and carrying an umbrella above her 
to keep off the rain. The princess royal was con- 
ducted to the boat by one of the royal suite. As 
the royal party passed along, Prince Albert ac- 
knowledged the cheers with which they were 
greeted ; but her majesty’s countenance bore none 
of that joyous look which she sometimes exhibits ; 
and upon the whole, whether from indisposition, 
the rough sail she had had that morning, or the 
inclemency of the weather, she seemed very indif- 
ferent to the manifestations of her subjects’ loyalty. 
She was handed down the stair and into the barge, 
which was waiting to convey her to the Black 
Eagle, by Mr. Campbell of Auchindarroch, who 
likewise lifted the Prince of Wales and the princess 
royal into the barge. At this time it was very 
wet; and the protection of the umbrella being tem- 
porarily withdrawn while her majesty was stepping 
on board the barge and seating herself, the rain 
dashed upon her face, and seemed to create a feeling 
of discomfort in the royal mind, if we may be allowed 
to judge from the expression of her countenance. ”’ 

As ifa face that confronted beating rain ever did 
wear any look but discomfort! There is something 
doltish in the wonderment this time. But even if 
the expression of ‘‘ discomfort’ had been of a less 
purely physical kind, what right has any one to 
watch over the countenance of another, however 
‘* exalted,” in order to note every passing shade? 
What warrant is there for translating every vague 
expression, and putting upon it the bad construction 
of vulgar disparagement? Are all minds so much 
alike that we can understand each other’s feelings, 
precisely, by looks and gestures? Above all, 
what man of decent manly feeling will fix his stare 
upon a woman, of whatsoever station, if he merely 
see that her mind is ill at ease ? 

ut the courtly newsman has a twofold right— 
the born right pertaining to a mean nature, which 
is ‘“‘ rather his misfortune than his fault ;*? and the 
right conferred by the toleration of the ‘* exalted,” 
whose presence he so often outrages.—Spectutor. 
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Tne anti-rent movement in Ireland is neither a 
new occasion for alarm, nor new in its cause, or 
even in its substance. It is only a new shape in 
which the evil of Ireland displays itself—the redun- 
dancy of the population. 

That evil is like the last article to be packed into 
the traveller’s carpet-bag—the thing too much, that 
will not be squeezed into the space: readjust the 
“ traps’? how you will, you cannot contrive to get 
that one in; whether it is your dressing-case, your 
clothes-brush, your shooting-shoes, your sandwich- 
box, your portable bootjack, or whatever else you 
may in turn leave out in the vain hope of poking it 
in at the last, there it stands, identical in the one 
material attribute of being the thing de trop—the 
realized excess. 

So it is in Ireland: her population is redundant 
as compared with her land and capital, and the 
redundaney makes itself apparent in various shapes 
—the two and a half millions of beggars, the fever- 
ish emigration, the potato-diet, the famine, the pub- 
lic works, the excessive poor-rates, the anti-poor- 
rate agitation, the Ribandist hold of pauperism on 
the land, the landlord clearances, the anti-rent agi- 
tation. These are only so many different forms in 
which the one redundancy of people exhibits itself 
and its morbid working. 

Some of these manifestations are immediately 
caused by the effort of the redundant people to make 
the most of the deficient land—such as the potato- 
diet ; some by the effort of the miserable wretches 
who are extruded to retain a grasp upon the natural 
source of food, the land—such as the Ribandism, 
the beggary, and the anti-rent; some by the effort 
of the landowners to counteract that convulsive 
pauperism by shaking off the grasp—such as the 
clearances. But whatever the immediate shape of 
the tumultuary movement, it is only one symptom 
of the common disease. 

The remedy is obviously to restore the baiance 
in the three elements of national prosperity—intro- 
duce more capital, or extend the productiveness of 
the land, or diminish the people. Easier said than 
done. Capital will not venture into the region while 
it is so turbulent. Agricultural systems cannot be 
altered while the redundant population covers the 
land, any more than you can take up the carpet in 

our parlor while the whole family is at breakfast. 

t only remains to diminish the redundancy of the 
population by depletion. Get rid of that oppressive 
burden, and you may then so alter the state of mat- 
ters as to extend the productiveness of the soil, and 
admit capital to a peaceful reign over universal 
prosperity. But until you remove the people who 
are starving because they are de trop, and are savage 
because they are starving, you will have neither 
quict nor room for the effectual amelioration of the 
country. Ten to one, if you carry in food, the 
people will attack your messengers, as they have 
done the relief-officers; or if you were to bring 
capital, they would probably make a foray upon it, 
as the new pirates of the west coast did upon the 
corn-ships. A country with two millions and a 
half of souls whose redundancy is fatally marked 
out by their periodical destitution, cannot be still 
while you cure it and rearrange it. You must get 
rid of the immediate and exciting cause of irritation 
before you can apply constitutional remedies.— 
Spectator, 25 Sept. 
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MR. FRANCIS’ HISTORY OF THE BANK OF ENG- 
LAND. 


Ir, in the history of a nation, where actions and 
the actors are the first things that attract attention, 
and admit of, if they do not require, narrative or 
dramatic exhibition, the principles that lurk beneath 
the narrative, causing events and stimulating per- 
sons, ought to be clearly evolved, how much more 
is this exhibition necessary in subjects that partake 
of the character of science, where the principle is 
all in all? An extraordinary criminal, a remark- 
able suit, a particular decision, or an eccentric 
clerk of court, may be fitly introduced when they 
illustrate a law, or, sparingly, as a relief to drier 
matters. Such things, however, by no means form 
a history of law; any more than gossipy partic- 
ulars or curious anecdotes of philosophers form a 
history of philosophy, even if garnished with some 
loose accounts of the facts of their discoveries, 
while the principles embodied in the facts remain 
unobserved. 

From the connection of the Bank of England 
with the government, its long monopoly of the 
power of acting upon the circulation of the coun- 
try, and the principles illustrated in almost every 
great financial question with which it has been in- 
volved, the history of the bank would scem im- 
peratively to require a full exposition of the prin- 
ciples of currency, such at least as they appear to 
the historian, with an endeavor to show’at each 
great crisis how far the conduct of the directors 
was influential for good or for evil, and how far 
their decisions were guided by true principles or 
by any principles. How Abraham Newland ‘‘ cut 
up,” and the means by which he gained his money 
—the adventurous arts and frauds of Price, the once 
celebrated forger, with his anticipation of Jack 
Ketch by hanging himself—the forgeries and ex- 
ecution of Fauntleroy and others—the rush and 
crush at the doors of the bank when popular loans 
were to be subscribed for—with biographical no- 
tices of governors and directurs—are all well 
enough as gossip, but by no means fitting topics 
to occupy a prominent place in a professed history 
of the Bank of England. The formal statistics of 
the subject—the amount of capital at various 
times, the terms on which the successive chartcrs 
have been granted, the prices of bank stock, with 
the dividends thereupon, and the bonuses given to 
the proprietors, as well as the various runs the 
bank has encountered, and the financial crises or 
panics in which it stood conspicuous—are topics 
more germane to its real history. Still, they are 
the superficials of the matter. 
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most important of the other points are at best but 
the body. 

This animating spirit will not be found in the 
pages of Mr. Francis. It is not that his econom- 
ical views or his currency doctrines are good, bad, 
or indifferent: he has none. ‘The currency ques- 
tion scarcely seems to have exercised his thoughts ; 
and when on great occasions—as the suspension 
of cash payments in 1797, their restoration by 
Peel in 1819, or the panic of 1525—he cannot 
well avoid the subject, he either pins his faith to 
some authority, (mostly the bank directors for the 
time being,) or takes refuge in the truism ‘ that 
much may be said on both sides ;”’ or if venturing 
any view of his own, he arrives at the conclusion 
of the politician in the farce, ‘‘ that as near as he 
can guess he cannpt tell.” A similar want of 
financial vocation attends him where facts or reg- 
ulations are in question. He generally quotes 
statistics, laws, &c., from others. In what may 
be termed financial events, he looks less to the ex- 
ternals than to the outside. The anxious crowds 
demanding their money in a panic, or the equally 
anxious dupes demanding permission to subscribe 
theirs in a mania, are the things that attract his 
first attention ; as some personal characteristics are 
what he chiefly regards in individuals. Mr. Fran- 
cis is all for the visible and tangible—the spirit of 
events is beyond his ken. 

We necd scarcely say that those who look for 
a scientific or statistical history of the Bank of 
England will not find it in these volumes. The 
volumes have, however, a merit of their own: they 
are readable, and even interesting——more so, 
indeed, than might be expected. They bear 
about the same relation to a philosophical history 
of the bank, as the anecdotical accounts of Mr. 
Heneage Jesse do to Hume's or Lingard’s Eng- 
land. Courtly, or literary, or personal gossips, 
are numerous enough: Mr. Francis is a bank ana 
business gossip. Had he been born at the Con- 
quest and lived till now, and been disposed (a 
bolder supposition) to cut his reminiscences very 
short, he might have told his Jisteners just such a 
story as he gives his readers, about the persecu- 
tions of the earliest money-dealers, the Jews, and, 
after their expulsion, of the Lombards; how 
Gresham borrowed money for the Tudors; how 
Charles the First seized the deposits in the mint; 
and Charles the Second shut up the exchequer ; 
the style in which the old goldsmiths did their 
business; how zhe bank first opened at Grocer’s 
Hall, and what a poor place the then youngish old 
lady had in Threadneedle street when she first set 
up there; what a precious squeeze there was in 
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condition of the country at the last-named occur-} the shares in the Mississippi scheme; how ‘‘ the 


rences—the causes which produced them—how 
far they were inevitable, or to what extent they 
were owing to the conduct of the public—the 


quality’? as well as the citizens thronged to Bro- 
ker’s Alley and jostled each other during the South 
Sea mania; how the Frenchmen did jabber and 


course which the directors pursued, and the results, | gesticulate, when, instead of gald for their notes, 
with the principles to be deduced from their con-| they read a decree of the regent ‘ suspending the 
duct and the circumstances of the case—are the} payment of them till further orders; how John 
animating soul of a history of the bank, while the | Bull roared for parliament to pay and punish, wher 
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he found himself done by the bursting of the South 
Sea bubble ; how cleverly the bank in the ’45 man- 
aged to stave off stoppuge by paying notes in six- 
pences to their own agents, who took the silver 
out of one door and then came back again with 
more notes to repeat the process, so that the pub- 
lic could never get near the counter; and what a 
sound view that practical man Mr. Thornton took 
of the war and invasion panic in ’97, and the con- 
sequent bank restriction, when he declared the de- 
mand for gold was caused by the ‘‘ want of notes, 
and not of guineas,” and that if the bank had been 
more liberal in their discounts and in their issues 
of paper, people would not have run for gold! 

There are better, or at least more statistically 
informing things in the volume, than mere gossip. 
The story of the bank so far as charters and ac- 
counts go may be found there ; not very complete, or 
simply narrated, but still with facts, and facts of 
value from being brought together. The author has 
also dug up many curious particulars of the early 
state of the bank and its struggles, when gold- 
smiths presumed to rival it, and could even con- 
template its ruin. The following refers to 1715 
and the first Jacobite rebellion. 


‘‘The feelings of the private bankers towards 
their great rival do not appear to have been very 
conciliatory. The same writer (of a pamphlet) says 
— I humbly refer to a case recent in memory, of 
two goldsmiths (knights also, and one of them 
member of parliament too) in Fleet street, who 
pus at the Bank of England at the time of the 

retender’s invasion from France. One of them, 
it was said, had gathered a quantity of bank bills to 
the value of near 100,000/. ; and the other a great 
sum, though not so many ; and it was said, resolved 
to demand them all at once. Let the gentlemen I 
point at inquire with what difficulty Sir R. Hoare 
wiped off the imputation of being a favorer of the 
rebellion, and how often in vain he protested he did 
it with no such view, and how hard the whigs were 
to believe him. Sir Francis Child, indeed, carried 
it with a higher hand; and afterwards pretended to 
refuse the bills of the bank, but still declared he did 
it as a goldsmith, and as a piece of justice to himself, 
on some points in which the bank had, as he alleged, 
used him ill.” The proposed invasion proved the 
esteem with which the bank was regarded by those 
whose good opinion was worth possessing. It was 
found that the Protestant succession had supporters 
as ardent as the adherents to the house of Stuart. 
When the run took place, many, instead of withdraw- 
ing their deposits, carried all their cash to assist the 
establishment. The lord treasurer, Godolphin, who 
as an astute and able financier felt that the credit 
of the country was connected with that of the bank, 
informed the directors that the queen would allow 
for six months an interest of six per cent. on their 
sealed bills. Nor was this all: the Dukes of Marl- 
borough, Newcastle, and Somerset, with others of 
the nobility, offered to advance considerable sums 
of moncy to the corporation. A private individual 
who had but 500/. earried it to the bank; and on 
the story been told to the queen, she sent him 100/., 
with an obligation on the treasury to repay the 
whole 500/. It is pleasant to read of such chival- 
rous devotion repaid in so royal a manner. En- 
couragement such as this gave a firmness to the 
establishment; and, united with a call of 20 per 
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cent. on the proprietors, enabled the directors to 
meet their difficulties and preserve their credit.” 


EPOCHS OF NOTES. 


« In 1759, bank-notes to a smaller amount than 202. 
were first circulated ; and the directors commenced 
issues of 15/. and 10/., to meet the necessity expe- 
rienced by the community. » : * a 

‘¢ In 1795, the corporation commenced an issue of 
5l. notes. id - . i = is g 

t The necessity of an issue of notes under 52. be- 
ing greatly felt by the commercial interest, an act was 
passed on the 3d of March, 1797, authorizing it; 
and by the 10th of the same month, notes for 1/. and 
2l. were ready for delivery.” 


HANGING FOR ONE-POUND NOTES. 


t The circulation of 17. notes proved conducive to 
a melancholy waste of human life. Considering the 
advances made in the mechanical arts, they were 
rough and even rude in their execution. Easily 
imitated, they were also easily circulated ; and from 
1797 the executions for forgery augmented to an 
extent which bore no proportion to any other class 
of crime. During six years prior to their issue there 
was but one capital conviction : during the four fol- 
lewing years eighty-five occurred.” 


THE TRADE IN ‘* FLIMSIES.”’ 


‘©The odium thrown upon the Bank for the many 
deaths which have taken place for forgery must 
necessarily find some palliation in the subtlety of 
those who entered into the dangerous traffic. It 
was in truth a trade. The notes were frequently 
sold at so much in the pound, and, as in the instance 
about to be ‘related, they were often sent into the 
foreign market. In 1808, Vincent Alessi, a native 
of one of the Italian states, went to Birmingham to 
choose some manufactures likely to return a sufħ- 
cient profitin Spain. Amongst others he sought a 
brass-founder who showed him that which he re- 
quired, and then drew his attention to ‘ another 
article,’ which he said he could sell cheaper than 
any other person inthe trade. Mr. Alessi declined 
purchasing this, as it proved to be a forged bank- 
note; upon which he was shown some dollars, as 
fitter for the Spanish market. These also were 
declined ; although it is not much to the credit of 
this Italian, that he did not at once denounce the 
dishonesty of the Birmingham brass-founder. It 
would seem, however, from what followed, that 
Mr. Alessi was not quite unprepared; as in the 
evening he was called on by one John Nicholls, 
and, after some conversation, he agreed to take a 
certain quantity of notes, of different value, which 
were to be paid for at the rate of six shillings in the 
pound. 

‘s Alessi thought this a very profitable business, 
while it lasted, as he could always procure as many 
as he liked, by writing for so many dozen candle- 
sticks, calling them Nos. 5, 2, or 1, according to 
the amount of the note required. The vigilance 
of the English police, however, was too much even 
for the subtlety of an Italian: he was taken by 
them, and allowed to turn king's evidence ; it being 
thought very desirable to discover the manufactory 
whence the notes emanated. 

“ In December, John Nicholls received a letter 
from Alessi, stating that he was going to America; 
that he wanted to see Nicholls in London; that he 
required twenty dozen candlesticks No. 5, twenty- 
four dozen No. 1, and four dozen No. 2. Mr 
Nicholls, unsuspicious of his currespondent’s cap- | 
tivity, and consequent frailty, came forthwith to 
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town to fulfil so important an order. Here an inter- 
view was planned within hearing of the police- 
officers. Nicholls came in with the forged notes. 
Alessi counted up the whole sum he was to pay, 
at six shillings in the pound, saying, ‘ Well, Mr. 
Nicholls, you will take all my money from me.’ 
‘Never mind, sir,’ was the reply; ‘it will be all 
returned in the way of business.’ Alessi then 
remarked that it was cold, and put on his hat. 
This was the signal for the officers. To the deal- 
er’s surprise and indignation, he found himself 
entrapped, with the counterfeit notes in his posses- 
sion, to the precise amount in number and value 
that had been ordered in the letter. Thus Mr. 
Nicholls found his business suddenly brought to a 
close, and the brisk trade in imaginary candlesticks 
finished, to the infinite welfare of the public.” 


The story of the South Sea bubble, though 
having small relation to the history of the bank, 
is curious, and even appropriate, for its picture of 
public mania, without even plausible grounds to 
rest upon. It has also another aspect of interest, 
as showing that some of the public writers of the 
day, as in the case of the late railway mania, dis- 
tinctly warned the public of the nature of the 
bubble ; but the public then, as now, were not 
honest speculators, but fraudulent gamesters. To 
follow this point would lead to greater length than 
we can afford; but the following is a proof that 
there is nothing new, in this century, in the way 
of impudence and gullibility. 


“The South Sea Company was a legitimate 
trade to some of the speculation which arose. 

“ Schemes were proposed which would have 
been extravagant in 1825, and which stamped the 
minds of those who entertained them with what 
may be truly termed a commercial lunacy. One 
was for the ‘discovery of the perpetual motion.’ 
Another for subscribing two millions and a half to 
‘a promising design hercafter to be promulgated.’ 
A third was a ‘ Company for carrying on an under- 
taking of great advantage; but nobody to know 
what it is; every subscriber who deposits 2/. per 
share, to be entitled to 100/. per annum.’ Even 
this insolent attempt on the credulity of the nation 
succeeded; and when the arch rogue opened his 
shop the house was beset with applicants. In five 
hours 2,000/. were deposited in the hands of the 
projector; and from that day he ceased to be heard 
of in England. Projects like these enlisted the 
lowest with the highest. On some sixpence and 
on others one shilling per cent. was paid; and as 
no capital was required, the comparative beggar 
might indulge in the same adventurous gambling, 
and enjoy the same bricht castles in the air, which 
marked the dreams of the rich and the great. 
came so low as to ask only one shilling deposit on 
every thousand pounds. Persons of quality, of 
both sexes, were engaged in these. Avarice tri- 
umphed over dignity : gentlemen met their brokers 
at taverns, ladies at their milliners’ shops.”’ 


It is said that elderly and very weak-minded 
people, when suffering under physical pain, often 
fancy it arises from their position. They cry for 
change as a relief, and wear out the patience of 
attendants by incessant alterations of posture, with- 
out the slightest benefit. Something like this 
occurs when rash or desperate speculations infect 
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a community, induce people to embark in adven- 
tures without reason and beyond their means, and 
when they fail, the cause is in anything rather 
than themselves. Just now the commercial world 
is suffering from a mania which has embarked an 
immense amount of capital in railway speculations 
not likely to yield the promised profit, or any pro- 
fit, for several years to come. ‘The bank, as 
usual, has displayed an incapacity to comprehend 
its position or the principles on which it should 
act. The corn-trade has engaged in speculations 
so rash, that it is said dealers have in sume cases 
paid, or rather have undertaken to pay, freights to 
a higher amount than the commodity is now worth. 
And in addition to the folly of man, we have just 
struggled through a dearth, and are suffering from 
a scarcity of cotton in proportion to the demand. 
Hence, of course, extensive derangement to com- 
mercial men, as well as ruin to gamblers or spec- 
ulators. People, however, will not admit that 
they are in fault: it used to be the bank—it is 
now the currency. Yet let us look at some of 
the results of an issue of paper unchecked but by 
the necessity of paying in gold. It is a chapter 
from the panic of 1825. 


“ The stoppage of the bank of Sir W. Elford, 
at Plymouth, while it added to the alarm in Lon- 
don, created a melancholy scene on the spot. The 
people were almost frantic. The holders of notes 
crossed and jostled each other in all directions. 
There was literally a whole population, with food 
in abundance staring them in the face, unable to 
poar it, as nothing but gold would be taken. 

aybreak witnessed the bank surrounded by tu- 
multuous mobs, and the civil power mustered in 
front. ‘ A night of fearful omen succeeded to many 
an unfortunate family.’ The run on the Norwich 
Bank was stopped by the notes of the Bank of 
England being given in exchange. 

“ On the 12th of December, the crash which 
struck terror and alarm throughout London com- 
menced with partners in the banking-house of Sir 
Peter Pole and Co., which was said to have yielded 
40,000/. a year for the previous seven vears, an- 
nouncing their incapacity to meet the claims of their 
creditors. At nine o'clock this stoppage was 
known, and the exchange was resorted to to ask the 
cause, and inquire if other houses were in danger. 
Forty-four country banks were connected with the 
firm, and the ruin of many was anticipated. The 
agitation of the city exceeded evervtliing that had 
been witnessed for a century. The funds fluc- 
tuated violently. Rumors of the failures of other 

‘firms spread rapidly. On the 13th, an important 
| house, possessed of half a million of undeniable 
securities, declared, after a most severe pressure, 
an inability to meet its creditors. On the 14th, a 
West-end banker advertised that, though compelled 
to pause for the present in his payments, he hoped 
to resume on the following Saturday ; and in this 
he was successful. On the same day the distress 
was increased by the stoppage of two firms, known 
as Sikes, Snaith, and Co., and Everett, Walker, 
and Co. The confusion spread; men ran in alarm 
and dread to draw the balances from the hands of 
their bankers. Lombard street was crowded with 
persons waiting in anxious fear or idle curiosity. 
A few gazers around a door was sufficient to create 
the destructive rumor that a run was made upon 
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the establishment. But there was no occasion for 
rumor. The people seemed to anticipate that the 
bankers kept all their deposits to answer unreason- 
able demands, and that the expense of a banking- 
house was maintained for the sole purpose of bene- 
fiting the public. Many a firm, of unimpeachable 
honor and unquestionable solvency, was compelled 
to bend before the storm. The merchant looked to 
his banker for support; but all the efforts of the 
latter were directed to save himself from destruction. 
The usual channels of credit were stopped, and the 
circulation of the country completely deranged. 
Checks came pouring in from all quarters; and it 
was remarked, that ‘the question would soon be, 
not who goes, but who stands? 
* * + * 

“ For two or three days the most unquestionable 
security would not procure money; nor could the 
public funds be said to havea price. There was 
no market for bank, there were no buyers of East 
India stock. It was the opinion of Mr. Huskisson 
that in forty-eight hours all dealings would have 
been stopped between man and man except by way 
of barter. Owing to the difference in the money 
and account prices of consols, those bankers who 
were compelled to sell stock to raise cash paid at 
the rate of 72 per cent. for the necessity.’ 


There is nothin® like this now, or any appre- 
hension of it. Numbers of people—large classes 
of society—arc hot involved in distress or ruin by 
men with whom they had no connection, or matters 
over which they could exercise no control. The 
trader who has refrained from speculation, or not 
diverted his capital from his legitimate business to 
railway schemes, may be straitened, no doubt, in 
the general pressure; but he is safe. Failure is 
confined to those who have brought it on them- 
selves by their rashness, or to men who have 
trusted these speculators in the way of business. 
Solvent and prudent men are secure ; upwards of 
seventy bunks are not spreading ruin through the 
country by their stoppage, involving traders and 
non-traders in one common misery. , 


EMIGRANT COLONIZATION AND HOME COLONI- 
ZATION. 


Tur population of Ireland is not really redundant 
—there is land enough for all, if it were properly 
cultivated ; and whether you employ the Irishman 
in the transinarine colonies or in ** home colonies,” 
there is but the one thing wanting—capital. Why 
not, then, employ him at home, and spare him from 
exile! 

The reason is, that capital is not the only want. 
Fengland could find the money to cultivate all the 
lands of Ireland to the highest pitch of scientific 
culture; but she desiderates the faith, the tranquil 
order, the very motives of industry. She cannot 
at a stroke carry those things into Ireland; but it 
is found by experience that the Irishman can be 
carried to them, and that he actually finds them in 
the colonies. 

Capital would give the preference to Ireland, for 
its proximity; but Ireland exhibits the strongest 
example of that which most deters capital—social 
disorder, and therefore English capital gives the 
colonies a preference over Ireland. There are 
many elements of risk and uncertainty in colonial 
investments, but colonial chances of profit are pro- 
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portionate ; and, at all events, there is quiet instead 
of riot—that most certain of dangers to the invester. 
In Ireland the lands are in the possession of private 
owners, and of those moreover who cannot abandon 
a habit of exacting unpayable rents. Speculation 
in the culture of waste lands at a rackrent would 
be a joke as wild as the Mississippi bubble. There 
are exceptions to the rule of grasping landlords in 
Ireland, and Jaws might be passed to facilitate the 
appropriation of waste lands; but meanwhile, lands 
in the colonies are unowned, or are virtually vacant 
through the low price of the market. Public works 
would be ancillary to settlement both in Ireland and 
the colonies ; but in Ireland public works are de- 
tested for their uselessness and jobbery ; in the col- 
onies they are needed, and are dircctly conducive 
to the general wealth. In Ireland labor is weighed 
down below the point of cheapness—down to list- 
less pauperism, by the overwhelming weight of the 
two-million-and-a-half destitution; in the colonies 
labor is at a premium, and the only restriction on 
its gains is the paying-point of any employment. 
Many social circumstances conspire to defeat the 
benefits of home colonization; habit and the force 
of the general example are overwhelming ; where- 
as emigration wrenches the laborer away from 
those evil associations, and compels him to “ turn 
over a new leaf:’’ universal antagonism, the un- 
ceasing war of class upon class, breeds distrust, 
and prevents any faith in anything except class 
combinations; whereas in the colonies there is no 
time to get up such antagonism, and what the col- 
onists know of their neighbors is a friendly codper- 
ation in ‘* husking bees” or ‘* building frolics :” in 
Ireland the past is a history of universal] failure; in 
the colonies, it is a history of unfailing success, 
attending even on apparent failure; the genius of 
Ireland is Despair ; of every colony we have, it is 
Hope. 

We have not been speculating or theorizing, but 
rapidly describing the actual experience of the past, 
and of the present. 

But, indeed, emigrant colonization and home col- 
onization are not incompatible; so much the con- 
trary, that systematic emigration would be the best 
of all auxiliary measures for bringing the waste 
lands of Ireland into use ; it would afford space and 
air for a new activity; would diminish the turbu- 
lence which keeps out capital; would stimulate 
industry by raising its premium—wages; and 
would infuse the animation of movement and hope 
into the lrish breast.—Spectator, 2 Oct. 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELISTS. 
STRIFES. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘' THE LAST OF THE MULLIGANS,”’ 
‘t PILOT,” &c. 


THE STARS AND 


Tue King of France was walking on the terrace 
of Versailles; the fairest, not only of qucens, but 
of women, hung fondly on the royal arm; while 
the children of France were indulging in their infan- 
tile hilarity in the alleys of the magnificent garden 
of Le Notre, (from which Niblo’s garden has been 
copied, in our own Empire city of New York,) and 
paying at leap-frog with their uncle, the Count of 

rovence ; gaudy courtiers, emblazoned with orders, 
glittered in the groves, and murmured frivelous talk 
in the ears of high-bred beauty. 

‘* Marie, my beloved,” said the ruler of Franee, 
taking out his watch, ‘‘ ’tis time that the Minister 
of America should be here.’’ 

‘“ Your majesty should know the time,” seplied 
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Marie Antoinette, archly, and in an Austrian accent; 
“is not my royal Louis the first watchmaker in his 
empire !”’ 

The king cast a pleased glance at his repeater, 
and kissed with courtly grace the fair hand of her 
who had made him the compliment. ‘+ My Lord 
Bishop of Autun,” said he to Monsieur de Talley- 
rand Perigord, who followed the royal pair, in his 
quality of arch-chamberlain of the empire, ‘‘ I pray 
you look through the gardens, and tell his excel- 
lency Doctor Franklin that the king waits.” The 
bishop ran off, with more than youthful agility, to 
seek the United States minister, ‘* These republi- 
cans,” he added, confidentially, and with something 
of a supercilious look, ‘‘are but rude courtiers, 
methinks.” 

« Nay,” interposed the lovely Antoinette, ‘* rude 
courtiers, sire, they may be; but the world boasts 
not of more accomplished gentlemen. I have seen 
no grandee of Versailles that has the noble bearing 
of this American envoy and his suite. They have 
the refinement of the old world, with all the simple 
elegance of the new. Though they have perfect 
dignity of manner, they have an engaging modesty 
which I have never seen equalled by the best of the 
proud English nobles with whom they wage war. 

am told they speak their very language with a 
grace which the haughty islanders who oppress 
them never attained. They are independent, yet 
never insolent ; elegant, yet always respectful ; and 
brave, but not in the least boastfal.’’ 

“What! savages and all, Marie?” exclaimed 
Louis, laughing, and chucking the lovely queen 
playfully under the royal chin. ‘* But here comes 
Doctor Franklin, and your friend the cacique, with 
him.” In fact, as the monarch spoke, the minister 
of the United States made his appearance, followed 
by a gigantic warrior in the garb of his native 
woods. 

Knowing his place as minister of a sovereign 
state (yielding even then in dignity to none, as it 
surpasses all now in dignity, in valor, in honesty, 
in strength, and civilization,) the doctor nodded to 
the Queen of France, but kept his hat on as he 
faced the French monarch, and did not cease whit- 
tling the cane he carried in his hand. 

“I was waiting for you, sir,” the king said peev- 
ishly, in spite of the alarmed pressure which the 
queen gave his royal arm. 

“ The business of the republic, sire, must take 
receden ` even of your majesty’s wishes,” replied 
r. Franklin. ‘* When I was a poor printer’s boy, 

and ran errands, no lad could be more punctual than 
poor Ben Franklin; but ail other things must yield 
to the service of the United States of North Amer- 
ica. I have done. What would you, sire?” and 
the intrepid republican eyed the monarch with a 
serene and easy dignity which made the descendant 
of St. Louis feel ill at ease. 

‘¢ I wished to—to say farewell to Tatua before 
his departure,” said Louis XVI., looking rather 
awkward. ‘Approach, Tatua.’ And the gigan- 
tic Indian strode up, and stood undaunted before the 
first magistrate of the French nation: again the 
feeble monarch quailed before the terrible simplicity 
of the glance of the denizen of the primeval forests. 

The redoubted chief of the Nose-ring Indians was 
decorated in his war-paint, and in his top-knot was 
a peacock’s feather, which had been given him out 
of the head-dress of the beautiful Princess of Lam- 
balle. His nose, from which hung the ornament 
from which his ferocious tribe took its designation, 
was painted a light-blue, a circle of green and 
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orange was drawn round each eye, while serpentine 
stripes of black, white, and vermilion alternately 
were smeared on his forehead, and descended over 
his check-bones to his chin. His manly chest was 
similarly tattooed and painted, and round his brawny 
neck and arms hung innumerable bracelets and 
necklaces of human teeth, extracted (one only from 
each skull) from the jaws of those who had fallen 
by the terrible tomahawk at his girdle. His mocas- 
sins, and his blanket, which was draped on his arm, 
and fell in picturesque folds to his feet, were fringed 
with tufts of hair—the black, the gray, the auburn, 
the golden ringlet of beauty, the red lock from the 
forehead of the Scottish or the northern soldier, the 
snowy tress of extreme old age, the flaxen down of 
infancy—all were there, dreadful reminiscences of 
the chief's triumphs in war. The warrior leaned 
on his enormous rifle, and faced the king. 

“And it was with that carabine that you shot 
Wolfe in ’57?” said Louis, eying the warrior and 
his weapon. ‘Tis a clumsy lock, and methinks 
I could mend it,” he added mentally. 

‘“'The chief of the French pale faces speaks 
truth,” Tatua said. ‘* Tatua was a boy when he 
went first on the war path with Montcalm.” 

“And shot a Wolfe at the first fire!” said the 
king. 

<The English are braves, though their faces are 
white,” replied the Indian. ‘‘ Tatua shot the raging 
Wolfe of the English; but the other wolves caused 
the foxes to go to earth.” A smile played round 
Dr. Franklin’s lips, as he whittled his cane with 
more vigor than ever. 

“I believe, your excellency, Tatua has done 
good service elsewhere than at Qnebec,”’ the king 
said, appealing to the American envoy ; “at Bun- 
ker’s Hill, at Brandywine, at York Island? Now 
that Lafayette and my brave Frenchmen are among 
you, your excellency need have no fear but that the 
war will finish quickly—yes, yes, it will finish 
quickly. ‘They will teach you discipline, and the 
way to conquer.” 

“ King Louis of France,” said the envoy, clap- 
ping his hat down over his head, and putting his 
arms a-kimbo, ‘t we have learned that from the 
British. tu whom we are superior in everything : 
and [ d have your majesty to know, that in the art 
of whipping the world, we have no need of any 
French lessons. If your reglars jines General 
Wasliacton, tis to larn from Aim how Britishers 
are liek, for I’m blest if yu know the way yet.” 

Tatua said, “ Ugh,’ and gave a rattle with the 
butt of tis carabine, which made the timid monarch 
start; the eyes of the lovely Antoinette flashed fire, 
but it played round the head of the dauntless A mer- 
ican envoy harmless as the lightning which he knew 
how to conjure away. 

The king fumbled in his pocket, and pulled out a 
Cross of the Order of the Bath. ‘* Your excellency 
wears no honor,” the monarch said; ‘but Tatua, 
who is not a subject, only an ally of the United 
States, may. Noble Tatua, I appoint you Knight 
Companion of my noble Order of the Bath. Wear 
this cross upon your breast in memory of Louis of 
France ;’’ and the king held out the decoration to 
the chief. 

Up to that moment the chiefs countenance had 
been impassible. No look either of admiration or 
dislike had appeared upon that grim and war-painted 
visage. But now, as Louis spoke, Tatua’s face 
assumed a glance of ineffable scorn, as, bending his 
head, he took the bauble. 

‘Į will give it to one of my squaws,’’ he said. 


ROUND TOP, IN 


“The papooses in my lodge will play with it. 
Come, Medicine, Tatua will go and drink fire- 
water ;’’ and, shouldering his carabine, he turned 
his broad back without ceremony upon the monarch 
and his train, and disappeared down one of the 
walks of the garden. Franklin found him when his 
own interview with the French chief magistrate was 
over, being attracted to the spot where the chief 
was, by the crack of his well-known rifle. He was 
laughing in his quiet way. He had shot the colonel 
of the Swiss guards through his cockade. 

Three days afterwards, as the gallant frigate, the 
Repudiator, was sailing out of Brest harbor, the 
gigantic form of an Indian might be seen standing 
on the binnacle in conversation with Commodore 
Bowie, the commander of the noble ship. It was 
Tatua, the chief of the Nose-rings.— Punch. 


Correspondence of the Evening Post. 
ROUND TOP, IN THE HIGHLANDS. 


Mr. Eniror—Your correspondents have, at va- 
rious times, called the attention of your readers to 
the wild scenery of the Catskills, until the view 
from the Mountain House, the Falls of the Katers- 
kill, and the Clove, are familiar to all. But these 
writers seem to have neglected entirely the magnifi- 
cent panorama displayed from the summit of Round 
Top, and which embraces within its circuit more 
varied attractions than can elsewhere be seen in the 
eastern states. ‘To remind the lovers of mountain 
climbing that there is such a mountain, and that its 
summit is as accessible as many another whence vastly 
inferior views are considered as richly repaying the 
toil of climbing, I have ventured to solicit a little 
space in your coluinns. 

And here let me remark, that of the two peaks 
which are observed from the river to tower loftily 
above their fellows, and which are contiguous, the 
front one is properly denominated Round ‘l’op—the 
other being High Peak. The former is about two 
hundred feet the higher, and is 3800 feet above the 
river. By the country people, High Peak is known 
as Round Top, and Round Top as the Bluff, from 
the bold front towards the river. The elevation of 
the Mountain House is but about 2200 feet. 


It was upon Monday, the 4th of this present 


month, and one of the loveliest days of the season, 
that two of us were riding up the valley of the 
Schoharie Kill towards the base of the mountain. 
A “ white-frost’’? had fallen the preceding might, 
and, as usual after this visitant, the sky was un- 
clouded, and the sun looked through an atmosphere 
entirely free from mist and vapor upon the gorgeous 
covering of these autumnal forests, and upon the 
delicate frost-work that overspread the valley, coat- 
ing rock and herb with a garb of diamonds. 

By ten o'clock we had arrived at the head of the 
Plattekill Clove, upon the southern side of the 
mountain, and here we left our horses under the 
care of a good-natured Dutch farmer, and girded us 
to the ascent. We were still a mile from the base, 
and the summit was perhaps one thousand feet 
_ above the road. The western slope of the moun- 
tain appeared much the easier of ascent, and we 
shaped our course thither; but after a half hour's 
walk through the forest, during which time we had 
not been able to catch a glimpse of the summit 
through the dense tree-tops, we found ourselves 
unexpectedly upon the eastern side, and beneath 
formidable precipices that almost inclined us to turn 
back and attempt some other passage. Our walk 
thus far had not been unattended with exertion, al- 
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though the ground had been comparatively level, 
for tangled balsams and low bushes had much im- 
peded our progress. 

But as we began to climb the rocks seemed to 
lose their sternness, and friendly passages opened 
everywhere. From the first ledge a view far more 
extensive than that from the Mountain House 
greeted us, and we could follow the Hudson 
through a course of more than seventy miles. 
Continuing on, the climbing became more and more 
easy, and upon the top of every prominent rock 
that lay in our course we lingered awhile to delight 
in the rapidly expanding scene below. Every step 
opened a wider horizon. Soon we were upon a 
level with the range of mountains to the south; 
another climb disclosed a bold range still to the 
south of these, and at last we stood upon the sum- 
mit, and looked down, with what emotions may be 
imagined, upon the great valley of the Hudson, 
tracing the misty water from Albany to West Point, 
and noting well the cities and villages that studded 
its borders, and the silent craft that dotted its sur- 
face. 

Far to the north, the horizon was confused with 
the outlines of the Helderberg mountains, which 
seemed to join hands with the lofty peaks of Ver- 
mont. These were lost, in their turn, in the gentle 
outline of the range of Tahkonic that sweep 
through Massachusetts and Connecticut, disappear- 
ing in the distance of the south. Below, mountain 
and hill seemed reduced to the same level, and the 
whole expanse, chequered with wood and field, and 
threaded by tiny streams, was smiling in the Octo- 
ber sun. 

The summit covers an extent of two or three 
acres, and is heavily timbered with tall white 
spruces. Hence, there is no point from which the 
whole circular horizon can be seen at once, and for 
a western view we must look out some other posi- 
tion. 

The ground was covered with long green moss, 
closely enveloping rock and fallen branch. Here 
and there we noticed the holes of the squirrels, and 
about them were piled scraps of spruce cones. As 
no nuts are found upon these mountains, excepting, 
occasionally, beech-nuts, the red squirrels are forced 
to look for some other means of subsistence, and in 
the seeds of these spruce cones evidently find a 
good substitute. Sometimes we heard the faint 
whisper of the blue snow-bird, or the lively note of 
the tomtit, as thcy were moving hurriedly through 
the branches ; but elsewise, all was still as death. 

Upon the western side we found no prominent 
rock whence we could look above the tree-tops, 
and for this purpose climbed one of the tall spruces. 
The scene from this was perhaps more magnificent 
than that from the bluff, for beneath us Jay spread 
the whole range of the Catskills, ninety distinct 
peaks, of every conceivable mountain shape. Far 
to the west they stood in ragged relief apainst the 
sky, clothed in intensest blue. Coming eastward, 
this color varied its shade with every separate peak, 
until gradually it began to mingle with the painted 
hues of autumn, and at last we could distinguish 
the yellow of the beech and the elm, the fiery glare 
of the soft maple, and: the gloomy green of the 
hemlock. .—-_—s.—_... <= 

Down the immediate valley;-the Schoharie Kill, 
one of the loveliest streams that ever wandered from 
a mountain home, threw tewards us its gleam of 
silver in the declining sun ; and towards the north 
we admired the quiet little lakes that are embow- 
ered in the forests near the Mouutain House. 


THE HIGHLANDS. 
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If a tower were built upon the summit of Round 
Top, of such a height as to overlook the trees, a 
circle of more than one hundred miles diameter 
would delight the traveller. The expense of such 
a tower would be trifling, not more than one hun- 
dred dollars, for the spruces that grow so luxuri- į 
antly in the vicinity would furnish abundant material. 
The students of Wiliams’ College, a few od 
since, erected a Jog building upon the top of Grey- 
lock, to the height of thirty feet, and upon this ele- 
vated a steeple some thirty more, from which 
thousands of tourists have enjoyed the most en- 
chanting view in Massachusetts. One man, in less 
than one week, could cut a path from the ‘summit 
of Round Top to some one of the numerous roads 
that lead towards the Mountain House, and such an 
one, probably, as horses could ascend. 

Why will not the enterprising proprietor of the 
Mountain House see to this, the coming season? | 
The gratitude of thousands that yearly” visit the 
Catskills, and more solid expressions than gratitude, 
will richly repay him. 

I might speak of our descent, and of the wild 
cascades, and the awful chasm of the Plattekill 
Clove—the wildest Clove of the-Catskills—and I 
might say a word for the good lady who lives at the 
head of that Clove, and who delights to welcome | 
the wayfaring and hungry mountain climber—but I 
have done my errand, and I trust that others will 


take heed, and learn of these attractions for them- 


|the Merchant, 
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NEW BOOKS AND REPRINTS. 


Mr. Charles H. Peirce has sent us a beautiful 
volume,—Poetry of Life, by Wilham B. ‘Tappan,— 
from which we shall be able occasionally to give a 
page to our readers. We are conscious that our 
estimate of Mr. Tappan’s poctical powers is not im- 
partial—(and should be sorry if it were, after know- 
ing him as‘a man and as a Christian for many years) 
—but we always open a volume from his hand with 
great pleasure. And such is the judgment of the 
Christian public. Many of his hymns have been 
incorporated into collections for public worship, and 
will be sung after all now living voices are silent. 

Messrs. Saxton & Kelt are publishing, in month- 
ly numbers, in a quarto form, a very useful work, 
at three dollars a year, called ‘The American Archi- 
tect, comprising Original Designs of Country Resi- 
dences, adapted to the taste and circumstances of 
the Farmer, and the Mechanic. 
Each number ‘contains a House; with views, ele- 
vations, ground plan, and ornamental work, in 
several plates; with an estimate of the cost and 
specifications of the carpenter and mason. And 
this is so carefully and particularly done as to be 
of great service to any one who is about to build. 
He may make his contract with the builder from it, 
and for the few cents which a No. will cost may 
save hundreds of dollars. We receive this work 
with much pleasure. 


é 


E. Litrert & Co., at No. 165 Tremont St., Boston. 
Price 124 cents a number, or six dollars a year in advance. 
Remittances for any period will be thankfully received 
arid promptly attended to. To insure regularity in mail- 
ing the work, remittances and orders should be addressed 
to the office of publication as above. 

Twenty dollars will pay Tor 4 copies for a year. 

Compete sets to the end of 1546, making eleven 
large volumes, are for sale, neatly bound in cloth, for 


selves. W. H. E. 
CONTENTS OF No. 182. 

1. The Skating Regiment, . . . e e e . . « Chambers’ Journal, . . . . 2AL 

2. Holy Week in Lima, . . 2 e. a... e . > . . Journalof Commerce, . . . 242 
_3. The Two Sisters, . . . 2. ©. e © e e e ~ + Chambers’ Journal, . . . . 243 
4. Ocean Penny Postage, © s e 2 2 6 2 e i ar . . 249 

5. Pasquin, . . i wh pees 16 ce es Se. ee e s ii . > . 25L 

6. The Nervous System, A EREE ee ee ee oe Sk Spe te ee SSS 

7. Genius and Writings of Leigh Hunt, e... >. à Manchester Frawtns, . . . 254 

8. The Gnat Family, . . e a 2. 2 e e ee N Chambers’ Journe’, . . . . 255 

9. Philosophy for Farmers, . . E mo Sy an : Sage 28, wey es ven Dow 
10. English Opinions of the Armistice, A ee ee ee ae Times, gig n N 259 
11. The Maiden Aunt—chap. ni. . . E a ee ee Sharpe’ s Maga: Bie a oa. A 261 
12. Colonizing Capacities of New Brunswiok, > + + « « Spectator, TE : 272 
13. Antwerp—Dancing and Society, . . . . . ` s: A : 974 
14. Wolcott's Washington and Adams, . . . ... . se Ln he Gece: ee ee 276 
15. Insolence of Servility, © a. 0. . 6 ee ee ee a a ee ae Ge ge REO 
16. Bottle-Imp of Ireland, . . S. we Ses Bi Be se et a s Bo d A e 5 ORT 
17. History of the Bank of Faraid: o ae ee ee e h s woe een ww) DRQ 
18. Round Top in the Highlands, . . . . T . Evening Post,. ©.. .. 7 

Poretry.—Flight with Louis Philippe, 273. 
Scraprs.—Short Measure in England, 249; Bank of England, 250; The bik Act, 280; 
Emigration and Home Colonization ; Stars and Stripes, 285. 
The Living Ace is published erery Saturday, by | twenty dollars, or two dollars cxi. ta sepurate volumes. 


Any numbers may be had 11 |”! 
Acencies.—The publishers aro estrous of making 
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arrangements in all parts of “soit Aanecics for increas- 
ing the circnlation of this eo avd for doing this a 
liberal commission will be is voto venut'emen whe will 
interest themselves in the% oes. bretir must be un- 
derstood that in all cases pasion oe cevanve is expected. 
The price of the work iss: e» 1°. vec nnot afford to 
incur either risk or expense 1.0 os iton of debts, 
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From the Christian Observer, (by T. H. Horne.) 
HISTORICAL NOTICES OF PSALMODY. 
SECTION I.—-CHURCH OF ENGLAND PSALMODY. 


I. Bishop Coverpate’s Version of certain Psalms. 
—If. The ‘‘Old Version of the Psalms, exe- 
cuted by STERNHOLD, Hopkins, and others.— 
Il. The ** New Version” of Tare and Brapy. 
—IV. Introduction of Hymns into the Services 
of the Church of England.—V. Metrical Ver- 
sions of the Psalms in the Welsh, Manz, Irish, 
Mohawk, and Muncey Languages. 


Durine the long and disastrous period emphat- 
ically termed ‘‘ the dark ages,’ when ignorance 
and superstition generally prevailed in the west of 
Kurope, the singing of the praises of God was a 
part of divine worship from which the people were 
debarred. Not only were the words which were 
actually sung, composed in a language unknown 
to the great mass of the people; but the music 
was so complex that no one could bear a part in it, 
unless they had studied it scientifically. But at 
the reformation from the unscriptural and anti- 
scriptural errors and practices of popery in the 
sixteenth century, the singing of psalms and 
hymns was revived and revindicated to the people, 
among the means of grace of which Christendom 


in order to give the ‘‘ youth of England some 
occasion to change their foul and corrupt ballads 
into sweet songs and spiritual hymns of God’s 
honor, and for their own consolation in him.’’* 
The psalms thus versified by Bishop Coverdale 
were 2, 11, 13, 24, 45, 50, 67, 123. 127, 129, 
(130 of our numeration,) 133, 136, and 147. 

§ II. The “Old Version” of the Psalms.—The 
next attempt to versify the psalms in English 
was made by Thomas Sternhold, Groom of the 
Robes to King Henry VIII. aud to King Edward 
VI., in whose name nincteen psalms were printed 
by Edward Whitchurch without date, but most 
probably in 1549, entitled ‘‘Certayne Psalmes. 
chosen out of the Psalter of David and drawen into. 
English Metre by Thomas Sternhold grome of y® 
Kynges Majesties Rovbes.’"f A second edition, 
containing thirty-seven ‘t Psalmes of David drawen 
into English Metre by Thomas Sternhold,’’ with 
seven additional psalms translated by John Hop- 
kins, was “Imprinted at London by Edward 
Whitchurche anno Domini 1551.” in 16mo.,f 
‘¢ Four score and seven Psalmes of David in Eng- 
lish metre by Thomas Sternhold and others,” were: 
published without dite, but most probably in 1561 :§ 
and in 1563 appeared the first complete edition of 
this version, entitled ‘‘The VVhole Boke of 


had been deprived by papal tyranny and usurpa- | Psalmes collected into English Metre by ‘Thomas 


tion: and metrical translations of the Book of 
Psalms were composed and printed in the several 
vernacular languages of Europe. 

$I. Bishop Coverpate’s Version of certain 
Psalms.— The carliest known attempt at render- 
ing the Psalms into English verse, for the purpose 
of being sung,* is that of the venerable confessor 
for the gospel, Myles Coverdale, Bishop of Exeter 
during the reign of King Edward VI.; whose 
“ Goostly Psalmes and Spirituall Songes drawen 
out of the Holy Scripture,” were published, prob- 
ably in 1538 and certainly before 1539 ; since they 
are inserted in a catalogue of books forbidden to 
be read, which is annexed to injunctions issued by 
Henry VIII. in 1539.+ The first verse of each 
psalm is accompanied by musical notes, which evi- 
dently show that they were designed to be sung : 
and Coverdale states in his preface, that he had 
* set out certain comfortable songs grounded on 
God’s word, and taken some out of the Holy 
Scripture, specially out of the psalms of David,” 

* Mr. Wilmot Marsh has printed metrical versions of 
some ecclesiastical hymns, and of the twenty-third, hun- 
dredth, and hundred and twenty-third psalms, in pp. 5— 
10 of “ Biblical Versions of Devout Hymnus,” (London, 
1345, 8vo.,) which were executed in the thirteeth and 
fourteenth centuries, These versions do not appear to 
have been made with the design of being sung ; biit they 
are valuable, as being specimens of the English language 
in those centuries. 

t Remains of Myles Coverdal 
533.—(Parker Society's Edition. 

CLXXXIII. LIVING AGE. 


e, Bishop of Exeter, p. 
Cambridge. 1846. 8yo.) 
VOL. xv. 19 


Sternhold, J. Hopkins, and others : conferred with 
the Ebrue, with apt Notes to synge them withall. 
Faithfully perused and alowed according to the 
order appointed in the Queenes Maiesties Injunc- 
tions. . Imprinted at London by Iohn Day 
dwelling over Aldersgate benethe faint. Martins. 
Cum gratia et privilegio Regie Majestatis, per 
Septennium an. 1563.” 4to.| 

Of the complete version of the hundred and fifty 
psalms thus published, on weighing the best au- 
thorities, we may assign forty-three to Thomas 
Sternhold ; fifty-seven to John Hopkins; twenty- 
five to Thomas Norton, barrister-at-law, and a 
coadjutor of Lord Buckhurst in the composition of 
the tragedy of ‘‘ Gorboduc ;”° twelve to William 
Whittyngham, afterwards Dean of Durham; and 
as many by William Kethe,@] both of whom were 
exiles during the Marian persecution ; one by John: 


* Ibid., p. 538. . S 

t Dibdin’s Typographical Antiquities. Vol. iii., pp. 
494—499. , a 

t Ibid., vol. iii., p. 498. A Bibliographical Description 
of these thirty-seven Psalms is given in Sir S. E 
Brydges’ Censura Literaria. Vol. x., pp. 4—6. 

ensura Literaria. Vol. x., pp. 6—10. 

{| Bibles, Testaments, Psalms, and other books of Holy 
Scripture in English, in the collection of Lea Wilson, 
Esg. . 231. (London. 1845.) 

Kethe is said to have translated twenty-five psalms, 
of which only twelve were retained by Hopkins in the 
edition of 1563, which is the basis of all subseqaent edi- 
tions. 
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Pullain, Archdeacon of Colchester,* and one (the 
second or supplementary version of the hundred 
and twenty-fifth psalm) by Robert Wisdom. 

As it was no difficult task to prevail upon the 
people of England to prefer plain psalmody, in 
which they could easily join, to that intricate 
music which was too refined and scientific for 
their taste and comprehension, congregational sing- 
ing gradually found its way into parish churches, 
although it was not recognized in the rubrics of 
the editions of the Book of Common Prayer ; prob- 
ably in consequence of the permission given by the 
statute 2 and 3 Edw. VI., c.i., 7, ‘‘ to use openly 
any psalm or prayer taken out of the Bible, at any 
due time, not letting or omitting thereby the ser- 
wiee, or aay part thereof.” 

On the aecession of Queen Elizabeth to the 
throne in 1558, she found it politic to connive at, 
if not te permit, the practice of psalmody. One 
of her injunctions to the elergy, issued in 1559, 
(whieh was primarily designed ‘‘ for the encour- 
agement and continuance of the use of singing” 
[cathedra] music] . . in divers collegiat as 
well as some parish churches” which had endow- 
ments ‘ for the maintenance of men and children 
for singing in the church,’’) contains a saving 
clause in favor of “an hymn or such like song 
. . .» in the beginning or in the end of common 
prayer.” t Although this injunction had no legal 
force after the death of Queen Elizabeth, not hav- 
ing been renewed by any subsequent sovereign, it 
has generally been considered as a concession in 
favor of metrical psalmody. It is, however, cer- 
tain, that metrical psalmody was introduced into 
the Church of England, either by permission or 
by tacit connivance ; since the accurate ecclesias- 
tical historian, Strype, states that in the month of 
September, 1559, ‘‘ began the new morning prayer 
at St. Antholin’s, London, the bell beginning to 
ring at five; when a psalm was sung after the 
‚Geneva fashion, ALL the congregation, men, women, 
and boys singing together.” $ 

« 1559-60. March the 3d.—Grindal, the new 
Bishop of London, preached at St. Paul’s Cross 
in his rochet and chimere; the mayor and alder- 
men present, and a great auditory. And after 
germon a psalm was sung, (which was the common 
practice of the reformed churches abroad,) wherein 
the people also joined their voices.’’ 

“ 1559-60. March the 17th.—Mr. Veron, a 
Frenchman by birth, preached at St. Paul’s Cross, 
before the mayor and aldermen : and after sermon, 


* Pullain “supplied two psalms for some of the earlier 
impressions ; but only one (the hundred and forty-eighth) 
has heen suffered to stand in the general collection.”— 
Drake’s Harp of Judah, vol. i., pp. xiii. xiv. 

t “ Nevertheless, for the comforting of such as delight 
in musick, it may be permitted, that in the beginning or 
at the end of common prayer, either at morning or even- 
ing, there may he sung a hymn, or such like song, to the 
praise of Almighty God, in the best melody and musick 
that may be devised, having respect that the sentence of 
the hymn may be understood and perceived.” —Bp. Spar- 
row’s Collection of Articles, Injunctions, &., p. 75. Lon- 
don, 1671. 4to. 

t Strype’s Annals of the Reformation. Vol. i., p. 134. 
London, 1725. 

§ Ibid. Vol. i., p. 198. 


HISTORICAL NOTICES OF PSALMODY. 


they sung, ALL in common, a psalm in metre, as it 
seems now was frequently done, the custom having 
been brought from abroad by the exiles.’’* 

The following extract of a letter from Dr. 
Jewel, Bishop of Salisbury, to Peter Martyr, 
dated March 5th, 1560, confirms the fact related 
by Strype—‘ Religion is now somewhat more 
established than it was. The people are every- 
where exceedingly inclined to the better part. The 
practice of joining in church music has very match 
conduced to this. For as soon as they had once 
commenced singing in public, in only one litth 
church in London, f immediately not only the 
churches in the neighborhood, but even the towns 
far distant, began to vie with each other in the 
same practice. You may now sometimes see at 
Paul's Cross, after the service, six thousand per- 
sons old and young of both sexes, aLr singing to- 
gether and praising God.’’f 

The version of the psalms by Sternhold and his 
associates, which had thus been introduced by the 
royal allowance, was further sanctioned by the 
convocation of the clergy of the Church of Eng- 
land, at their second session, held Jan. 13, 1562-63, 
in the Cathedral of St. Paul, before Archbishop 
Grindal and other bishops; when the hymn, 
‘t Veni Oreator,” and the psalm “Beatus Vir,” 
were sung.§ As no prose translation of that hyma 
is extant in English, the hymn sung in that con- 
vocation must have been the metrical version of it, 
which is found in the ‘‘ Form of ordering Priests 
in the first and second liturgies of King Edward 
VI.” And the psalm must have been the first 
metrical psalm in Sternhold's version, to which the 
words ‘‘Beatus Vir” are prefixed in the Latin Vul- 
gate ; as they had long before been prefixed to the 
same psalm in the old prose English translation 
which is still retained in the Book of Common 
Prayer. 

Although several metrical versions of the Psalms 
were published with the royal license in the six. 
teenth and seventeenth centuries, the ‘* Old Ver. 


* Ibid. Vaol. i., a 

t St. Antholin’s, Wading Street.—T. H. H. 

t“ The Zurich Letters, comprising the correspondence 
of several English Bishops, and others, with some of the 
Helvetian Reformers.” p. 71.—(Parker Society’s Ed. 
Cambridge, 1842. 8vo.) 

§ “Decantata fvit per ministros ecclesie Letania in 
sermone vulgari (juxta morem et ritum in libro nuncu- 
pato, The Book of Common Prayer, &c., descriptum :) 
qua finitå, ac Hymno Veni Creator, &c., per ministros 
ejusdem ecclesiœ solemniter decantato, magister Wilhel- 
mus Daye S. T. B. &c., suggestam in medio chori positum 
ingressus fuit, ac ibidem concionem Latinam, stilo ve- 
nusto, ad patres et clerum præsentes habuit. Finita vero 
concione, ac Psalmo primo (Beatus Vir,&c.) in sermone 
vulgari decantato, AE fuit sacra communio.” Ex- 
tract from the Acts of the Convocation held in 1562, 
printed in the Appendix to [Mr., afterwards Bishop, Gih- 
son’s] “ Synodus Anglicana; or, the Constitution and 

ings of an English Convocation, pp. 194, 195.°? 
(London, 1702. 8vo.) 

That appendix, among other documents, contains the 
proceedings of the Convovation held in 1562, copied from 
the original manuscript registers. 

(| “The Two Liturgies, a. D. 1549, and a. D. 1552, with 
other documents set forth by authority in the reign of 
King Edward VI.” pp. 172—174, and 342, 343—( Parker 
Society’s Edition. Ee nbridge, 1814. Bvo.) 

T The metrical versions referred to are these :—1. Of 
Archhishop Parker, published anonymously about the 
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Sion” continued to be used in churches until after 
the restoration ; notwithstanding the efforts made 
during the rebcllion, to recommend the introduc- 
tion and adoption of the metrical versions published 
by William Barton and Francis Rous; and also 
of Barton’s revision of Rous’ version made under 
the authority of the Presbyterian Church of Scot- 
land. (See a notice of these versions in p. 296, 
infra.) The best proef, indeed, of the popularity 
of the ‘‘ Qld Version” among the. English nation, 
is to be found in the fact, that upwards of thirty 
editions of it are known to have been published 
between the years 1601 and 1650.* 

$ II. The‘ New Version” of the Psalms.— 
The ‘‘ Old Version” of the Psalms fell gradually 
into disuse after the publication of ‘ A New Ver- 
sion of the Psalms of David, fitted to the Tunes 
used in Churches. By Nahum Tate and Nicholas 
Brady. London, 1696, in duodecimo. It was 
preceded by a specimen, ‘‘ priated for the Company 
of Stationers”? in 1695, also in duodecimo, and 
entitled “An Essay of a New Version of the 
Psalms of David, consisting of the first Twenty ; 
fitted to the Tunes used in Churches.” This 
4 new version’’ was introduced to the public under 
the sanction of an order ia privy council, by King 
William IlI., dated December 3, 1698; which 
has been printed at length in all succeeding edi- 
tions, though it has had ro legal authority what- 
ever since his decease ; and by which his majesty 
ordered, ‘‘ that the said new version of the psalms 
into English metre be, and the same is hereby 
allowed and permitted to be, used in all such 
churches, chapels, and congregations, as shall think 
fit to receive the same.” 

Although a ‘‘ second edition, corrected,” was 
printed in 1698, the New Version encountered 
much severe and (it must row be admitted) not 
unmerited animadversion : in consequence of which 
there was published in the same year, “A Breif 
{brief} and Full Account of Mr. Tate and Mr. 
Brady’s New Version of the Psalms. By a Truc 
Son of the Church of England.” This (now very 
rare) tract contains an account of the origin and 
progress of their work, fram which the following 
particulars are selected. 

Though the design of undertaking a new ver- 
sion originated with Messieurs Tate and Brady, 
who proposed it ‘‘ between themselves,” 


ear 1560;—2. Of Henry Dod, 1603 ;—3. Of George 
ither, 1623 ;—4. Of King James I., 1631 ;—and 5. Of 
George Sandys, 1636. Interesting critical notices of these 
versions are given by Dr. Drake, in the Introduction to 
his elegant selection of Versions of the Book of Psalms, 
entitled “The Harp of Judah, or the Songs of Sion . .. 
including the choicest Paraphrases, Imitations, and Poet- 
ical Iitustrations of the Psalms of David;’’ (London, 
1837, 2 vols. 8vo;) and also by Mr. Holland, in his val- 
uable and accurate work, entitled “The Psalmists of 
Britain. Records, biographical and literary, of upwards 
of one hundred and fifty authors, who have rendered the 
whole or parts of the Book of Psalms into English Verse, 
with specimens of the different versions.” (London, 1843. 
2 vols. 8vo.) 

* Mr. Lea Wilson has enumerated, and concisely 
described in chronological order, more than thirty edi- 
tions, printed between 1601 and 1650, in his catalogue of 
Bibles, Testaments, &c., in his possession. 
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“in a little time it was communicated, and as 
speedily receiv’d and nourish’d by persons of the 
highest rank and principal authority in the nation 
in the Church and State.’’* “ When the 
work was finished, and had passed the censure of 
his Grace the Archbishop,” [Dr. Tillotson,] “ and 
several more of his brethren the Rt. Rev. Prelates, 
a petition was presented to his Majesty” [William 
Iif.] “in council, for allowing the liberty of a 
public reception of it in all churches, chappels, and 
congregations ;”’ which petition was accordingly 
granted.f That no caution might be omitted for 
bringing this work to maturity and perfection, the 
translators ‘‘ invite all their friends, both in city and 
country, to supervise and correct what was amiss.’ 
“After it had thus been corrected by the Bishops, 
and the Translators’ friends,” and had “ gain’d a 
publick approbation by his Majesty’s Royal Indul. 
gence,’ it was adopted first in the churches of 
London and its vicinity, principally through the 
recommendation of Bishop Compton :|| and subse- 
quently it was pradually received throughout Eng- 
land, in consequence of the further recommenda- 
tions of it by the Archbishop of York, and other 
bishops. 

Qne of the most strenuous antagonists of the 
“ New Version of the Psalms of David” was Dr. 
William Beveridge, afterwards Bishop of St. 
Asaph, whose ‘‘ Defence of the Book of Psalms, 
collected inte English Metre by Thomas Sternhold, 
John Hopkins, and others, with critical observa- 
tions on the late New Version compared with the 
Old,” appears from internal evidence to have been 
written between the ycars 1698 and 1700: though 
it was not published until the year 1710, nearly, 
if not quite, three years after Bishop Beveridge’s 
decease.** This tract, however, seems to have 
produced but little permanent effect, as the ‘‘ New 
Version” in no long time was generally adopted 
in consequence of the royal and episcopal sanctions 
which it had received. 

““The pervading defect” of this version ‘‘ is 
that of tameness and monotony of execution, 
though there are a few beautiful exceptions to 
this censure ;”’ff and the fifteenth psalm, the first 
four verses of the twenty-third, the twenty-fourth, 
the thirty-fourth, ninety-third, hundredth, (per 
haps,) hundred and first, hundred and eighth 
psalms, verses 69, 72, 166—175 of the hundred 
and nineteenth psalm, the hundred and twenty- 

* “ Breif and Full Account,” &c., p. 4. 

t Ihid., p. 6. t lbid., p. 7. § Ihid., p. 9. 

|| Bishop Compton’s recommendation of the New Ver- 
sion is dated May 23rd, 1698, in which he thus expressed 
himself .—-“I find it a work done with so much Judgment 
and ingenuity, that I am persuaded it may take off that 
unhappy objection that has hitherto lain against the . 
singing psalms, and dispose that part of divine service 
to much more devotion. And I do heartily recommend 
the use of this version to all my brethren within my dio- 
cese.” —Extract from Bishop Compton’s Recommendation 
prefixed to the folio edition of the New Version, printed 
at the Pitt Press of the University of Cambridge in 1843. 

T “ Breif and Full Account,” &c., p. 13. 

** Bishop Beveridge’s “ Defence ” of the Old Version is 
printed in the first volume of his collected works. pp. 


611—662. London, 1824. 8v0. 
tt Dr. Drake’s Harp of Judah. Vol. i., p. xxix. 
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fifth, hundred and thirty-ninth, (perhaps,) and the 
hundred and fiftieth psalms, may be indicated as 
favorable specimens, combining accuracy of ren- 
dering with the true spirit of sacred poetry.* 

In no long time after the publication of the 
“ New Version of the Psalms,” it was found 
necessary to have a supplement, ‘‘ containing the 
usual Hymns, Creed, Lord's Prayer, &c., with the 
Church Tunes.” Accordingly, Messrs. ‘Tate and 
Brady in 1703 petitioned Queen Anne for ‘ her 
majesty’s allowance of the said Supplement ;”’ 
whereupon ‘‘her majesty, taking the same into 
her royal consideration,’ on the 30th of July, 
1703, was ‘‘ pleased to order in council that the 
said supplement to the said New Version of the 
Psalms be, and the same is hereby allowed and 
permitted to be, used in all such churches, chap- 
als, and congregations as shall think fit to receive 
the same.’’t 

The ‘‘ Supplement” thus ‘‘ allowed and permit- 
ted,” was published accordingly ; and a selection 
of hymns taken from it has received the highest 
ecclesiastical sanction; having been published for 
considerably more than a century by the Society 
for promoting Christian Knowledge, of whose 
committees all the English bishops are ez officio 
members. 

The ‘* New Version” of Tate and Brady is now 
used in most of the churches in England and in 
Ireland, as well as in the chapels of the Episcopal 
communion in Scotland, and in the British colo- 
nies.§ It has also been adopted by the Protestant 
Episcopal Church in the United States of America. 

As the order in council of King William II., 
recommending the use of the ‘‘ New Version” by 
such congregations as should think fit to receive 


* Althouch the version of Tate and Brady, being de- 
signed for the use of members of the Church of England, 
was not adopted by the dissenters of that day, it may 
gratify the reader to peruse the following incidental testi- 
mony tò its value by the learned and pious Matthew 
Henry. Ina postscript to the preface of the third edition 
of his “Family Hymns gathered mostly out of the Trans- 
lations of David's Psalms,” {by Bishop King, Mr. Barton, 
Mr. Smith, Dr. Ford, Dr. John Patrick, and Mr. Baxter, | 
he says:—“ I thought it might be acceptable to make 
large additions, in which I must own myself to have bor- 
rywed some lines from the excellent rerston of the psalins 
done by Mr. Tate, which was not published when this 
collection was first made.” —M. Henry’s Miscellaneous 
Works, p. 706. London, 1839. 8vo. 

t Bp. Mant’s “ History of the Church of Ireland from 
the revolution to the union of the Chorches of England 
and Ireland in 1801, pp. 260. 261; where the whole of 
tne above cited order in council is printed from the min- 
ute-books of the Privy Council. 

t The “Hymns taken from the Supplement to Tate 
and Brady's Psalms,” form No. 43 of the Religious 
Tracts dispersed by the Society for promoting Christian 
Knowledge. 

§ In 133t was published at Barbados in 18mo, “A 
Selection of Psalms and Hymns from the Authorized Met- 
rical Versions of the Psalms of David, and from the 
Hyinns annexed to the Book of Common Prayer, with 
appropriate Tunes, Recommended [it is presumed hy 
the Rt. Rev. Dr. W. H. Coleridge, at that time Bishop 
af Barbados] for the use of the Cathedral and other 
churches and chapels in the Diocese of Barbados and the 
Leeward Islands.” Among the hymns in this selection, 
are Bishop Ken's well-known evening hymn, and the 
beautiful and devotional hymn on the Lord's Supper— 
“My God! and is thy table spread, &c.,” composed by 
the learned and pious Dr. Doddridge. 
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it, was legally in force only during his reign, the 
subscquent continued use of it, to the present 
time, may be accounted for by the two following 
facts, Viz. : 

1. The New Version is intelligible throughout. 

Some portions of it (as already stated) are exe- 
cuted with great felicity, though others are tame, 
and much inferior to parts of the ‘* Old Version”? 
executed by Sternhold, Hopkins, and others: the 
style of which last has now become so obsolete, 
as to be no longer tolerated as a whole. Yet 
every one who candidly examines that version will 
allow that its ‘‘diction has not unfrequently 3 
liquid sweetness and generally a force and grand- 
eur, the effect of which is mueh increased by its 
simplicity.”’* 

2. Almost ever since its first publication, the 
New Version has been (as indeed # still is) bound 
up with nearly every edition of the Book of Com- 
mon Prayer, in consequence of its having become 
the property of the Stationers’ Company, by whom 
—until of late years—it has almost exclusively 
been published. 

By a very long deed, dated December 3d, 1696, 
(a copious abstract of which is printed in the 
Gentleman’s Magazine for the year 1822,)+ Messrs. 
Tate and Brady ‘entered into partnership with 
the Stationers’ Company for printing the New 
Version of the Psalms; the copyright being 
‘divided into three great allotments of eighty 
shares each,’ and the articles of agreement giving 
the option of the purchase to one of the three 
parties.” The property has long been in the hands 
of the Stationers’ Company.f 

$ IV. Modern Introduction of Hymns into the 
Church of England.—Highly valuable as the com- 
positions of the sweet Psalmist of Israel confessedly 
are, as supplying the most considerable as well as 
most nnportant materials for sacred and ecclesias- 
tical music, and answering purposes which no 
uninspired compositions can answer; yet it has 
been Jeng and generally acknowledged that, to a 
Christian congregation, something is yet wanting 
in this department of public worship, which (as 
the present Bishop of Durham) has truly observed) 
“in addition to the holy effusions of the Old Tes- 
tament, may convey that clearer view of God's 
dispensations, those astonishing hopes and consol- 
ing promises, which are supplied by the inspired 
penmen of the New. For, although, in sublime 
descriptions of the Almighty, in eamestness of 
supplication, and in warmth of adoration, the royal 
psalmist must ever stand unrivalled ; yet his knowl- 
edge of divine things was necessarily incomplete, 
because the ‘day-spring’ had not yet dawned 
from on high. (Luke i. 78.) Even under the 
influence of prophetic inspiration, David saw bur 
as through a glass, darkly, the saving truths of 


* Rev. R. Kennedy’s Thoughts on the Music and 
Words of Psalmody, p. 65. 

t Gent. Maz. Vol. xcii. Part ii. 

+ Holland's Psalmists of Britain. 

§ The Rt. Rev. Dr. Maltby, 
to a Collection of Psalms and 
Dr. M. was vicar of Buckden. 


. 414, 

ol. ii., p. 104. 

. ix. x. of thé Preface 
ymns, published while 
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redemption and salvation. These truths, there- 
fore, taught as they were by our Lord and his 
apostles, and illustrated by the great transactions 
of his life and death, may surely form, in a Chris- 
tian congregation, as fit subjects for devotional 
melodies, as the events of Jewish history, and the 
precepts of the Mosaic law suggested to the Holy 
Psalmist.” 

The want of a Collection of Psalms and Hymns, 
made on this principle, seems to have been felt in 
the middle and latter part of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, when selections appear to have been first 
made. One of the earliest, which the writer of 
these pages has seen, was published at York in 
1774. Other selections were introduced about the 
same time, or perhaps a little earlier, into the 
chapels of the Magdalen, Foundling, and Lock 
Hospitals, and of other benevolent institutions in 
the metropolis: and within the last fifty or sixty 
years, during which increased attention has been 
given to the improvement of church psalmody, 
very numerous collections and selections have been 
published, which are now used in various churches 
and chapels throughout England. 

The sources, from which most of these selec- 
tions are derived, are the ‘‘ Psalms of David imi- 
tated in the language of the New Testament,” 
and the ‘t Hymns” composed by the Rev. Dr. 
Watts, published respectively in 1707 and 1719; 
the Hymns of the Rev. Dr. Doddridge; the 
Hymns published at various times by the Rev. 
Messieurs John and Charles Wesley ; the Olney 
Hymns, composed by William Cowper and the 
Rev. John Newton; and the sacred compositions 
dispersed through the works of the British poets 
of the eighteenth century and of the present time. 

Of the very numerous collections and selections 
of psalms and hymns, now extant, it were invidious 
to specify any as possessing more than ordinary 
claims to preference: but the fact may be stated, 
as showing how much the want of some such 
selections has been felt, that two collections of 
psalms and hymns have been published by cler- 
gymen who have since been raised to the episco- 
pate, viz., 1. By the Rev. Dr. Malthy, (successively 
bishop of Chichester and Durham,) while he was 
vicar of Buckden, in conjunction with the Rev. 
Messieurs R. Tillard, and J. S. Banks, whose 
collection was published under the sanction of 
their diocesan, Bishop Tomline (of Lincoln ;) and 
2. By the Rev. Samuel Wilberforce, M. A. (now 
D. D. and Bishop of Oxford,) while he was rector 
of Brichtstone in the Isle of Wight. 

In 1835 the necessity of having some authorized 
and uniform collection of psalms and hymns for 
the use of members of the Church of England, 
was brought before the committee of the Society 
for promoting Christian Knowledge. According- 
ly, a collection was prepared by a sub-committee, 
and printed. It consisted of one hundred and fif- 
ty psalms, or portions of psalms, and one hundred 
and sixty-one hymns: but some impediment arose, 
so that it was never published.* 

* From private information. 
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$ V. Metrical Versions of the Psalms in the 
Wetsu, Manx, IrntsH, Monawxk, and Muncey 
Languages. 

A Wetsu version of the psalms, by William 
Myddleton, a celebrated bard and navigator, was 
printed at London by Simon Stafford and Thomas 
Salisbury in 1603, 4to;* and another version wis 
made by a celebrated Welsh poet, the Rev. Ed- 
mund Prys, archdeacon of Merioneth, about the 
commencement of the seventeenth century. This 
version was subsequently revised by the Rev. 
Peter Williams, and is now in use throughout the 
principality of Wales.t 

A metrical version of twenty-eight psalms into 
the Manx language was executed in 1761 by the 
Rev. Robert Radcliffe and the Rev. Matthias Cur- 
gey,{ two clergymen of the Isle of Man. <A 
translation of the Book of Psalms in the Erse or 
native Irish language, made by the Rev. Dr. 
M'Leod, Mr. Thaddeus Connellan, the Rev. H. H. 
Beamish, M. A., and Mr. David Murphy, was pub- 
lished at London in 1836.4 

In the edition of the American Indian (or Mo- 
hawk) version of the Book of Common Prayer, 
printed at London in 1787, at the expense of the 
British government, for the use of the Christian 
Indian tribes, the following portions of the psalms 
are translated into the Monawk language, viz., 
the twenty-third, sixty-seventh, hundreth, hundred 
and seventeenth, and the hundred and thirty-fourth 
psalms, with Gloria Patri, the hymn Veni Crea- 
tor, and two hymns on Baptism and the Lord’s 
Supper: and in 1839, ‘‘ A Collection of Psalms 
and Hymns for the use of the Six Indian Nations,” 
was printed at Hamilton, in the Diocese of To- 
ronto, ‘‘ at the expense of the New England Cor- 
poration,” as the society for supporting missions 
to those nations is now termed. It contains the 
psalms just enumerated in English and Mohawk, 
and eighty-one hymns; sixty-eight of which are 
in Mohawk and English, and consist of those most 
generally approved in this country. ‘The remain- 
ing thirteen hymns are in Mohawk only. Among 
them is Bishop Ken’s admirable Evening Hymn, 
rendered into Mohawk verse, in words of one syl- 
lable ; which the devoted clerical missionary to the 
Mohawks, the Rev. Abraham Nelles, in 1844, in- 
formed the writer of these ‘‘ Historical Notices,” 
is sung to Tallis’ well known tune, to which the 
Mohawk verse is eminently adapted. As this 
“ Collection of Psalms and Hymns, for the use of 
the Six Indian Nations,” is by no means a com- 
mon Book in England, the following stanza in 
English and Mohawk will perhaps gratify the 
reader. 

Glory to Thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath thine own Almighty wings. 


* Wood’s Athen. Oxon., vol. 1., col. 648, 9, cd. Bliss. 
Ames’ Typographical Antiquities, p. 435, first edition 
t Holland’s Psalmists of Britain, vol. i, p. 63. 

3 Ibid., p. 67. § Ibid., p. 65. 
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Age Ni yoh wa go men ton, 
Ken wa son dah de a give gon; 


Ni yo men dont ji tyoh swat he 
O me ta gwa te we yen ton. 


In 1847 the Society for promoting Christian 
Knowledge, printed in the language of the Mun- 
ceys, (a tribe of North American Indians,) the 
twenty-third, thirty-second, thirty-fourth, forty- 
second, fifty-first, sixty-seventh, and hundredth 
psalms, with a ‘ Gloria Patri,” at the end of the 
Muncey version of ‘‘ The Morning and Evening 
Prayers, the Administration of the Sacraments, 
and other Rites and Ceremonies of the Church.” 
The psalms are followed by sixty-eight hymns 
also in the language of the Munceys, all which 
are translated by the Rev. Richard Flood, mission- 
ary to that tribe from the venerable Society for 
propagating the Gospel in Foreign Parts. The 
first verse of the hundredth Psalm is annexed, as 
a specimen of the language. 


“ La Kitch yoon tah leh au Keeng waim, 
Kau kain aum aun Pah tum o waus: 
W’ la lin dah mo weh nach koo maun, 
Naik mah a loo qua peit tah leh.” 


SECTION II.——PSALMODY OF THE PROTESTANT DIS- 
SENTERS FROM THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 


HISTORICAL NOTICES OF PSALMODY. 


panied with the prose translation from the English 
Bible at that time and now in use. This version, 
it seems, had been printed in 1641. In 1643, the 
Assembly of Divines, then sitting at Westminster, 
having been desired by the House of Commons to 
consider the subject of Psalmody, caused Rous’ 
version to be ‘‘ carefully perused ;’’ and after sev- 
eral amendments, they sent it to the House of 
Commons in 1645, with their approval; humbly 
conceiving that it ‘‘ may be useful and profitable 
to the ehurch, if permitted to be sung.’’* Rous’ 
version was further revised by William Barton, 
for the optional use of churches in England : ‘* but 
neither the Assembly of Divines, nor the care of 
Barton, nor the license of Cromwell, could wean 
the people from their attachment to the Old Ver- 
sion, or bid the press discontinue the publication 
of it.’’+ 

Notwithstanding the efforts made during the re- 
bellion to ensure or enforce one uniform system of 
psalmody, objections were made to the singing of 
psalms in public worship; and many doubts and 
scruples respecting its propriety appear to have 
prevailed among the Puritans about the middle of 
the seventeenth century. Psalmody, however, 
was strenuously vindicated and defended by “ T. 
F., minister of the gospel ia Exon,” as an inte- 
gral part of public worship, in a duodecimo volume 


Of the state of psalmony among the Puritans, | published at London in 1651, containing five ** Ser- 


at the close of the sixteenth century, and in the 
former part of the seventeenth century, we have 
no certain information. Various metrical transla- 
tions, indeed, were published by private individuals, 
accounts of which, interspersed with specimens, 
may be seen in Mr. Holland’s ‘‘ Psalmists of Brit- 
ain,” above cited. In 1644 appeared ‘‘ The Book 
of Psalms in Metre, close and appropriate to the 
Hebrew, smooth and pleasant for the metre, plain 
and easy for the Tunes, by W. B.,” that is, Wil- 
liam Barton. This version became exceedingly 
popular among the Puritans, and was reprinted in 
1645, with the license of Oliver Cromwell as Pro- 
tector. The author’s name was then printed at 
Jength. A third edition was printed in 1654; and 
Barton’s version appears to have retained its pop- 
ularity for many years ; since an edition was pub- 
lished in 1705, with a notice that it appeared— 
“ as he left it finished in his life-time.’’* 

In 1646 another metrical version of the Psalms 
was published (but without his name) by Francis 
Rous, the Presbyterian Provost of Eton College, 
with the following imprimatur of the House of Com- 
mons, facing the title-page :—‘* Die Veneris, 1645. 
It is this day ordered by the commons assembled 
in parliament, that this Book of Psalms, set forth 
by Mr. Rous and perused by the Assembly of Di- 
vines, be forthwith printed: And that it be re- 
ferred to Mr. Rous to take care for the printing 
thereof; and that none do presume to print it, but 
such as shall be authorized by him. H. Elsinge, 
Cler. Parl. Dom. Com.” Each psalm is accom- 


* Todd’s " Observations on the Metrical Versions of 
the Psalms made by Sternhold, Hopkins, and others,” 
P. 73. Holland’s “ Psalinists of Brit.” ii. 19. 


mons upon Ephesians, v. 19,” entitled “‘ Singing 
of Psalms the Duty of Christians under the New 
Testament; or a Vindication of that Gospel ordi- 
nance. © e «+ Wherein are asserted and 
cleared, 1. That, 2. What, 3. How, 4. Why, 
we must sing.” In the preface “ to the reader,”’ 
(signature A. 3,) he states that his sermons are 
more especially directed to three sorts of persons ; 
“ First, such as deny singing of David's Psalms 
to be a duty ;—Secondly, such as negleet that duty 
very much, especially in private ;—Thirdly, such 
as do it both in publique and in private, yet know 
not how to carry themselves in it as becometh 
Christians.”’ 

The third edition of Dr. Francis Roberts’ ‘* Cla- 
vis Bibliorum, or Key of the Bible,” published in 
1665, contains a metrical version of the whole 
Book of Psalms from the Hebrew ; which, indeed, 
claims the merit of fidelity, but which is clothed 
in the most homely garb of English verse, that can 
well be conceived. To this portion of his work 
he prefixed a prolix and labored vindieation cf 
psalmody as an essential part of divine worship, 
in four theses, in which he shows, 1. That “ sing- 
ing of psalmes with voice is an ordinance of Christ 
and a duty of Christians, now under the New Tes- 
tament ;’—2. That ‘‘ the subject-matter of Chris- 
tians singing now under the New Testament should 
peculiarly be the Scripture-Psalmes, Hymnes, and 
Spiritual Songs ;’’-—3. That ‘‘ Christians are so 
to sing Scripture-Psalmes, Hymnes, and Spiritual 
Songs, as therein to speak to one another to mu- 
tual profit and edification ;",—and 4. That “in 


* Holland’s Psalmists of Britain. 


Val. ii. pp. 31 
t Todd’s Observations. p. 79. neon 
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HISTORICAL NOTICES OF - PSALMODY. 
singing of Scripture-Psalmes, &c., Christians jin Little Eastcheap.’’ 


should be chiefly careful to make melody in their 
hearts unto the Lord.” In the course of these 
theses Dr. Roberts considers and answers various 
objections of the opponents of psalmody ; and offers 
satisfactory ‘‘ Resolutions of certain cases of con- 
science, or practical doubts about singing Scrip- 
ture-Psalmes.”’ 

In 1673 Mr. Baxter published his ‘‘ Christian 
Directory, or a Sum of Practical Theology and 
Cases of Conscience,” in one large volume folio. 
In Part III., Question 125, he considers the sub- 
ject of psalmody, and determines that psalms may 
be ‘‘ used as prayers, and praises, and thanksgiv- 
ings ;” assigning as his reason for entering into 
the discussion, that he had ‘ oft been troubled with 
them that (having no other shift to deny the law- 
fulness of written and set forms of prayer) do af- 
firm, that psalms are neither to be read or sung at 
all as prayers, but only as doctrinal scriptures for 
instruction.’’* 

In the year 1679, Dr. John Patrick, preacher 
to the Charterhouse, London, published ‘‘ a century 
of select psalms,” and in 1715 a version of the 
entire Book of Psalms; which was afterwards re- 
printed, and was in use among some congregations 
of Protestant dissenters, principally (it would 
seem) of the Presbyterian and Independent denom- 
inations, for the Baptists were much divided in 
opinion, on the subject of psalmody. Towards the 
close of the seventeenth century, a curious contro- 
versy arose among the Baptists— Whether singing 
in public worship had been partially discontinued 
during the times of persecution to avoid informers, 
or whether the miserable manner in which it was 
performed, gave persons a distaste towards it. In 
this controversy Mr. Benjamin Keach took an ac- 
tive part. In 1691 he published a tract entitled 
‘ The Breach repaired in God’s worship: or, 
Psalms, Hymns, &c., proved to be a holy ordi- 
nance of Jesus Christ.”” To us it may appear 
strange that such a point should be disputed. But 
Mr. Keach was obliged to ‘‘ labor earnestly and 
with great prudence and caution, to obtain the con- 
sent of his people to sing a hymn at the conclusion 
of the Lord’s Supper. After six years they agreed 
to sing on thanksgiving days; but it required four- 
teen years more, before he could persuade them to 
sing every Lord's day: and then it was only after 
the last prayer, that those who chose might with- 
draw without joining in it. Nor did even this 
satisfy those scrupulous consciences ; for, after all, 
a separation took place, and the inharmonious se- 
ceders formed a new church in May’s” (Maze) 
“ Pond,” (Southwark,) ‘‘ where it was above twen- 
ty years longer before singing the praises of God 
could be endured.’’t 

In 1708 were published at London ‘* Practical 
Discourses on the Duty of Singing in the Worship 
of God, preached at the Friday Evening Lecture 


* Baxter’s Practical Works, vol. v., p. 497, 8vo. edit. 

t Crosby’s History of English Baptists, vol. iv., pp. 298 
—301. T. Williams’ Dictionary of all Religions, p. 248. 
London, 1823. 
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From the prefacé to this 
volume we learn that, ‘‘ the duty of singing in the 
public worship of God having been very much 
neglected and unskilfully performed among us,” 
[that is, the dissenters,] ‘‘some attempts have 
been set on foot to teach the art and encourage 
the practice.” With this design the ‘‘ Eastcheap 
Lectures,” as they are commonly termed, were 
composed and delivered, but with what success it 
is not now known. They treat on the nature and 
duty of singing, with arguments for it, answers to 
objections, and directions for performing it aright. 
Many judicious and pious observations are dis- 
persed through these lectures. 

But the greatest improvement of psalmody 
among diseenters, (and indeed of all modern 
psalmody,) was effected by the publication, in the 
year 1707, of Dr. Watts’ Hymns, and in 1719 
of his ‘‘ Psalms of David imitated in the language 
of the New Testament, and applied to the Chris- 
tian State and Worship.” The best compositions 
of Watts, and of his friend, the learned and pious 
Dr. Doddridge, (whose hymns were published after 
his decease in 1751,) are found in every selection 
of psalms and hymns, which has been published 
within the last sixty years, whether for the use 
of the Church of England or of dissenters from 
her communion. In the course of the present 
century many exquisite pieces of sacred and devo- 
tional poetry have been composed by dissenters, 
which are deservedly found in various collections 
and selections printed for use in public worship. 

All the great bodies of dissenters now have 
denominational Hymn-Books, containing the best 
versions, or imitations, of the Psalms of David, 
together with hymns selected from our most emi- 
nent devotional poets. 


SECTION IV.—PSALMODY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOT- 
LAND. 

‘t In Scotland, as elsewhere, the first publication 
of the Book of Psalms in the vulgar tongue ap- 
pears to have preceded that of the whole Scrip- 
tures. It is certain that, before the year 1546, a 
number of the Psalms was translated into metre ; 
for George Wishart” [the martyr] ‘‘ sang one of 
them in the house of Ormiston, on the night in 
which he was apprehended.’’* 

The Old Version of Sternhold, Hopkins, and 
their associates, was early introduced into the pub- 
lic worship of the Kirk of Scotland. Mr. Lea 
Wilson has bibliographical Notices, in chronolog- 
ical order, of not fewer than fifteen editions printed 
at Middleburgh and Dort, in Holland, and at Ed- 
inburgh and Aberdeen, in Scotland, between the 
years 1594 and 1640.t 

The Presbyterian Church of Scotland has uni- 
formly evinced a remarkably strong indisposition 
to innovate in the matter of psalmody. This in- 
disposition was most decidedly manifested in 1632, 


*M’Crie’s Life of Knox, vol. i., p. 364. 

t Bibles, Testaments, Psalms, and other Books of Holy 
Scripture in English, in the collection of Lea Wilson, 
Esq., pp. 238, 240, 241 and following. 
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when an attempt was made to supersede the Old 
English Version of the psalms, which had been in 
use since 1564, by that of King James I. But 
while the Scottish divines withstood the introduc- 
tion of the king’s version, they appear at the 
same time to have taken measures for obtaining a 
version of which they could entirely approve.* 
At length, after much deliberation and revision 
between the ycars 1647 and 1649, the General 
Assembly of the Church of Scotland in August, 
1649, referred the whole matter to a commission ; 
who on the 23d of November following issued 
their decision in favor of the revised version of 
Francis Rous, (noticed in p. 294,) which was 
adopted in the main, and authorized the same to 
be the only paraphrase of the psalms to be sung 
in the Kirk of Scotland.t 

In process of time, however, it was the general 
sentiment of devout persons, that it would be of 
advantage to enlarge the psalmody of that church, 
by joining with the Psalms of David some other 
passages of Holy Scripture, both from the Old and 
New Testament. Accordingly, a committee was 
appointed, in consequence of an act of the General 
Assembly of the kirk, to prepare some paraphrases 
of sacred writ, in verse: and a collection of such 
paraphrases was published in 1745, which for thirty 
years was used in several churches. At length, 
in 1775, it having been represented to the General 
Assembly, that it was proper that this collection 
should be revised and some additions should be 
made to it, a committee was appointed with in- 
structions to reccive and consider corrections or 
additional materials, which might be laid before 
them. By that committee a collection, comprising 
sixty-seven paraphrases of various portions of the 
Old Testament and five hymns, was published in 
1781 under the authority of an act of the General 
Assembly, dated Ist June, 1781, sess. 8. All the 
translations and paraphrases, which had been pub- 
lished in 1745, are in substance retained, after a 
careful revision, and with numerous alterations and 
improvements: and a considerable number of new 
paraphrases was added, the whole being arranged 
in the order in which the several passages of 
Scripture occur in the Bible.f Doctors Watts, 
Doddridge, and Blacklock, and Mr. Logan, are 
the authors from whom these paraphrases have 
chiefly been taken. 

In 1781 the psalmody of the Church of Scotland 
was translated into Gaelic by the Rev. John Smith, 
by whom it was revised and published in 1783.$ 
Competent judges have pronounced that this ver- 
sion is faithfully and beautifully executed. 


* Holland’s Psalmists of Britain, vol. i., p. 57. 
t Ibid., pp. 58—60. 
t Advertisement to “Translations and Paraphrases, in 
verse, of several passages of Scripture, collected and pre- 
red by a Committee of the General Assembly of the 
yhurch of Scotland, in order to be sung in churches. 
Edinburgh: printed by J. Dickson, printer to the Church 
of Scotland, 1787.” 12mo. 
§ Holland's Psal. of Brit., vol. i., p. 63. 


en yu er = e e a  —— —— a N 


A A pA 


HISTORICAL NOTICES OF PSALMODY. 


SECTION IV.—-PSALMODY IN THE UNITED STATES 
OF AMERICA. 


$I. Psalmody of the Congregationalists or In- 
dependents, and of the Presbyterians. 

The United States of America, especially those 
which arescommonly termed the ‘‘ New England 
States,’ were colonized principally by noncon- 
formists, who probably used the Old Version of 
Sternhold and his associates. In 1636 a commit- 
tee of ministers of the Congregational or Inde- 
pendent churches was appointed; who in 1640 
completed from the Hebrew a metrical version of 
the psalms, which was subsequently referred for 
improvement to the Rev. Henry Dunstar, Princi- 
pal of Harvard College, Massachusetts ; who was 
aided—as to the poctry—by Mr. Richard Lyon, 
an English gentleman at that time resident in 
Harvard College. Between the years 1755 and 
1757 this translation received a very careful re- 
vision from the Rev. Thomas Prince, M. A., rec- 
tor of the South Church, Boston ; whose revised 
edition was published in October, 1758, and was 
introduced into the South Church on the Sunday 
after his funeral.* 

In 1718 Dr. Cotton Mather published at Boston, 
Massachusetts, ‘‘ Psaliterilum Americanum: the 
Book of Psalms in a translation exactly conformed 
unto the Original; But all in Blank Verse, fitted 
unto the tunes commonly used in onr Churches. 
Which pure offering is accompanied with illus- 
trations digging for hidden treasures in it; and 
Rules to employ it according to the glorious and 
various intentions of it. Wohercto are added some 
portions of the Sacred Scriptures, to enrich the 
Cantional. Boston, in N. E... 1718.” 
12mo. 

In this singular publication, (which is a close 
translation from the Hebrew,) Dr. Mather has not 
only disregarded the modern practice of breaking 
the lines, whether rhymed or not; but he has ‘‘ run 
out” (to use a printer’s phrase) the whole matter - 
so that while each psalm looks exactly like prose, 
and may be read as such, it isin fact. modulated so 
that it may be sung as /yric verse. For the latter 
purpose the syllabic quantities, which (it must be 
confessed) the reader will not always recognize, 
are marked by parallels ;—Baxter’s expedient for 
lengthening the common measure of a verse, to 
suit a different tune by the addition of a word or 
two ina different character.t In an ‘“ Admonition 
concerning the Tunes,” Dr. Mather states that 
“ The Director of the psalmody need only say— 
sing with the BLACK LETTER, OT, sing without the 
BLACK LETTER, and the tune will be sufficiently 
directed.” t The following extract from the twenty- 
third psalm will enable the reader to form some 
idea of this extraordinary translation of the Book 
of Psalms. 


* Holland’s Psalmists of Britain, vol. ii., pp. 1R6—190, 
t Holland's Psalmists of Britain. vol. ii., pp. 141—144. 
t Psalterium Americanum; Introduction, p. xxxvi. 
The quotations from this very rare volume are made frum 
the copy preserved in the Library of the British Museum, 
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“í PSALM XXIII. 
A Psalm of David. 

1. My Shepherd is th’ ETERNAL God, || I shall 
not be in [any] want: 

2. In pastures of a tender grass || He [eber] makes 
me to lie down : || To waters of tranquillities || He 
gently carries me [along. } 

3. My feehle and my wandring Soul || He [kindly] 
does fetch back again; || In the plain paths of 
righteousness || He does lead (and guive] me 
along ; || Because of the regard He has || [ever] 
unto His glorious Name.” ie 


In 1783, Joel Barlow, an American statesman 
and poet, published a corrected and enlarged edi- 
tion of Dr. Watts’ Version of the Psalms, and a 
collection of hymns, with the recommendation of 
the General Association of the Congregationalist 
ministers of Connecticut, at whose request the work 
had been undertaken. Many of the psalms were 
altered so as to be adapted to the American 
churches (as all congregations are termed in the 
United States ;) several were written anew; and 
several, which had been omitted by Dr. Watts, 
were supplied. Mr. Barlow also supplied some 
original hymns.t ‘‘ His collection of psalms and 
hymns was in gencral use among the churches of 
Connecticut, until his bad character brought them 
into disrepute, when the collection by Dr. Dwight 
was made and introduced.” f Though once a 
preacher of the gospel, Barlow had ceased to re- 
gard it of divine authority; and he died without 
the support of its glorious promises.§ 

In 1797, the Rev. Timothy Dwight, D. D., an 
eminent poet and divine, (president of Yale Col- 
lege, Connecticut,) was requested by the General 
assembly of ministers in that state to revise the 
whole of Dr. Watts’ version, or rather imitation 
of the psalms, and ‘‘ to versify the psalms omitted 
by Watts.” The task was undertaken according- 
ly; and the whole was published in 1800 with an 
** Advertisement explanatory of the design and 
execution of the work, and” [with] ‘ minutes of 
approval from the General Assembly and General 
Association of Churches. The additional psalms 
comprised in the American Edition of Watts are 
upwards of twenty. The versions are for the 
most part respectable ; but the Independents of 
this country appear never to have considered the 
American and the English poets as sufficiently coe- 
qual in merit and authority, to induce them to adopt 
those contributions of Dr. Dwight, which render 
the work of Dr. Watts more complete, if not more 
precious.” || 

Many of the leading denominations in the United 
States of America (as the Lutherans, the Meth- 
odist Episcopal Church, &c.) have their own sep- 
arate psalm and hymn-books. ‘The best and most 
copious of al] the collections which the writer has 
seen, was published (it is believed for the use of 


* Psalterium Americanum, p. 58. 

t Allen's American Biographical and Historical Dic- 
tionary, p. 71. Boston, 1932. 

t Holland’s Psalm. of Britain, ii. 262, note. 

§ Allen’s American Biographical Dictionary, p. 72. 

Wj Holland’s Psalmists of Britain, vol. ii., pp. 263, 264. 
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the Congregationalists) by Messrs. Lowell Mason 
and David Green, at Boston, Massachusetts, in 
1832, in 8vo. It is entitled ‘‘ Church Psalmody ; 
a collection of Psalms and Hymns, adapted to pub- 
lic worship.” This well-printed volume has been 
compiled upon the most rigorous principles of 
selections, as well with regard to the subject- 
matter, as to the structure of the psalms and hymns. 
It would form an admirable basis of a national 
psalm and hymn-book, if we should ever have one 
for the use of the United Church of England and 
Ireland. 

$ I. Psalmody of the Protestant Episcopal 
Church in the United States of America. 

After the war, which terminated in the recog- 
nition of the independence of the United States of 
America, the members of the Church of England, 
which had previously existed in different parts of 
that country, took measures for organizing their 
ecclesiastical state. Accordingly, having obtained 
from Great Britain the consccration of the canoni- 
cal number of bishops, they formed themselves 
into an episcopal church, under the appellation of 
“ The Protestant Episcopal Church in the United 
States of America.” In 1789, the General Con- 
vention of Bishops, and of Clerical and Lay Dele- 
gates issued a Book of Common Prayer, for the use 
of their church ; in which, besides modifying certain 
passages in order to micet their altered political 
circumstances, they introduced various judicious 
alterations and improvements, principally those 
which had been proposed in 1689, by the royal 
commissioners to the lower house of the English 
Convocation, but which had been rejected by a 
majority in that ecclesiastical assembly. The Gen- 
eral Convention of the Protestant Episcopal Church 
also adopted Messrs. Tate and Brady's “ New 
Version of the Psalms;’’ to which fifty-seven 
hymns were added. That number being found 
insufficient for public worship, and also requiring 
revision, the General Convention, at their triennial 
meeting held in May, 1823, appointed a committee 
consisting of three bishops, seven presbyters, and 
seven lay delegates, to consider what alterations 
and additions were necessary to be made.* And 
in 1826, a collection of two hundred and twelve 
hymns was published under the sanction of the 
General Convention, and continues to be used in 
the public worship of that section of the universal 
church. In consequence of the difficulty experi- 
enced by many of the clergy, in selecting suitable 
portions of the ‘“ New Version of the Psalms,” 
the General Convention held in 1829, appointed a 
committee of the house of bishops and of clerical 
and lay delegates, to consider and report on a 
selection which was to be made from the psalms 
in metre used by the Protestant Episcopal Church. 
In their report the committee state that ‘‘ The ver- 
sion of Tate and Brady has been retained, where 
it appeared to be serviceable ; in a few cases, in 
which it was otherwise, better versions have been 
substituted. Corrections have been occasionally 


* Journal of the General Convention, pp. 16,64. Naw 
York, 1823. 
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made, to render the version more agreeable to the 
original psalm ; and also verbal alterations, to in- 
troduce properly, or to connect, the selected por- 
tions. The principle of selection has been, to 
retain every psalm and verse which appeared ser- 
viceable, and to omit the rest.” This report was 
presented to the General Convention held in Oc- 
tober, 1882; and, in pursuance of its recommenda- 
tions, one hundred and twenty-four selections of 
entire psalms ty of portions of psalms were adopted, 
and are now ini use in all the churches of the 
Protestant Episcopal communion in the United 
States. 


From the Charleston Courier. 
THE BEAUTIFUL MANIAC. 


“The fire that on my bosom preys 
Is lone as some volcanic isle, 
No torch is kindled at its blaze— 
A funeral pile!” 


In the morning train from Petersburgh, there 
was a lady closely veiled, in the same car with our- 
selves. She was dressed in the purest white, wore 
gold bracelets, and evidently belonged to the higher 
circles of society. Her figure was delicate, though 
well developed, and exquisitely symmetrical; and 
when she occasionally drew aside her richly em- 
broidered veil, the glimpse of her features, which 
the beholder obtained, satisfied him of her extreme 
loveliness. Beside her sat a gentleman in deep 
mourning, who watched over her with unusual 
solicitude, and several times when she attempted 
to rise, he excited the curiosity of the passengers 
by detaining her in her seat. 

Outside the cars all was confusion; passengers 
looking to their baggage, porters running, cabmen 
cursing, and all the usual hurry and bustle attend- 
ing the departure of a railroad train. One shrill 
warning whistle from the engine, and we moved 
slowly away. 

At the first motion of the car, the lady in white 
started to her feet with one heart-piercing scream, 
and her bonnet falling off, disclosed the most lovely 
features we ever contemplated. Her raven tresses 
fell over her shoulders in graceful disorder, and 
clasping her hands in prayer, she turned her dark 
eyes to heaven! What agony was in that look !— 
What beauty, too, what heavenly beauty, had not 
so much of misery been Saoned. upon it. Alas! 
that one glance told a melancholy tale. 


k she was changed 


As by the sickness of the soul; her mind 
Had wandered from its dwelling, and her eyes 
They had not their own lustre, but the look 
Which is not of the earth ; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed things 

And forms, impalpable and unperceived 

Jf others’ sight, familiar were to hers.” 


Her brother, the gentleman in black, was unre- 
mitting in his efforts to soothe her spirit. He led 
her back to her seat ; but her hair was stil] unbound, 
and her beauty unveiled. The cars rattled on, and 
the passengers in groups resumed their conversation. 


* Report of the Committee on the Psalms in metre, p. 
$. New York, 15931. 


THE BEAUTIFUL MANIAC.. 


Suddenly a wild melody arose ; it was the besuti- 
ful maniac’s voice, rich, full, and inimitable. Her 
hands were crossed on her heaving bosom, and she 
waved her body as she sung with touching pathos, 


‘She is far from the land where her young here 
sleeps, 
And lovers are around her sighing, 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 
For her heart in his grave is lying ! 


“ She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains, 
Every note which he loved awaking— 
Ah! little they think, who delight in her strains 
How the heart of the minstrel is breaking !”” 


Her brother was unmanned, and he wept as only 
The air changed, and she eentin- 


“ Has sorrow thy young days shaded 

As clouds o’er the morning fleet? 

Too fast have those young days faded, 
That even in sorrow were sweet? 

If thus the unkind world wither 
Each feeling that once was dear ; 

Come, child of misfortune! come hither, 
I’ll weep with thee, tear for tear.” 


She then sung a fragment of the beautiful hymn, 


‘* Jesus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly.” 


Another attempt to rise up was prevented, and 
she threw herself on her knees beside her brother, 
and gave him such a mournful, entreating look, with 
a plaintive ‘‘ Save me, my brother! save your sis- 
ter!” that scarcely a passenger could refrain from 
weeping. We say scarcely, for there was one man 
(was he a man?) who called on the conductor to 
‘* put her out of the car.” He received the open 
scorn of the company. His insensibility to such a 
scene of distress almost defies belief; and yet this 
is, in every particular, an ‘‘ow’er true tale.’’® 
Should he ever read these lines, may his marble 
heart be softened by the recollection of his brutal- 
ity! 

Again the poor benighted beauty raised her 
bewitching voice to one of the most solemn sacred 
airs ; 

**Oh where shall rest be found, 
Rest for the weary soul?” 


And continued her melancholy chant until we 
reached the steamer Mount Vernon, on board of 
which we descended'the magnificent James river, 
the unhappy brother and sister occupying the 
“ ladies’ cabin.” His was a sorrow too profoond 
for ordinary consolation ; and no one dared intrude 
so far upon his grief as to satisfy his curiosity. 

We were standing on the promenade deck, admir- 
ing the beautiful scenery of the river, when at one 
of the landings, the small boat pulled away for the 
shore with the unhappy pair, en route for the asy- 
lum at . She was standing ercct in the stern 
of the boat, her head still uncovered, and her white 
dress and raven tresses fluttering in the breeze. 
The boat returned, and the steamer moved on for 
Norfolk.—They were gone! that brother with his 
broken heart, that sister with her melancholy uniog 
of beauty and madness. GLENDARLOCH. 


* Me ipso teste. 
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From Blackwood’s Magazine. 
i THE PORTRAIT. 


à TALE: ABRIDGED FROM THE RUSSIAN OF GÓGOL. 
BY THOMAS B. SHAW. 


CHAPTER I. 


By none of the numerous objects of interest in 
the busy city of St. Petersburg are the stepe of 
the sauntering pedestrian more frequently arrested 
than by the picture-shop in the Stchdkin Dvor.* 
True it is that the specimens of art there displayed 
are distinguished rather by eccentricity of design, 
and rudeness of execution, than by striking ev- 


. idences of genius. The paintings are for the most 


part in oil, coated with green varnish, and fitted 
into frames of dark yellow tinsel. A winter-piece 
with white trees, a ferociously red sunset, like the 
glow of a conflagration, a Flemish boor with a 
pipe and dislocated-looking arm—resembling a 
turkey-cock in ruffles, rather than a human being 
—such are the ordinary subjects. Beside them 
hang a few engravings: portraits of Khoarev-Mir- 
za in his sheepskin bonnet, and of truculent gen- 
erals with cocked hats and crooked noses. Bun- 
dies of coarse prints, on large paper broadsides, 
are suspended on either side the door. Here we 
have the Princess Miliktris Kirbitierna ;+ yonder 
the city of Jerusalem, its houses and churches 
smeared with vermilion, which gaudy color has also 
invaded a part of the ground and a brace of Rus- 
sian pilgrims in huge fur gloves. If these works 
of art find few purchasers, they at least attract a 
throng of starers; drunken ragamuffin lacqueys on 
their way from the cook's shop, bearing piles of 
plates with their masters’ dinners, which grow cold 
whilst they gape at the pictures; great-coated 
Russian soldiers with penknives for sale; Okhta 
pedlar-women with boxes of shoes. Each spec- 
tator expresses his admiration in his own peculiar 
way: peasants point with their fingers; soldiers 
gaze with stolid gravity ; dirty foot-boys and black- 
guard apprentices laugh and apply the caricatures 
to each other; old serving-men in frieze cloaks 
stand listless and agape, indulging their propensity 
to utter idleness. 

A number of persons answering to the above 
description were assembled before the picture-shop, 
when they were joined by a young man in a 
thread-bare cloak and shabby garments. He was 
a painter, named Tchartkoff, as enthusiastic in his 
art as he was needy in his circumstances and care- 
less in his dress. Pausing before the booth, he 
smiled as he glanced at the wretched pictures there 
displayed. 
mirthful contempt faded from his thin, ardent fea- 
tures, and he fell a-thinking. The question had 
occurred to him, amongst what class of people 
could those tawdry, worthless productions find pur- 


+ 


* A kind of bazaar or perpetual market, where second- 
hand furniture, old books and pictures, earthenware, and 
other cheap commodities, are exposed for sale in small 
open booths. 

t A personage who figures, like two or three others af- 
terwards alluded to, in the popular legends and fairy tales 
of Russia. 


The next moment the expression of: 


chasers? That Russian mujiks should gaze de- 
lightedly upon the Yeruslén Lazarévitches, on pic- 
tures of Phomá and Yerema, of the heroes of 
their tales and legends, was quite natural; the 
objects represented were adapted to popular taste 
and comprehension ; but who would buy those 
tawdry oil-paintings, those Flemish boors, those 
crimson and azure landscapes, which, whilst pre- 
tending to a higher grade of art, served but to 
prove its deep degradation? Not one redeeming 
touch could be traced in the senseless caricatures, 
to whose authors’ clumsy hands the mason’s 
trowel would assuredly have been better adapted 
than the painter’s pencil. It was the very dotage 
of incapacity. The coloring, the treatment, the 
coarse obtrusive mechanical touch, secmed those 
of a clumsily constructed automaton, rather than 
of a human painter. Thus musing, our artist 
stood for some time before the vile daubs that ex 
cited his disgust, gazing at them long after the 
train of his reflections had led him far from them ; 
whilst the master of the shop, a little, gray, ill- 
shaven fellow in a frieze cloak, chattered and chaf- 
fered and bargained as indefatigably as if the young 
man had announced himself a purchaser. 

“« Well, now,” said he, ‘‘for these mujiks and the 
landscape, I’ll take a white note.* There ’s 
painting! It hurts your eye, it’s so bright ; just 
received from the Exchange ; varnish hardly dry. 
Take the winter-piece. Fifteen rubles! Frame 
worth the money. There ’s a winter, there ’s snow 
for you !” 

Here the eager trader gave a slight fillip to the 
canvass, as if he expected the snow to fall off. 

“« Take the three. I’ll send them home at 
once. Where does your honor live? Boy, a 
cord !”” 

‘* Not so fast, my friend,” cried the artist, star- 
tled from his reverie, and perceiving the brisk dealer 
about to tie up the three daubs. His first impulse 
was. to walk away, but he felt ashamed to purchase 
nothing after standing so long before the shop, and 
causing the hungry-looking old salesman so large 
an expenditure of breath. ‘‘ Wait a little,” he 
said. ‘‘I will see if you have anything to suit 
me.” And, stooping down, he turned over a 
number of battered dusty old pictures heaped like 
lumber upon the ground. They were chiefly old- 
fashioned family portraits, likenesses of unknown 
and insignificant faces, with torn canvass, and frames 
that had lost their gilding. Nevertheless Tchart- 
kóff carefully examined them, thinking it possible 
he might pick up something good. He had more 
than once heard stories of pictures of the great 
masters being met with amongst the dust and trash 
of such shops as this. The dealer, perceiving he 
had probably nailed a customer, ceased his bustling 
importunity, resumed his station at the door, and 
recommenced his appeals to the passengers. He 
shouted, chattered, and pointed to his wares, but 
without success ; then he had a long chat with an 
old-clothesman, whose establishment was on the 
opposite side of the alley ; and at last, recollecting 


* Twenty-five rubles. 


N 


300 


that all this time there was a customer in his shop, 
he turned his back upon the public and walked in. 

“ Have you chosen anything, sir?” 

The artist stood immovable before a Yarge por- 
trait, whose frame had once been richly gilt, al- 
though it now scarcely retained a few tarnished 
vestiges of its former splendor. The subject was 
an old man, his face swarthy and bronzed, with 
furrowed brow and hollow temples, and sharp high 
check-bones ; a physiognomy on which the ravages 
of time, and climate, and suffering were plainly 
legible. The figure was draped in a flowing Asi- 
atic costume. Defaced and injured and grimed 
with dirt though the portrait was, yet, when 
Tchartkóff had wiped the dust from the counte- 
nance, he perccived evident traces of the touch of 
a great artist. The picture seemed to have been 
scarcely finished, but the force of treatment was 
immense. Its most extraordinary part was the 
eyes ; in them the artist had concentrated all the 
power of his pencil. There was vitality in those 
dark and lustrous orbs; they looked out of the 
portrait, and in some measure destroyed its harmony 
by their strange and life-like expression. When 
Tchartk6ff took the picture to the door, he fancied 
the pupils dilated. The peculiarity of the painting 
at once attracted the attention of the idlers with- 
out. Some uttered exclamations of surprise, others 
fell back a pace as if in terror. A pale, sickly- 
looking woman of the lower classes, who suddenly 
found herself face to face with this singular por- 
trait, screamed with alarm. ‘‘It’s looking at 
me!” she cried, and hurried away, casting nervous 
glances over her shoulder. Tchartkéff himself 
experienced—he could not tell why—a sort of 
disagreeable sensation, and he put the portrait on 
the ground. 

“ D’ ye buy?” said the picture-dealer. 

“ How much?” said the artist. 

“ At a word—three tchetvertáks.”* 

Tchartkóff shook his head. ‘Too much. I 
will give you a dougrivennoi,’’ he added, moving 
towards the door. 

‘* A dougrivennoi for that picture! 
pleased to joke, sir. 


You are 
The frame is worth twice 
the money. Bid me something more, if it be only 
another grivennik. Come back, sir,” he shouted, 
running after the painter, and detaining him by his 
sloak-skirt ; ‘‘ come back, sir. You are my first 
sustomer to-day, and I will take your offer, for 
luck’s sake. But the picture is given away.” 

On finding his offer thus unexpectedly accepted, 
Tchartké{f heartily repented his temerity in mak- 
ing it. The dougrivennoi he paid the dealer was 
his last in the world, and he was encumbered with 
a lumbering old portrait for which he had no earthly 
use. Cursing his own imprudence, he took up his 
purchase, and trudged away with it. Its weight 
and size caused it to slip perpetually from under 
his arm, and rendered it a most troublesome burthen. 
At last, tired to death and bathed in perspiration, 
he reached the house, in the fifteenth line of the 


* A silver coin, about the size of a shilling, 


the quarter 
of a silver ruble (unde nomen) h 


worth ninepence. 
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Vasilievsku Ostrow, in which he occupied a modest 
lodging, ascended the uncleanly staircase, and 
knocked impatiently at the door of his apartment. 
It was opened by a slatternly lad in a blue shirt—his 
cook, model, color-grinder and floor-sweeper, who 
had to thank his godfathers for the harmonious 
name of Nikita, and who united in his person the 
dirt incidental to three out of his four occupations. 
Tchartkéff entered his ante-room, which felt very 
chilly, as artists’ ante-rooms usually are, and, with- 
out taking off his cloak, walked on into his studio, 
a square apartment, tolerably spacious, but low in 
the ceiling, and with windows dimmed by the frost. 
This room was littered with all kinds of artistica} 
rubbish: fragments of plaster of Paris, casts of 
hands, frames, stretched canvasses, sketches begun 
and thrown aside, and drapery cast carelessly over 
the chairs. Completely knocked up, Tchartkóff let 
his cloak fall, placed his new purchase against the 
wall, and threw himself on a narrow, meagre little 
sofa, whose leathern cover, tom upon one side from 
the row of brass nails that had formerly confined it, 
afforded Nikita a convenient receptacle for dish- 
cloths, old clothes, dirty linen, and any other mis- 
cellaneous matters he thought fit to cram under. 
The sun had set, and the night grew cach moment 
darker. Our artist ordered Nikita to bring a can- 
dle. 

“ There are no candles,” was Nikita's reply. 

s How !—no candles ?” 

‘ There were none yesterday,” said Nikíta. 

Tchartk6ff remembered that there had been none 
the night before, and that his credit with the tal- 
low-chandler was not such as to render it probable 
a supply had been sent in that morning. So he 
held his tongue, allowed Nikita to take off his 
coat, waistcoat, and cravat, and wrapped himself 
up as warmly as he could in a dressing gown 
with tattered elbows. 

“ I forgot to tell you,” said Nikita, ‘‘ the land- 
lord has been here.” 

“ For money I suppose,” said the artist, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. 

“« He had somebody with him. A Kvartalna, 
I think.* He said something about the rent not 
being paid.” 

“ Well, what can they do?” 

“ Don’t know,” replied the imperturbable Nikita. 
“He said you must leave the lodgings or pay. 
Will come again to-morrow.” 

“Let them come,” said Tchartkéff cloomily. 
And he turned himself upon the comfortless sofa 
with a feeling akin to desperation. 

Tchartk6ff was a young artist of considerable 
promise, and whose pencil was at times remarked 
for its accuracy, and near approach to the truth- 
fulness of nature. - But he had faults which pro- 
cured him frequent admonitions from the professor 
under whom he studied. ‘‘ You have talent,” he 
would say to him; ‘‘ it will be a sin to ruin it by 
carelessness and by pursuing erroneous ideas and 
principles. You are too impatient; too apt to 
be fascinated by novelty, and to neglect rules hal- 


* The officer commanding the police of the quarter. 
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‘A, 
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‘ Yes, wait! wait!” he exclaimed passionately ; 


those of the Medes. Beware, lest you become a j‘‘but patience and waiting must have an end. 


mere fashionable painter. Your colors, I observe, 
are not unfrequently selected in defiance of good 
taste; your drawing is often feeble, sometimes 
positively incorrect ; your outlines want clearness. 
You run after a flashy kind of chiaro-scuro, the 
lighting up of your picture is meant only to strike 
the eye at the first glance. And you have a pas- 
sion for the introduction of finery; a taste for 
dandified costume. All this is dangerous, and 
may lead you into the fatal habit of painting mere 
fashionable pictures, pretty portraits and the like, 
which yield money, but can never give fame. Do 
that, and your talent is lost and thrown away. Be 
patient, wait, reflect, chasten your taste by study, 
and wean yourself from that hankering after pret- 
tiness and dandyism. Leave such tricks to those 
who care but for gold, and propose yourself a 
higher aim, the never-dying laurels of a Titian or 
an Angelo.” 

Tne professor meant well, and was right in the 
main. 'Tchartkóff was apt to indulge in the flashy 
and the superficial. But he had sufficient strength 
of mind to control this dangerous tendency, and a 
purer taste was gradually but perceptibly develop- 
ing itself in him. As yet he could not quite ap- 
preciate all the depth of Raphael, but he was 
strongly fascinated by the broad and rapid touch 
of Guido; he would stand enchanted before Titian’s 
portraits, and had a high appreciation of the Flem- 
ish school. Yet the darkened and sober tone 
characterizing old pictures did not quite please 
or satisfy him; nor did he, in his innermost mind, 


Wait, indeed! and where am I to seek to-morrow’s 
dinner? Borrowing is out of the question; and 
if I sell my pictures and drawings, they will give 
me, perhaps, a dougrivenno: for the whole lot. 
They are useful to me; not one of them but was 
undertaken with an object—from each I have 
learned something. But what could be their 
value to anybody else? ‘They are studies—exer- 
cises ; and studies and exercises they will remain 
to the end of the chapter. And, besides, who 
would buy them? I am unknown as an artist, 
and who wants studies from the antique and 
sketches from the living model, or my unfinished 
Love and Psyche, or the perspective sketch of my 
room, or my portrait of Nikita, though it is really 
better than the portraits painted by any of your 
fashionable fellows? And, after all, what do J 
gain by this? Why should ] work myself to death, 
and keep plodding like a schoolboy over his A, B,C, 
when I might be as famous as any of them, and 
have as much money in my pockets?” As he 
pronounced these words, the artist involuntarily 
shuddered and turned pale. He saw, looking 
fixedly at him, peeping out from the shadow of a 
tall canvass that stood against the wall, a face 
seemingly torn by some convulsive agony. Two 
dreadful eyes glared upon the young man, with a 
strange, inexplicable expression; the lips were 
curled with mingled scorn and suffering ; the fea- 
tures were haggard and distorted. Startled, almost 
terrified, Tchartk6ff was on the point of calling 
Nikita, who by this time sent forth from his ante- 


altogether agree with the professor, when the lat- | room a Titanic snore, when he checked himself 


ter expatiated to him on that mystcrious power 
which places the old masters at such immeasurable 
distance above the moderns. 


In some respects, completely forgotten. 


and burst into a laugh. ‘The object of alarm was 
the portrait he had bought, and which he had 
The bright moon-beams, 


he almost fancied them surpassed by the nineteenth | streaming into the room, partially illuminated the 


century ; that the imitation of nature had somehow | picture, and gave it a strange air of reality. 


By 


become, in modern times, more vivid, and lively, | the clear cold light Tehartkóff set to work to ex- 


and faithful: in a word, his mind was in that|amine and clean his purchase. 


When the coat 


fluctuating, unsettled state in which the minds of | of dust and filth that incrusted it was removed, he 
young people are apt to be when they have reached ' hung the picture upon the wall, and, retiring to 
a particular point of proficiency in their art, and | look at it, was more than ever astounded at its 


feel a proud internal conviction of talent. Often 
was he filled with rage when he saw some travel- 
ling French or German painter, by the mere effect 
of trick and habit, by readiness of pencil and flashy 
coloring, catching the multitude, and making a 
fortune. ‘These impressions made their way into 
hi3 mind, not in moments when he was buried, 
body and soul, in his work, and forgot food and 
drink and all outward things; but when, as was 
often the case, necessity stared him in the face, 
and he fuund himself without the means of buying 
brushes and colors, or even bread, whilst the 
greedy and implacable landlord came ten times a 
day to dun him for his rent. Then his hunger- 
sharpened imagination would revert to the differ- 
ent lot of the rich and fashionable painter; then 
darted through his brain the thought that so often 
flits through the Russian head, the idea of sending 
his art and all to the devil, and going to the devil 
himself 


extraordinary character and power. The counte- 
nance seemed lighted up by the ficree and glitter- 
ing eyes, which looked out of the picture so 
wonderfully, and assumed, as it seemed to him, 
such strange and varied and terrible expression, 
that he at last involuntarily turned away his own, 
unable to support the gaze of the old Asiatic. 
Then came into his mind a story he had once 
heard from his professor, of a certain portrait of 
the famous Leonardo da Vinci, at which the great 
master worked for many years, still counting it 
unfinished, and which, nevertheless, according to 
Vasari, was universa!ly considered the most per- 
fect and finished production of art. But the most 
exquisitely finished part of it were the eyes, which 
excited the wonder of all contemporaries ; even 


l ; ` a : 
the minute and almost invisible veins were exactly 


rendered and put upon the canvass. But here, 
on the other hand, in the portrait before him, there 
was something strange and horrid. This was not 
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art: the eyes absolutely destroyed the harmony 
of the portrait. They were living, they were hu- 
man eyes! They seemed to have been cut out 
af a living man’s face and stuck in the picture. 
Instead of admiration, the portrait inspired a pain- 
ful feeling of oppression ; the beholder was seized 
with a sort of waking nightmare, weighing upon 
and overwhelming him like a moral and mysteri- 
ous incubus. 

Shaking off this feeling, Tchartkéff again ap- 
proached the portrait, and forced himself to gaze 
steadily upon its eyes. They were still fixed upon 
him. He changed his place; the eyes followed 
him. To whatever part of the room he removed, 
he met their deep, malignant glance. They seemed 
animated with the unnatural sort of life one might 
expect to find in the eyes of a corpse, newly re- 
called to existence by the spell of some potent 
sorcerer. In spite of his better reason, which re- 
proached him for his weakness, Tchartk6ff felt an 
inexplicable impression, which made him unwilling 
to remain alone in the room. He retired softly 
from the portrait, turned his eyes in a different di- 
rection, and endeavored to forget its presence ; 
yet, in spite of all his efforts, his eye, as though 
of its own accord, kept glancing sideways at it. 
At last he became even fearful to walk about ; his 
excited imagination made him fancy that as soon 
as he moved somebody was walking behind him— 
at each step he glanced timidly over his shoulder. 
He was naturally no coward ; but his nerves and 
imagination were painfully on the stretch, and he 
could not contro] his absurd and involuntary fears. 
He sat down in the corner; somebody, he thought, 
peeped stealthily over his shoulder into his face. 
Even the loud snoring of Nikita, which resounded 
from the ante-room, could not dispel his uneasiness 
and chase away the unreal visions haunting him. 
At last he rose from his seat, timidly, without lift- 
ing his eyes, went behind the screen and lay down 
on his bed. ‘Through the crevices in the screen 
he saw his room brightly illuminated by the moon, 
and he beheld the portrait hanging on the wall. 
The eyes were fixed upon him even more hornbly 
and meaningly than before, and seemed as if they 
would not look at anything but him. Making a 
strong effort, he got out of bed, took a sheet and 
hung it over the portrait. This done, he again 
lay down, feeling more tranquil, and began to 
muse upon his melancholy lot—upon the thorns 
and difficulties that beset the path of the friendless 
and aspiring artist. At intervals he involuntarily 
glanced through the crevices of the screen at the 
shrouded portrait. The bright moon-light increased 
the whiteness of the sheet, and he at last fancied 
that he saw the horrible eyes shining through the 
linen. He strained his sight to convince himself 
he was mistaken. The contrary effect was pro- 
duced. The old man’s face became more and more 
distinct ;—there could no longer be any doubt: 
the sheet had disappeared—the grim portrait was 
completely uncovered, and the infernal eyes stared 
straight at him, peering into his very soul. ‘An 
icy chill came over his heart. He looked again ; 
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—the old man had moved, and stood with both 
hands leaning on the frame. In a few seconds he 
rose upon his arms, put forth both legs and leaped 
out of the frame, which was now seen empty 
through the crevice in the screen. A heavy foot- 
step was heard in the room. The poor artist’s 
heart beat hard and fast. Swallowing his breath 
for very fear, he awaited the sight of the old man, 
who evidently approached his bed. And in another 
moment there he was, peeping round the screen, 
with the same bronze-like countenance and fixed, 
glittering eyes. Tchartkéff made a violent effort 
to cry out, but his voice was gone. He strove to 
stir his limbs—they refused to obey him. With 
open mouth and arrested breath he gazed upon the 
apparition. It was that of a tall man in a wide 
Asiatic robe. The painter watched its movements. 
Presently it sat down almost at his very feet, and 
drew something from between the folds of its flow- 
ing dress. This was a bag. The old man untied 
it, and, seizing it by the two ends, shook it: with 
a dull, heavy sound there fell on the floor a number 
of heavy packets, of a long cylindrical shape. 
Their envelop was of dark blue paper, and on 
each was inscribed, 1000 pucats. Extending his 
long lean hands from his wide sleeves, the old man 
began unrolling the packets. There was a gleam 
of gold. Great as Tchartkdéffs terror was, he 
could not help staring covetously at the coin. and 
looked on with profound attention as it streamed 
rapidly through the spectre’s bony hands, glittering 
and clinking with a dull metallic sound, and was 
then rolled up anew. Suddenly he remarked one 
packet which had rolled a little further than the 
rest, and stopped at the leg of the bedstead, near 
the head. By a rapid and furtive motion he seized 
this packet, gazing the while at the old man to see 
whether he remarked it. But he was too busy. 
He collected the remaining packets, replaced them 
in the bag, and, without looking at the artist, re- 
tired behind the screen. Tchartkéff's heart beat 
vehemently when he heard his departing footsteps 
echoing through the room. Congratulating him- 
self on impunity, he joyfully grasped the packet, 
and had almost ceased to tremble for its safety, 
when suddenly the footsteps again approached the 
screen; the old man had evidently discovered that 
one of his packets was wanting. Nearer he came, 
and nearer, until once more his grim visage was 
seen peeping round the screen. In an agony of 
terror the young man dropped the rouleau, made 
a desperate effort to stir his limbs, uttered a great 
cry—and awoke. A cold sweat streamed frcm 
every pore; his heart beat so violently that it 
seemed about to burst; his breast felt as tight as 
if the last breath were in the act of leaving it. 
Was it a dream? he said, pressing his head be- 
tween both hands ; the vividness of the apparition 
made him doubt it. Now, at any rate, he was 
unquestionably awake, yet he thought he saw the 
old man moving as he settled himself in his frame, 
his hand sinking by his side, and the border of his 
wide robe waving. His own hand retained the 
sensation of having, but a moment before, held a 
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weighty substance. The moon still shone into 
the room, bringing out from its dark corners here 
a canvass, there a lay figure, there again the dra- 
pery thrown over a chair, or a plaster cast on its 
bracket on the wall. Tchartké6ff now perceived 
that he was not in bed, but on his feet, opposite 
the portrait. How he got there—was a thing he 
could in no way comprehend. What astounded 
him still more was the fact that the portrait was 
completely uncovered. No vestige of a sheet was 
there, but the living eyes staring fixedly at him. 
A cold sweat stood upon his brow; he would fain 
have fled, but his feet were rooted to the ground. 
And then he saw (of a certainty this was no 
dream) the old man’s features move, and his lips 
protruded as if about to utter words. With a 
shrill cry of horror, and a despairing effort, Tchart- 
k6ff tore himself from the spot—and awoke. It 
was still a dream. His heart beat as though it 
would burst his bosom, but there was no cause for 
such agitation. He was in bed, in the same atti- 
tude as when he fell asleep. Before him was the 
screen; the chamber was filled with the watery 
moonbeams. ‘Through the crack in the screen, 
the portrait was visible, covered with the sheet he 
had himself laid over it. Although thus convinced 
of the groundlessness of his alarm, the palpitation 
of his heart increased in violence, until it became 
painful and alarming ; the oppression on his breast 
grew more and more severe. He could not detach 
his eyes from the sheet, and presently he distinctly 
saw it move, at first gently, then quickly and vio- 
lently, as though hands were struggling and grop- 
ing behind it, pulling and tearing, and striving, but 
in vain, to throw it aside. There was something 
mysteriously awful in this struggle of an invisible 
power against so flimsy an obstacle, which it yet 
was unable to overcome. Tchartkdff felt his very 
soul chilled with fear. : ‘ Great God! what is 
this?” he cried, crossing himself in an agony of 
terror. And once more he awoke. For the third 
time he had dreamed a dream! He sprang from 
his bed in utter bewilderment, his brain whirling 
and burning, and at first could not make up his 
mind whether he had been favored by a visit from 
the domovéi,* or by that of a real apparition. 
Approaching the window, he opened the fór- 
totchka.t A sharp frosty breeze brought refresh- 
ment to his heated frame. The moon’s radiance 
still lay broadly on the roofs and white walls of 
the houses, and small floating clouds chased each 
other across the sky. All was still, save when, 
from time to time, there fell faintly upon the ear 
the distant jarring rattle of a lingering dròjki, 
prowling in search of a belated fare. For some 
time our young painter remained with his head 
out of the fortotchka, and it was not until signs of 
approaching dawn were visible in the heavens that 


* The Russian house-spirit. This “ lubber fiend” is fre- 
quently the popular name of the night-mare. 

t The “ was-ist-das,” a single pane of glass fixed ina 
frame, to admit of its being opened, very necessary in a 
climate where double casements are fixed during eight 
months out of the year. 


303 


he closed the pane, threw himself upon his bed, 
and fell into a deep and dreamless slumber. 

It was very late when he awoke with a violent 
headache. The room felt close; a disagreeable 
dampness saturated the air, and made its way 
through the crevices of the windows. Low-spir- 
ited, uncomfortable, and cheerless as a drenched 
cock, he sat down on his dilapidated sofa, and be- 
gan to recall his dream of the previous night. So 
vivid was the impression it had made, that he could 
hardly persuade himself it had beena mere dream. 
Removing the sheet, he- minutely examined the 
portrait by the light or day. He was still struck 
with the extraordinary power and expression of 
the eyes, bet he found in them nothing peculiarly 
terrific. Still an unpleasant impression remained 
upon his mind. He could not divest himself of 
the conviction that a fragment of horrible reality 
had mingled with his dream. In defiance of rea- 
son, he imagined something peculiarly significant 
in the expression of the old man’s face; a some- 
thing of the cautious, stealthy look it had worn 
when he crept round the screen, and counted his 
gold under the very nose of the needy painter. 
And Tchartk6ff still felt the print of the rouleau 
upon his palm, as though it had but that instant 
left his grasp. Had he held it but a little tighter, 
he thought, it must have remained in his hand 
even after his awakening. 

“ Heavens !” he exclaimed, heaving a sorrow- 
ful sigh, ‘‘ had I but the moiety of that wealth!” 
And again in his mind’s eye he saw the rouleaus 
streaming from the sack. Again he read the at- 
tractive inscription—1000 pucaTs; again they 
were unrolled, he heard the chink of metal, saw 
it shine, burned to clutch it. But once more the 
blue paper was rolled around it; and there he sat, 
motionless and entranced, straining his eyes upon 
vacancy, powerless to divert their gaze from the 
imaginary treasure—like a child gazing with water- 
ing mouth at a dish of unattainable sweetmeats. 

A knock at the door at last roused him from 
his reverie. It was promptly followed by the en- 
trance of his landlord, accompanied by the Nad- 
zirátel, or police-inspector of the quarter—a gen- 
tleman whose appearance is, if possible, more 
disagreeable to the poor than the face of a pew 
tioner is to the rich. The landlord of the smail 
house in which Tchartkóff lodged, was no Dad 
type of the class of house-owners in such quarters 
as the fifteenth line of the Vasilievsku Ostrov. In 
his youth, he had been a captain in the army, 
where he was noted as a noisy, quarrelsome fellow ; 
transferred thence to the civil service, he provea 
himself a thorough master of the art of petty tyr- 
anny, a bustling coxcomb and a blockhead. Age 
had done little to improve his character. He had 
been some time a widower, had long retired from 
the service, was less given to quarrels and cox- 
combry, but more trivial and teasing. His chief 
happiness consisted in drinking tea, propagating 
scandal, and in sauntering about his apartment 
with hands behind his back. These intellectual 
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occupations were varied by an occasional inspec- 
tion of the roof of his house, by ferreting his 
dvornik, or porter, fifty times a day out of the 
kennel in which he oftener slept than watched, 
and by a monthly attack upon his lodgers for their 
rent. 

‘‘Do me the favor to see about it yourself, 
Varukh Kusmitch,’”’ said the landlord, to the 
Kvartalnu ; “he won’t pay his rent—he won't 
pay, sir.” 

** How can I, without money? 
and I will pay.” 

“ Time, my good sir! impossible! I can’t hear 
of such a thing,” said the landlord in a rage, flour- 
ishing the key he held in his hand. ‘* Perhaps 
` you don’t know that Colonel Potogonkin lodges in 
my house—a colonel, sir, and has lived here these 
seven years ; and Anna Petrovna Buchmisteroff— 
a lady of fortune, sir, who rents a coach-house, 
and a two-stall stable, sir, and keeps three out- 
door servants ; these are the sort of lodgers I have. 
My house, I tell you plainly, is not one of those 
establishments where people live who don’t pay 
their rent. So I will thank you to pay yours di- 
rectly, and be off bag and baggage.” 

« You had better pay,” said the Kvartalnu 
Nadziratel, with a slight but significant shake of 
the head, sticking his forefinger through a button- 
hole of his uniform. 

“ It’s very easy to say pay, but where is the 
money! I have not a sous.” 

“ In that case, you can satisfy Ivan Ivanovitch 
with goods, with the produce of your profession,” 
said the Kvartalnu; ‘‘ he will probably agree to 
take pictures.” 

‘* Not I, indeed! no pictures for me! It would 
be all very well to take pictures with respectable 
subjects, such as a gentleman could hang on his 
wall; a general with a star, or the likeness of 
Prince Kuttzoff! but, here I see nothing but 
paintings of mujiks in their shirt-sleeves, servants, 
and such like cattle—a mere waste of time and 
colors. He has taken the likeness of that black- 
guard of his, whose bones I shall assuredly break, 
for the thief has pulled the nails out of all my 
locks and window-hasps—a scoundrel! Just look ; 
there ’s a subject for you! a picture of the room! 
it would have been all very well if he had drawn 
it clean, neat, and orderly ; but there he has got 
it full of filth and rubbish, just as it is. Only see 
how he has bedevilled and dirted my room ; pretty 
work, indeed, when I have had colonels for lodgers 
seven years together, and Anna Petrovna Buch- 
misteroff! Truly there are no worse lodgers than 
artists ; they turn a drawing-room into a pigstye.”’ 

To all this, and much more, the poor painter 
was forced to listen patiently. Meanwhile the 
Kvartalnti Nadziratel amused himself by looking 
at the pictures and sketches, occasionally uttering 
a comment or question. 

‘* Not bad!” said he, pausing before a female 
figure ; ‘‘ pretty woman, really! But what ’s the 
meaning of that black, there, under her nose? is 
it snuff, or what?’ 


Give me time, 
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‘ That’s the shadow,” replied Tchartk6ff sur- 
lily, without turning towards him. 

‘“ You would have done better to have put it 
somewhere else. It is too remarkable just under 
the nose,” said the critical Argus. ‘‘ But, whose 
portrait is this?’’ continued he, approaching the 
picture that had occasioned Tchartkoff so restless 
a night. ‘‘ What an ugly old heathen! And 
what eyes! They might belong to Beelzebub him- 
self. I must have a look at this.” 

And without asking permission, or thinking it 
necessary to use much ceremony with a poor devil 
of a painter who could not pay his rent, the agent 
of the law lifted the portrait from the nails on 
which it hung, to carry it to the window, and ex- 
amine it at his leisure. But his hands were stiff 
and clumsy, and he had miscalculated the weight 
of the picture. It slipped through his fingers, and 
fell to the ground with a heavy thump and slight 
crashing noise, upsetting some lumber that stood 
against the wall, and raising a cloud of dust, which 
caused the man of manacles to step back and rub 
his eyes. With a muttered curse on the meddle- 
some official, Tchartk6ff sprang forward to raise 
the picture. As he did so, a small board, forming 
one of the sides of the frame, and which had been 
cracked by the fall, gave way altogether under the 
pressure of his hand, and part of it fell out. The 
fragment was followed by a roulcau of dark blue 
paper, which emitted a dull chink as it struck the 
ground. Tchartkóff’s -eye glanced upon an in- 
scription ; it was—1000 pucats. To snatch up 
the packet, and thrust it into his pocket, was the 
work of an instant. 

“ Surely, I heard the sound of coin,” said the 
Kvartalnu, who, owing to the dust, and to the 
rapidity of the painter’s movement, had not caught 
sight of the rouleau. 

“ And what business of yours is it, to know what 
I have in my room?” 

“ It’s my business to tell you, that you must 
pay the landlord his rent; it’s my business to tell 
you, that I know you have money, and yet you 
won't pay—that ’s my business, my fine fellow !”’ 

“ Wel, I will pay him to-day.” 

“ And, why did you not pay at once, without 
giving trouble to the landlord, and disturbing the 
police ?”’ 

“ Because I didn’t intend to touch this money. 
But I will pay him this evening, and leave his 
lodgings at once. I will live no longer in his 
paltry garret.” 

“« He will pay you, Ivan Ivanovitch,” said the 
Kvartalnui to the landlord. ‘‘If you neglect to 
do so by this evening, why then you must excuse 
me, Mr. Painter, if we use severer means.” And 
resuming his cocked hat, he departed, followed by 
the landlord, who hung his head, and looked ex- 
ceedingly small. 

“ The devil go with them!” said Tchartkéff, 
as he heard the outer door shut. He looked into 
the ante-room, sent Nikita ont, inorder to be quite 
alone, locked himself in, and, with a violent palpi- 
tation of the heart, opened his packet. It con- 
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tained exactly a thousand ducats, almost all of j 
them quite new, and sparkling like the sun. Its 
appearance was precisely the same as those he had 
seen in his dream. Almost frantic with delight, 
he sat with the pile of gold before him, asking 
himself whether he did not still dream. Long did 
he handle and tell the gold before he could believe 
that it was real, and that he himself was awake 
and in his nght mind. 

He then curiously and carefully examined the 
frame. In one side of it a kind of cavity had been 
hollowed out, and afterwards closed with a board, 
so neatly that if the loutish hand of the Kvartalnu 
Nadziratel, had not let the frame drop, the ducats 
might have remained for centuries undisturbed. 
It was with gratitude and complacency, rather 
than aversion, that the painter now contemplated 
the peculiar features and remarkable eyes of the 
oid Asiatic. 

‘¢ Whoever you are, my old boy,” said Tchart- 
k6 to himself, “I’ll put you under glass, and 
give you a splendid frame for this.” 

At this moment his hand happened to touch the 
heap of gold, and the contact made his heart beat 
as violently as ever. ‘‘ What shall I do with it?” 
he thought, fixing his eyes upon the money. 
‘ Now I am at my ease for three years at least, 
I can shut myself in my studio, and work. I can 
buy colors, pay for a comfortable lodging and good 
food. I have enough for everything ; nobody can 
tease or badger me now. I'll get a first-rate lay- 
figure, order a plaster torso, model feet, buy a 
Venus, have engravings of all the great masters. 
And if I work steadily for three years, quietly, 
without hurry, without being obliged to sell my 
pictures for my daily bread, I shall astonish the 
world and achieve fame.” 

Such was the artist's soliloquy, prompted by 
conscious talent and honorable ambition. A far 
different counsel was given by his twenty-two sum- 
mers and heat of youth. He now had in his com- 
mand all that he had hitherto gazed at from afar 
with envying eyes. How his heart bounded and 
swelled within him, as he thought of the luxuries 
he could now command ! how he longed to exchange 
rags for purple and fine linen, and fare sumptuously 
after his long fast, to dwell in a splendid lodging, 
to visit the theatre, the café, the ball! 

' Seizing his money, the young man was in the 
street in a moment. His first visit was to a tai- 
lor’s shop, where he dressed himself from top to 
toe, and walked down the street looking at himself 
in every window. He bought a huge quantity of 
trinkets and perfumes, an opera-glass, and a moun- 
tain of brilliant cravats; took, without a word of 
bargaining, the first lodging that he saw, a mag- 
nificent set of rooms in the Nevsku perspective, 
with immense mirrors, and each window glazed 
with a single pane ; had his hair curled at a coif- 
feur’s, hired a carriage, and drove twice, without 
the slightest object, from one end of the town to 
the other, crammed himself with bon-bons at a 
eonfectioner’s and went to a French restaurant, 
about which he had hitherto heard only vague and 
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uncertain rumors, such as one hears of the Chinese 
empire. ‘There he dined, assuming the while a 
haughty and supercilious air, and incessantly ar- 
ranging his well-curled locks. There, too, he 
drank a bottle of champagne; a liquid he had 
hitherto known only by reputation. His head full 
of wine, he went out into the street, gay, bold, 
ready for anything—able to face the devil, as the 
Russians say. On the bridge he met his former 
professor, and pushed coolly past him, as if he did 
not observe him, leaving the poor man motionless 
with astonishment, a mark of interrogation visibly 
printed in hiscountenance. All that he posscssed 
in the world, easels, canvasses, pictures, Tchart- 
hóff transported that very evening to his new and 
splendid lodgings. He arranged his best pictures. 
in the most visible situations, cast those he thought. 
less of into corners, and perambulated his splendid 
rooms, looking at himself each minute in the mir- 
rors. Then there arose in his mind a restless 
desire to take fame by storm, instantly, without 
delay, and to compel, by whatever meaus, the 
applause of the multitude. Already the cry rang 
in his ears, ‘‘ Tchartkoff, Tchartkóff ! have n’t you 
seen Tchartkoff’s picture? What a rapid pencil 
Tchartkoff has! Tchartk6ff has immense talent!’ 
Musing, and castle-building, he paced his apart- 
ment till a late hour of the night, and when in bed, 
could not sleep for ruminating his ambitious pro- 
jects. 

The next morning he took a dozen ducats, and 
drove to the editor of a fashionable newspaper. 
The introduction was efficacious. The journalist 
praised his genius, professed the most ardent de- 
sire to serve him, loaded him with compliments, 
shook him fervently by both hands, and accompa- 
nied him obscquiously to the door, making minute 
inquiries as to his name, his style of painting, his 
place of residence. 

The very next day there appeared in the news- 
paper, immediately after an advertisement of newly 
discovered candles, warranted to burn without 
wicks, an article headed, 


(í EXTRAORDINARY TALENT OF TCHARTKOFF. 


‘¢ We hasten to congratulate the inhabitants of 
this polite metropolis on what may be styled a 
discovery of the most splendid and useful nature.. 
We refer to the sudden appearance of an artist of 
consummate skill, possessing all the qualifications 
that can render a painter worthy to transfer to the. 
magic canvass the faces of the many beautiful 
women and handsome men who adorn the cultivated 
circles of St. Petersburg. Ladies may now con- 
fidently rely on being transmitted to posterity with- 
out diminution of their graces, with all their deli- 
cate loveliness, enchanting symmetry of form, and 
exquisite expression of feature—graces ephemcral, 
alas! as the existence of the butterfly that hovers 
over the vernal flowers. Parents, ere they leave 
this vale of tears, may bequeath to their sorrowing 
children their exact resemblance. The warrior, 
the statesman, the poet, all classes of men, in short, 
will pursue their career with fresh zeal and ardor, 
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now that the brilliant pencil of a Tchartk6éff enables 
them to transmit to posterity their visible features, 
as well as their imperishable renown. Let all 
hasten, then, abandoning promenade and party, 
opera, ball, and theatre, to the splendid and luxu- 
rious studio of our artist, (Nevsku Perspective, 
No. —.) It is hung with portraits, the produce 
of his pencil, worthy a Vandyke or a Titian. The 
happy connoisseur knows not what to admire most 
in these exquisite works, their exact resemblance 
to the original, or the extraordinary brilliancy and 
freshness of their handling. They must be seen 
to be even imperfectly appreciated ; the artist has 
truly drawn a prize in the lottery of genius. Suc- 
cess to you, Andréi Petrévitch! (the journalist 
„was evidently fond of the familiar style.) Macte 
‘nova virtute, and immortalize yourself and us. 
„Glory, fortune, crowds of sitters, in spite of the 
feeble and envious efforts of certain contemporary 
‘prints, will be your speedy and unfailing reward !” 

His face beaming with contentment, our artist pe- 
rused this puff. He saw his name in print—a thing 
which was to him a complete novelty ; and he could 
not help reading the lines at least a dozen times. 
He was particularly tickled with the comparison 
of his works to Vandyke and Titian. The use of 
his baptismal name, Andréi Petrévitch, also grati- 
fied him not a little. To be mentioned in this 
delightfully familiar way in print, was to him an 
honor as gratifying as it was new. He could not 
remain quiet a moment. Now he sat down ina 
chair, then threw himself picturesquely on a sofa, 
rehearsing the way he would receive his sitters ; 
then he went to his easel, and gave a bold dashing 
stroke of the brush, studying at the same time a 
graceful mode of wielding it. Thus he got 
through the day. 

The next morning, soon after breakfast, his bell 
rang. He hurried to the door; a lady entered, 
preceded by a footman in a furred livery cloak, 
and accompanied by a young girl of eighteen, her 
daughter. 

** Monsieur Tchartkoff, I believe?” said the 
lady. The painter bowed. 

“ I have seen your name in the papers; your 
portraits, they say, are incomparable.” With these 
words the lady put her glass to her eye, and 
glanced round the walls, which were bare. ‘‘ But 
where are all your portraits ?”’ 

“ They are not arrived,” said the artist, a little 
confased ; ‘‘ I have just removed into these rooms, 
the pictures are still on the rgad—they will soon 
be here.” 

“ You have been in Italy ?” said the lady, turn- 
ing her eye-glass on the painter in the absence of 
the paintings. 

‘“ No, I have not been there exactly—I intend to 
go—I have been compelled to put it off; but pray 
do me the honor to sit down ; you must be tired.” 

‘ You are very kind, but I have been sitting— 
in my carriage. Ah, at last, I see some of your 
works !”? said the lady, running up to the opposite 
side of the room, and levelling her glass at some 
canvasses placed on the floor, studies, sketches, 
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interiors, and portraits. ‘‘C’est charmant ! Lise, 
Lise! venez ici : there’s an interior in the manner 
of Teniers, see: all is in disorder, higgledy-pig- 
gledy, a table with a bust upon it, a hand, a 
palette; and the dust, look how well the dust is 
painted! c’est charmant! And there is another 
canvass, a woman washing her face—quelle jolie 
figure! Oh, and there’s a mujik! Lise, Lise! . 
a mujik in a Russian shirt! look, do look—a mu- 
jtk! So you don’t paint portraits only ?”’ 

“ These are mere trifles—done for amusement, 
in an idle moment—mere studies——”’ 

“ But do tell me your opinion of the portrait- 
painters of the present day? Isn't it true, that 
we have none at present like Titian? There ’s 
not that force of coloring, not that really, 
what a pity itis that I cannot express what I mean 
in Russian.” The lady was passionately fond. of 
painting, and had run, eye-glass in hand, over all 
the galleries in Italy. ‘‘ Only, I must say, that 
Monsieur Dauberelli—ah, how he paints! What 
an extraordinary touch! I find more expression 
in his faces than even in Titian’s. You know 
Monsieur Dauberelli ?”’ 

“ Dauberelli! who is he?” asked the artist. 

“ Such talent! He painted my daughter when 
she was only twelve years old. You must come 
and see it, really you must. Lise, you shall show 
him your album. But I want another portrait of 
my daughter, and that is the motive of my visit. 
Can you begin at once ?” 

“ Directly, madam, if you please.’ Andina 
moment he wheeled up his easel, with a canvass 
on it, ready stretched, took his palette in his hand, 
and fixed his eyes on the pale, childish features of 
the daughter. Young as she was, they already 
bore traces of Jate hours and dissipation. Expres- 
sion they had little or none. But the artist saw in 
the complexion an almost china-like transparence, 
exquisitely adapted to his pencil; the neck was 
white and slendcr, the form elegant and aristocratic. 
And he prepared for a triumph; he intended to 
show the lightness and brilliancy of his touch, for 
the display of which he had hitherto lacked oppor- 
tunities. He already began to fancy to himself 
how the pale but graceful little lady would come 
out upon the canvass. 

“ Do you know,” said the mother, with a senti- 
mental expression of face, ‘‘ I should like—you see 
she has a frock on now—well, I confess I should 
not like you to paint her in a frock, it ‘s so com- 
mon-place ; I should like her to be painted simply 
dressed, sitting in the shade of a thicket, with 
fields in the distance, and sheep or a forest in the 
back-ground—simplicity, the greatest simplicity, 
is what I should like.” 

Tchartkóff set to work, arranged the sitter in 
the attitude he required, endeavored to fix the 
whole subject in his mind ; waved his brush in the 
air before him, as if establishing the principal 
points ; half-closed his eyes several times, retired 
back a step or two, examined his sitter from a 
distance, and in about an hour he finished drawing 
in the face. Satisfied with the effect, he now 
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commenced painting, and his labor rapidly grew 
lighter. By this time he had forgotten he was 
in the presence of two ladies of high fashion, and 
began to fall into a few tricks of the painting- 
room, uttering half-aloud various inarticulate 
sounds, and at intervals humming a tune between 
his teeth. Without the slightest ceremony he 
from time to time signed, by a movement of his 
brush, to his sitter to raise her head. At last the 
young lady grew weary and restless. 

“ That’s quite enough for the first sitting,” 
said her mother. 

“Another minute,” cried the painter in an 
absent tone. 

“ Impossible ! 
lady, looking at her diminutive watch. 
how late!” 

“ Only half a second,” said Tchartkoff, in the 
wistful and beseeching voice of a child. 

But the lady was disinclined to comply. She 
promised him a longer sitting another time. 

“ Horridly annoying !"’ said Tchartkoff to him- 
self; “just as my hand was getting in.” And 
he remembered that no one had ever interrupted 
him, when he worked in his painting-room in the 
Vasilievsku Ostrav. Nikita would sit hour after 
hour without moving a muscle: you might paint 
him as much as you liked; he would go to sleep 
in the attitude he was fixed in. And the artist 
discontentedly laid his pencil and palette on a 
vhair, and stood pensively before the canvass. He 
was aroused from his reverie by a compliment 
addressed to him by the fashionable lady. He 
darted towards the door to show out his visitors : 
on the stairs he received an invitation to dine with 
them the following week, and with a cheerful air 
he reentered his rooms. The aristocratic style of 
his visitors had quite fascinated him. Up to this 
time he had held such beings unapproachable, born 
only to glide about in a splendid carriage with 
liveried footmen and a laced and bearded coach- 
man, throwing a calm, indifferent glance on the 
humble foot-passenger as he plodded by in a 
shabby cloak. And yet, here was one of these 
exquisite beings calling upon him: he was paint- 
ing her portrait, and had received an invitation to 
dine with her. Intoxicated with vanity and de- 
light, he treated himself to a splendid dinner, went 
to the theatre in the evening, and again, without 
the slightest occasion, drove about the town in a 
carriage. 

For some days he did nothing but arrange his 
rooms and listen for the sound of his bell. At last 
the lady arrived, with her pale daughter. He 
made them sit down, wheeled up his easel with a 
strong affectation of fashionable manner, and began 
to paint. He saw in his delicate sitter much that, 
being cleverly caught, would give high value to 
the portrait: he perceived that he might produce 
something quite peculiar and characteristic, if he 
could render it with the same accuracy and com- 
pleteness with which nature herself had placed it 
before him. His heart even felt a slight tremor 
when he found himself expressing what no one 
elso perhaps had ever remarked. His attention 


Lise, three o'clock !” said the 
“ Oh, 
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became riveted on his canvass, and he again forgot 
the aristocratic descent of his sitter. Holding his 
breath from eagerness, he gradually saw the deli- 
cate features and transparent skin come out upon 
his canvass. He had caught every half-tint, even 
the slight ivory-like yellowness, the nearly imper- 
ceptible bluish tone under the eyes, and was just 
in the act of seizing a little mole upon the fore- 
head, when he suddenly heard behind him the 
voice of the mother, crying—‘‘ Oh, never mind 
that! that is not necessary! I see, too, you have 
got a—here, for instance, and here, see !—a kind 
of yellowish—and here and there you have, as it 
were, little dark places.’ The artist explained 
that the dark and yellow tones relieved the face, 
and gave a delicacy to the flesh-tints. But the 
notion was scouted. He was informed that Lise 
had not slept well, that there was usually no yel- 
lowness at all in her face, which struck everybody 
by its freshness of complexion. Sadly and reluc- 
tantly Tchartk6ff began to efface what he had 
taken such pains to produce. With it there van- 
ished of course much of the resemblance. He now 
began, with a feeling of indifference, to throw 
over the whole a more common-place and hack- 
neyed coloring, the red and white, devoid of vigor, 
which every daubster has at his command. The 
obnoxious tint was effaced, and the mamma was 
delighted. She only expressed her surprise that 
the work went on so slowly. She had heard, she 
said, that he could completely finish a portrait in 
two sittings. The ladies rose and prepared to go 
away. Tchartkóff laid down his pencil, conducted 
them to the door, and then, returning, stuod for a 
while before his portrait, regretting the delicate 
lines, the half-tints and airy tones, so happily 
caught and pitilessly effaced. With these recol- 
lections vivid in his mind, he put aside the por- 
trait, and looked for a study, which had been long 
abandoned, of a head of Psyche, an idea he had 
some time before thrown sketchily on the canvass. 
It was a pretty little countenance, cleverly and 
rapidly painted, but quite ideal, cold and hard, 
devoid of life and reality. Scarcely knowing why, 
he began to work at this, endeavoring to commu- 
nicate to it all he could remember of the counte- 
nance of his aristocratic sitter. Psyche grew more 
and more animated ; the type of the young fashion- 
able lady’s countenance was by degrees mingled 
with hers, at the same time acquiring an expres- 
sion which gave it originality and character. 
Tchartk6ff was able to ayail himself, both in the 
details and in the general effect, of all that he had 
obtained from his sitter, and to incorporate it with 
his work. During several days he labored hard 
at his Psyche. He was still busy with it when 
he was interrupted by the arrival of his former 
visitors. The picture was on the easel. Both 
ladies uttered a cry of admiration, and clapped 
their hands. 

“ Lise! Lise! Oh, how like! Superbe! Su- 
perbe! What an exquisite idea, to dress her in the 
Grecian costume! What a truly delicious sur- 
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The artist hardly knew how to undeceive the 
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ladies in their agreeable mistake. He hung his 
head, and, with an apologetic air, said, in a low 
voite, ‘* This is Psyche.” 

“ Painted as Psyche! C'est charmant !” said 
the mother, with a smile, faithfully repeated by 
the daughter. ‘‘ Don’t you think so, Lise? it’s 
just the thing for you. Painted as Psyche! Quelle 
idée délicieuse! But what a picture! Quite a Cor- 
reggio! I have heard and read much about you, 
but I had not the least idea of your talent.” 

“ What the deuce am I to do with them?” 
thought the artist. ‘‘ Well, if they will have it 
so, Psyche shall go;’’ and he said aloud—‘ I 
must trouble you to give me a few minutes more 
— should like to add a few touches.”’ 

“ You cannot improve it. Pray leave it as it 
a 

The painter guessed that they apprehended some 
more yellow tones, and he hastened to remove 
their fears, saying that he was only going to in- 
crease the brilliancy and expression of the eyes. 
In reality he desired to give his picture a closer 
resemblance with the original—fearing, if he did 
not, that he should be taxed with unblushing flat- 
tery. In spite of the lady’s reluctance, the pallid 
damsel’s features began to come out more clearly 
amid the outlines of the Psyche. 

“ That will do,” said the mother, less pleased 
by the picture as the resemblance grew closer. 
The artist was rewarded for his labor with smiles, 
money, compliments, a most affectionate squeeze 
of the hand, and a pressing invitation to dinner ; 
in a word, he was overwhelmed with recompenses. 
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quently many, when they seated themselves in the 
painting chair, put on such looks and expressions 
as absolutely astounded the artist. One struggled 
to give her features an air of melancholy ; another 
of sentimental abstraction ; a third tried desperately 
to make her mouth small, and pursed it up till it 
resembled a round dot. And in spite of all this 
they expected striking resemblance, ease, and 
grace. Nor were the gentlemen more reasonable. 
One required to be painted with a strong, energetic 
turn of the head; another with uplifted eyes, full 
of poetic inspiration; an ensign of the Guards 
declared that he should not be satisfied unless Mars 
was made visible in his countenance: a civilian 
delicately suggested that his face should be made 
as much as possible to express incorruptible prob- 
ity, mingled with imposing dignity, and that he 
should be painted leaning his arm on a book, 
inscribed in legible characters, ‘‘ I stand for right.”’ 
At first all these requests frightened and annoyed 
our painter; there was so much to be harmonized, 
considered, and arranged, and all in a few hours. 
At last he began to understand the secret, and 
went on without troubling his head in the least. 
From the first two or three words spoken, he per- 
ceived how the sitter wished to be painted. The 
gentleman who wanted Mars was made a Mars of ; 
he who aped Byron received a Byronic attitude. 
As to the ladies, whether they wished to be Co- 
rinnas, or Undines, or Aspasias, he was quite 
ready to accommodate them, and even added, from 
his own imagination, a universal air of distinction, 
which never does any harm, and which sometimes 


The portrait made much noise in the town. The|makes people excuse even want of resemblance. 


lady showed it to all her acquaintance. Everybody 
admired the skill with which the painter had suc- 
ceeded in preserving the resemblance, and at the 
same time in giving beauty to the original. The 
last remark, of course, was not made without a 
slight tinge of malice. Tchartkoff was besieged 
with commissions. The whole town was mad to 
be painted by him. His door-bell rang incessantly. 
Unfortunately his sitters were of the class most 
difficult to manage; either persons very much 
occupied, or fashionable people, who, having in 
reality nothing to do, were, of course, far busier 
than anybody elsc, and hurried and impatient in 
the highest degree. Everybody expected a good 
picture in less time than was necessary to do a 
slovenly one. The artist saw that high finish was 
quite out of the question, and that all he could do 
was to dazzle by the facility, rapidity, and smart- 
ress of his execution. He had to content himself 
with catching the general expression, neglecting 
the more delicate details, and not attempting to 
attain the individuality and reality of nature. Be- 
sides this, every sitter had some fresh fancy. The 
ladies required that only their sentiment and char- 
acter should be represented in their portraits ; that 
all the rest should be smoothed and softened ; sharp 
engles rounded off; defects mitigated, and even, 
if possible, altogether concealed. They required, 
ia short, to be made attractive in their portraits, 
whether nature had made them so or not. Conse- 


He soon began to be astonished at the wonderful 
rapidity and success of his execution. As to the 
sitters, they were in ecstasies, and proclaimed him 
everywhere a genius of the first water. 

Tchartkéff became all the fashion. He drove 
out every day to dinner parties, escorted ladies to 
exhibitions and promenades, was a consummate 
puppy in his dress, and openly declared that an 
artist ought to be a man of the world ; that it was 
his duty to maintain his dignity; that painters in 
general dressed like shoemakers; that their man- 
ners were excruciatingly vulgar, and that they 
were people of no education. His studio was a 
pattern of elegance ; he kept a couple of magnifi- 
cent footmen ; took a number of dandified pupils ; 
had his hair curled; dressed half a dozen times 2 
day in various fantastical costumes. He was per- 
petually rehearsing improvements in his way of 
receiving visitors ; meditating on al] possible means 
of beautifying his person, and of producing an 
agreeable impression on the ladies. In short, iz 
soon became impossible to recognize in him the 
modest student who once labored so fervently in 
his garret in the Vasilievsku Ostrov. Concerning 
art and artists he now rarely spoke; he asserted 
that the merit of the old masters had been outra- 
geously overrated ; that, before Raphael, their fig- 
ures were rather like herrings than human beings ; 
that it was the imagination of the spectator only that 
could find in their works that air of grandeur and 
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dignity generally attributed to them. Raphael 
himself, he said, was very unequal, and many of 
his productions owed their glory only to tradition. 
Michael Angelo was a boaster, weakly vain of his 
knowledge of anatomy, and without a particle of 
grace. Real force of outline, grace of touch, and 
magic of coloring we must look for, he said, in 
the present age. Thence the conversation easily 
glided to his own pictures. 

“ I cannot conceive,” he would say, ‘‘ the ob- 
stinacy of people who drudge at their pictures. 
A fellow who hangs month after month over one 
piece of canvass is, in my opinion, an artisan, not 
an artist. Such a one has no genius, for genius 
creates boldly, rapidly. Now this portrait, for 
instance,” he would say, ‘‘I painted in two days, 
this head in one day, this in a few hours, and that 
other in rather more than an hour. I don’t call 
it art to go crawling on, line after line.” 

Thus he would chatter to his visitors, and the 
visitors would admire his dashing rapidity, and 
uttered exclamations of wonder when they heard 
how quickly he worked ; and then they would whis- 
per to each other—‘‘ This is genius—real genius ! 
How well he talks! What an extraordinary 
talent !”’ 

Such praise as this the paiater greedily drank 
in, and was as delighted as a child by the enco- 
miums of the press, even when bought and paid 
for with his own money. His fame continued to 
spread, and his occupation to increase, till he grew 
weary of painting portraits and faces with the same 
tricks and attitudes that he knew by heart. Grad- 
ually he worked with less and less good-will, 
contenting himself with carelessly sketching in the 
head, and leaving all the rest to be finished by his 
pupils. Formerly he had taken trouble to seek 
new attitudes; to strike by novelty—by effect. 
Now he began to grow weary even of this labor. 
He entirely left off reflecting; he had neither 
power nor leisure for it. His dissipated mode of 
life, and the society in which he played the part 
of a man of fashion, severed him more and more 
from labor and from thought. His touch grew 
cold and dull, and he insensibly confined himself 
to stale, commonplace worn-out forms. The stiff, 
monotonous countenances of officers and civilians, 
in their graceless modern costumes, were not very 
attractive subjects for the pencil. He forgot all 
—his graceful draping, his easy attitudes, his 
power of representing the passions. As to skilful 
grouping, or dramatic effect in painting, all that 
was quite out of the question. He had nothing 
before his eyes but the eternal uniform, corset, 
or dress-coat—objects chilling to the artist, and 
affording little scope to imagination. By and 
by even the most ordinary merits disappeared, one 
by one, from his productions ; and they still enjoyed 
the highest reputation, though real judges and 
artists only shrugged their shoulders as they looked 
at the work of his hand. 

These mute but significant criticisms of the dis- 
cerning few never reached the ears of the artist, 

intoxicated as he was with vanity and false fame. 
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He already too approached the period of maturity 
in age and intellect, and was rapidly acquiring a 
respectable corpulence. He now met in the jour- 
nals with such expressions as these :—‘‘ Our 
respectable Andréi Petrévitch—our veteran of the 
pencil, Andréi Petróvitch.” He now received 
many honorary appointments in public institutions ; 
was frequently invited to examinations and to com- 
mittees. He began, as people infallibly do on 
reaching a certain age, to stand up sturdily for the 
old masters, not from any profound conviction of 
their wonderful merits, but in order to throw their 
names in the teeth of young artists. He did not 
hesitate to fly in the face of the doctrines he had 
advocated some years previously. According to 
him, labor was everything, inspiration a mere 
name; and he affirmed that, in art, all things 
should be sybjected to the severest rules. 

Fame can give no satisfaction to one who has 
not earned, but stolen it. It produces a constant 
thrill only in the heart conscious of having deserved 
it. Tchartké6ff no longer valued fame. All his 
feelings and desires were turned towards gold. 
Gold became his passion, his delight, the object 
of his being. Bank-notes filled his portfolios, piles 
of gold his coffers ; but, like all avaricious men, he 
grew sour, selfish, inaccessible to everything but 
money—cold-hearted and penurious. He was 
gradually sinking into an unhappy miser, when 
an event came to pass which gave his whole moral 
being a terrible and awakening shock. 

Returning home one day, Tchartkéff found ly- 
ing on his table a letter, in which the Academy 
of Arts, invited him, as one of its most distin- 
guished members, to give his opinion of a new 
picture just arrived from Italy, the work of a Rus- 
sian artist who had long studied there. The 
painter, who had been a schoolfellow of Tchart- 
k6ff’s, imbued, even as a boy, with a fervent 
passion for art, had nearly torn himself from home 
and friends from all the pleasures and habits of 
his age and country, to toil and study in the re- 
nowned Italian city, whose very name thrills the 
painter’s heart. There he condemned himself to 
solitude and uninterrupted labor. Men spoke of 
his eccentricity, of his ignorance of the world, of 
his neglect of all the customs of society, of the 
disgrace he cast on the artist’s profession by his 
dress, which was beneath his station, and by his 
frugality, which was almost penury. He cared 
nothing for scoff and reproach. Regardless of the 
world’s comments, he gave himself up to his art. 
Unweariedly did he haunt the galleries ; hour after 
hour, day after day, he stood before the works of 
the great masters, striving to penetrate their se- 
crets. He never finished a picture without com- 
paring it many times with the productions of those 
mighty teachers, and reading in their creations 
silent but eloquent counsel. He engaged in no 
arguments or disputes, but accorded to every school 
the honor it deserved ; and after aiming at acquir- 
ing what was most meritorious in each, at length 
addicted himself to the study of the immortal 
Raphael ; like a student of letters, who, after read- 
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ing and rereading the works of a multitude of 
authors, at last confines himself to the writings of 
one whom he conceives to unite the chief beauties 
of all the others, superadding graces none of them 
possess. After many years of persevering appli- 
cation and gradual progress, the artist left the 
schools, possessing pure and elevated ideas of 
composition, great powers of conception, and an 
execution that charmed alike by its delicacy and 
force. But, with the modesty of true genius, he 
still allowed a considerable time to elapse before 
he ventured to submit a picture to the verdict of 
his countrymen. 

On entering the exhibition-room, Tchartkdéff 
found it thronged with visitors, grouped before the 
painting. Silence, such as is rarely met with 
amongst a numerous collection of amateurs, reigned 
throughout the crowd. Assuming the knowing 
and supercilious look of an acknowledged connois- 
scur, he approached the picture, prepared to cavil 
and find fault, or at best, to damn with faint praise. 
But the canting phrase of conventional criticism 
died away upon his lips at the sight he there be- 
held. Faultless, pure, gracious and beautiful as 
some fair and virgin bride was the noble produc- 
tion of genius that met his astonished gaze. With 
wonder and admiration he recognized the work of 
a pencil that revived the glones of ancient art. 
A profound study of Raphael was manifest in the 
noble elevation of the attitudes ; there was a some- 
thing Correggian in the skilful handling and care- 
ful finish. But there was no servile imitation of 
any painter; the artist had sought and found in 
his own soul the divine spark that gave life to his 
creation. Not an object in the picture, however 
trifling, but had been the subject of a profound 
study; the law of its constitution had been ana- 
lyzed, and its general organism investigated. And | 
the painter had caught that flowing roundness of | 
line which pervades all nature, but which no eye 
ever sees save that of the creator-artist—that 
roundness which the mere copyist degrades into 
points and angles. He had poetized, whilst faith- 
fully representing, the commonest objects of ex- 
ternal nature. A feeling of awe mingled with the 
admiration that kept the crowd profoundly silent. 
Not a whisper was heard, not a rustle or a sound, 


paralyzed, in his own magnificent studio. The 
bandage had fallen from his eves. He saw how 
he had squandered the best years af his youth ; 
how he had trampled and stifled the spark of that 
fire once burning within him, which might have 
been fanned unul it blazed up into grandeur and 
glory, and extorted tears of gratitude and admira- 
tion from a wondering world. All this he had 
sacrificed and thrown away, heedlessly, madly, 
brutally. ‘There suddenly revived in his soul 
those enthusiastie aspirations he once had known. 
He caught up a pencil and approached a canvass. 
The sweat of eagerness stood upon his brow ; his 
soul was filled with one passionate desire—one 
solitary thought burned in his brain. The zeal 
for art, the thirst for fame he once so strongly felt, 
had suddenly returned, evoked from their lurking- 
place by the mute voice of another's genius. And 
why, Tchartkéff thought, should not he also ex- 
cel? His hand trembled with feverish impatience 
till he could scarcely hold the pencil. Ile took 
for his subject a fallen angel. ‘The idea was in 
accordance with his frame of mind. But, alas! 
how soon he was convinced of the vanity of his 
efforts! His hand and imagination had been too 
long confined to one line and limit, and his fieree 
but impotent endeavor to overleap the barrier, to 
break his self-imposed fetters, had no result. He 
had despised and neglected the fundamental con- 
dition of future greatness—the long and fatiguing 
ladder of study and reflection. Maddened by dis- 
appointment, furious at the conviction of impetency, 
he ignominiously dismissed from his studio all his 
later and most estecmed productions, to which 
places of honor had been accorded—all his life- 


i less, senseless, fashionable portraits of hussars, 


ladies of fashion, and privy councillors. He then 
shut himself up, denied himself to all visitors, and 
| sat down to work, patient and eager as a young 
student. Fora while he labored day and night. 
But how unsatisfactory, how cruelly ungrateful 
was all that grew under his pencil! Each mo- 
ment he found himself checked and repulsed in 
the new path he fain would have trodden by the 
wretched mechanical tricks to which he had so 
long habituated himself. They stood on his road, 
an impassable barrier. In spite of himself he 


for some time after the arrival of Tchartkoff. Alli recurred to the old commonplace forms ; the arms 
were absorbed in contemplation of the master- | would arrange themselves in one graceless position : 
piece; and in the eyes of the more enthusiastic | the head assume the old hackneyed attitude ; the 
tears of delight were seen to glisten. Tehartkoff | folds of dress refuse to drape themselves other- 


himself stood open-mouthed and motionless before 
the wonderful painting, whose merits and beauties 
the spectators at last began to discuss. He was 
roused from abstraction by being appealed to for 
his opinion. In vain did he strive to resume his 
dignified air, and to give utterance to the musty 
commonplace of criticism. The contemptuous 
smile was chased from his features by the work- 
ings of emotion ; his breast heaved with a convul- 
sive sob, and after a moment's violent but ineffee- 
tual struggle, he burst into tears and rushed wildly 
from the hall. 

A few minutes later he stood motionless, almost 


wise than they had so long been wont to do in his 
hands. All this the unhappy artist plainly felt 
and saw. His eyes were open to his heinous 
faults, but he lacked the power to correct them. 
“ Surely I had ability !’’ said he to himself ; 
‘for was it mere delusion? Could I not. under 
any circumstances, have done better than I heve? 
Did the whispers of youthful vanity mislead me 2°? 
And, to settle this doubt, he hunted out some of 
his early pictures, which lay neglected in a corner 
of his painting-room—pictures he had labored a: 
long ago, when his heart was pure from av arite, 
and he dwel* in his poor garret in the lonely Vas 
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silievsku Ostrov, far from the world, from luxury 
and covetousness. He examined them attentively, 
and the conviction forced itself upon him with 
irresistible strength, that he had sacrificed genius 
at the altar of mammon. ‘I had it in me!” was 
his agonized exclamation. ‘‘ Everywhere, in all 
of these, I behold traces and proofs of the power 
I have recklessly frittered away.” 

Covering his face with his hands, Tchartkoff 
stood silent, full of bitter thoughts, rapidly but 
minutely reviewing the whole of his past life. 
When he removed his hands he started, and a 
thrill passed over him, for he suddenly encountered 
the gaze of two piercing eyes glittering with a 
sombre lustre, and seeming to watch and enjoy 
his despair. A second glance showed him they 
belonged to the strange portrait which he had 
bought, many years before, in the Stchukin Dvor. 
It had remained forgotten and concealed amidst a 
mass of old pictures, and he had long since forgot- 
ten its existence. Now that the gaudy, fashion- 
able pictures and portraits had been removed from 
the studio, there it was, peering grimly out from 
amongst his early productions. Tchartkoff re- 
membered that, in a certain sense, this hideous 
portrait had been the origin of the useless life he 
had so long led and now so deeply deplored ; that 
the hoard of gold discovered in its frame had de- 
veloped and fostered in him those worldly passions, 
that sensuality and love of luxury, which had been 
the bane of his genius. Calling his servants, he 
ordered the hateful picture to be taken from the 
room, and bestowed where he should never again 
behold it. Its departure, however, -was insuff- 
cient to calm his agitation and quell the storm that 
raged within him. He was a prey to that rare 
moral torture sometimes witnessed when a feeble 
talent wrestles unsuccessfully to attain a develop- 
ment above its capacity—a furious endeavor which 
often conducts young and vigorous minds to great 
achievements, but whose result to old and ener- 
vated ones is more frequently despair and insanity. 
Tchartkotf, when convinced of the futility of his 
efforts, became possessed by the demon of envy, 
who soon monopolized and made him all his own. 
His complexion assumed a bilious yellow tint; he 
could not bear to hear an artist praised, or look 
with patience at any work of art that bore the 
impress of genius. On beholding such, he would 
grind his teeth’ with fury, and the expression of 
his face became that of a maniac. 

At last he conceived one of the most execrable 
projects the human mind ever engendered ; and, 
with an eagerness approaching to frenzy, he hast- 
ened to put it into execution. He bought up all 
the best pictures he could find in St. Petersburg, 
and whose owners could be induced to part with 
them. The prices he gave to tempt sellers were 
often most extravagant. As soon as he had pur- 
chased a picture, and got it safely home, he would 
set upon it with demoniac fury, tearing, scratching, 
even biting it; and, when it was utterly defaced, 
and rent into the smallest possible fragments, he 
would dance and trample on it, laughing like a 
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fiend. The enormous fortune he had accumulated 
during his long and successful career as a fashion- 
able portrait-painter, enabled him largely to in- 
dulge this infernal monomania. To this abomi- 
nable end he, Tchartkoff, but a short time before 
so avaricious, became reckless in his expenditure. 
For this he untied the strings of his bags of gold, 
and scattered his rubles with lavish hand. All 
were surprised at the change, and at the rapidity 
with which he squandered his fortune, in his zeal, 
as it was supposed, to form a gallery of the noblest 
works of art. In the auction room, none cared to 
oppose him, for all were certain to be outbid. He 
was held to be mad, and certainly his conduct and 
appearance justified the presumption. His coyn- 
tenance, of a jaundiced hue, grew haggard and 
wrinkled ; misanthropy and hatred of the world 
were plainly legible upon it. He resembled that 
horrid demon whom Pushkin has so ably conceived 
and portrayed. Save an occasional sarcasm. ven- 
omous and bitter, no word ever passed his lips, 
and at last he became universally avoided. His 
acquaintances, and even his oldest friends, shunned 
his presence, and would go a mile round to escape 
meeting him in the street. The mere sight of him, 
they said, was enough to cloud their whole day. 

Fortunately for society and for art, such an un- 
natural and agitated existence as this could not 
long endure. Tchartk6off’s mental excitement 
was too violent for his physical strength. A burn- 
ing fever and furious delirium ravaged his frame, 
and in a few days he was but the ghost of his for- 
mer self. The delirium augmented, and became 
a permanent and incurable mania, in some of whose 
paroxysms it was necessary to bind him to his 
couch. He fancied he saw continually before him 
the singular old portrait from the Stchikin Dvor! 
This was the more strange, because since the day 
he had turned it out of his studio, it had never 
once met his sight. But now he raved of its ter- 
rible living eyes, which haunted him unceasingly, 
and when this fancy came over him, his madness 
was something terrific. All the persons who ap- 
proached his bed he imagined to be horrible por- 
traits ; copies, repeated again and again, of the old 
man with the fiendish eyes. The image multiplied 
itself perpetually ; the ceiling, the walls, the floor, 
were all covered with portraits, staring sternly and 
fixedly at him with living eyes. The room ex- 
tended and stretched out to a vast and interminable 
gallery, to afford room for millions of repetitions 
of the ghastly picture. In vain did numerous 
physicians. seek to discover, with a view to the 
alleviation of the poor wretch’s sufferings, some 
secret connection between the incidents of his past 
life and the strange phantom that thus eternally 
haunted him. No explanation or clue could be. 
obtained from the patient, who continued to apos- 
trophize the portrait in disconnected phrase, and to 
utter howls of agony and lamentation. At last his 
existence terminated in one last horrible paroxysm. 
His corpse was frightful to behold; of his once 
comely form, a yellow shrivelled skeleton was all 
that remained. A few thousand rubles were the 
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sole residue of his wealth ; and his disappointed | general attention, ‘‘ I can explain them if you are 
heirs, beholding numerous drawers and closets full | disposed to give me five minutes’ audience. I have 
of torn fragments that had once composed noble | every reason to believe that this portrait is one I 
pictures, understood and cursed the odious use to| have long sought in vain.” 

which their relative had applied his princely for-| Curiosity was expressed on every couptenance ; 
tune. the auctioneer stood open-mouthed and with up- 
lifted hammer ; all entreated B to tell his tale. 
The artist at once complied. 

A number of carriages, caleches, and dréjkis} ‘‘ You are all acquainted,” he said, ‘*‘ with the 
were drawn up in the vicinity of a handsome man- | quarter of St. Petersburg known as the Kolémna, 
sion in one of the best quarters of St. Petersburg.| and aware that it is chiefly occupied by persons 
It had been the residence of a rich virtuoso, lately | either in poverty, or whose resources are exceed- 
deceased, and whose pictures, furniture, and curi-| ingly limited, many of whom, compelled by un- 
osities, were now selling »y auction. The large | foreseen circumstances to outstrip their limited 
drawing-room was filled with the most distinguished | income, frequently find themselves in want of im- 
amateurs of art in St. Petersburg, mingled with | mediate and temporary assistance ; compelled, in 
brokers and dealers on the look-out for bargains, | short, to apply to money-lenders. In consequence 
and with a large sprinkling of those idlers who, | of this, there has settled amongst them a partie- 
without intending to purchase, frequent auctions! ular class of usurers, who supply petty sums on 
to kill a morning. The sale was in full activity, ' satisfactory pledges, and at enormous interest. 
and there was eager competition for the lot then j These pawnbrokers on a small scale are generally 
up. The biddings succeeded each other so rapidly, | far more pitiless than the aristocratic usurer, whose 
that the auctioneer was scarcely able to repeat them. | customers drive to his door in their carriages. 
The object so many were eager to possess, was a; Compunction, humanity, a feeling of pity for the 
portrait, which could hardly fail to attract the at-| unfortunates upon whose need they fatten, never 
tention even of persons who knew nothing of pic-| by any chance enter their breast. Amongst these 
tures. This painting, which possessed a very, callous extortioners there was one who, at a cer- 
considerable amount of artistical merit, and had ap- | tain period of the last century, under the reign of 
parently been more than once restored, repaired, | the Empress Catherine II., had been settled for 
and cleaned, represented the tawny features of an’ some years in the Kolémna. He was an extraor- 
Oriental, attired in a loose costume. The expres- | dinary and enigmatical personage, of whom none 
sion of the face was singular, and by no means. knew anything; he wore a flowing Asiatic dress, 
pleasant. Its most striking feature was the extraor- ` his complexion was swarthy as an Arab; but to 
dinary and unaccountable look of the eyes, which, what nation he really belonged, whether Hindoo, 
by some trick of the artist, seemed to follow the | or Greek, or Persian, none could decide. His tall 
spectator wherever he went. Every one of the | stature, his tawny, withered, wiry face, with its 
persons there assembled was ready to swear that tint of greenish bronze, his large eyes full of sul- 
the eyes looked straight at him; and, what was! len fire, shadowed by thick and overhanging brows ; 
yet more unaccountable, the effect was the same | every point in his appearance, in short, made a 
whether the beholder stood on the right, or on the | strong and marked distinction between him and the 
left, or in front of the picture. This peculiarity it | other inhabitants of the quarter. His very dwelling 
was that had made so many anxious to possess a! was quite unlike the little wooden houses which 
portrait whose subject and painter were alike un- | surrounded it. It was a large brick building, in 
known. Gradually, however, many of the ama-| the style of those often constructed by the Genoese 
teurs ceased their biddings, for the price had become | merchants, with windows of different sizes disposed 
extravagant, and at last only two continued to cem-| at irregular distances, with iron shutters and hasps. 
pete—two rich noblemen, both enthusiastic lovets; This usurer was distinguished from all others by 
of the eccentric in art. These still continued the | the circumstance that he could always supply any 
contest, grew heated with their rivalry, and were | sum of money required, and would accommodate 
in a fair way to raise the price to something pos-| alike the needy groom and the extravagant noble. 
itively absurd, when a by-stander stepped forward | At hjs door were often to be seen brilliant equipages, 
and addressed them. ‘‘ Before this contest goes | through whose windows might sometimes be dis- 
further,” he said, ‘* permit me to say a few words. | cerned the head of a luxurious and fashionable 
Of all here present, it is I, I believe, who have the | lady. Rumor said that his iron chests teemed with 
best right to the portrait in dispute.”’ countless heaps of money, plate, diamonds, and al] 

All eyes were turned to the speaker. He was | kinds of valuable pledges, but nevertheless he was 
a tall, handsome man, of about thirty-five, with aj reported less greedy than the other money-lenders. 
pleasant, cheerful countenance, a careless style of | He made no difficulty, people said, to lend, and was 
dress, and long black curls flowing down his neck. | apparently far from oppressive in fixing the terms 
He was personally known to many present, and, of payment. But on the day of reckoning, it was 
the name of B——, the artist, was circulated | observed, that by some extraordinary arithmetical 
through the room. calculation, he made the interest mount up to an 

“ Extraordinary as my words may appear to; enormous sum: such, at least, was the popular 
you,” he resumed, perceiving he had fixed the| report. The strangest thing about him, however, 
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and which struck everybody, was the fatality that 
seemed to attach to his loans; all who borrowed 
of him finished their lives in an unhappy manner. 
Whether this was a mere popular notion, a stupid 
superstitious gossip, or a rumor intentionally dis- 
seminated, has ever remained a mystery. But it 
is a fact that many things occurred to give it valid- 
ity, and that within a comparatively short period 
of time. Amongst the aristocracy of the day, 
there was one young man who particularly attracted 
the attention of society. He was of ancient de- 
scent and noble blood ; had very early distinguished 
himself in the service of the empire, as a warm 
protector of everything honorable and elevated, and 
as a passionate lover of art and genius. He was 
soon distinguished by the personal notice of the 
empress, who confided to him the duties of an office 
peculiarly adapted to his tastes and talenta—an 
office which gave him power to be of the greatest 
service not only to science, but to humanity itself. 
The young noble surrounded himself with artists, 
poets, scholars, and men of learning. To all of 
them he promised employment, patronage, protec- 
tion. He undertook, at his own expense, a num- 
ber of important publications, gave a multitude of 
orders to artists, founded prizes for excellence, 
spent enormous sums in this unselfish manner, and 
at length got into difficulties. Full, however, of 
generous enthusiasm, and unwilling to leave his 
work half finished, he borrowed money in all di- 
rections, and at length found his way to the famous 
usurer in the Kolémna. Having obtained from 
this man a very extensive loan, the young noble all 
at once underwent a complete transformation. He 
became, as by enchantment, the enemy of rising 
intellect and talent, the persecutor of all he had 
previously protected. It was just then that the 
French Revolution broke out. This event gave 
him a handle for suspicion. In everything he de- 
tected some revolutionary tendency ; in every word, 
in every expressed opinion, he saw a dangerous 
hint or perfidious insinuation. The disease gained 
on him till he almost began to suspect himself. 
He laid false informations, fabricated the foulest 
charges, and caused the ruin of numbers of inno- 
cent people. At first, his guilty manceuvres were 
undetected, and, when found out, they were thought 
to proceed from insanity. Report was made to the 
empress, who deprived him of his office. But his 
severest sentence was the contempt he read in the 
faces of his countrymen. I need not describe the 
sufferings of this vain and insolent spirit, the tor- 
tures he endured from crushed pride, defeated am- 
hition, ruined expectations. At last his monoma- 
nia—for such it must surely have been—aggravated 
by regret and chagrin, became insanity, and in a 
frightful paroxysm the unhappy maniac committed 
suicide. 

“ Not less remarkable than the fate of this 
wretched young man was that of a lady who passed 
at that time for the most beautiful woman in St. 
Petersburg. My father has often assured me, 
that he never beheld anything to be compared to 
her. Possessing, besides her beauty, the not less 
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fascinating charms of wit, intellect, wealth, and 
high rank, she was of course surrounded by a 
swarm of admirers. The most remarkable of these 
was Prince R., the flower of all the young nobles 
of that day, and to whom the palm was universally 
conceded, ra} only for beauty of person, but for 
high qualities and chivalry of character. He was 
well qualified for a hero of romance, or a woman’s 
beau-ideal. Deeply and passionately enamored of 
the young countess, his affection met with as pure 
and ardentareturn. But her relations disapproved 
the match. The prince’s paternal estates had 
passed out of his hands—his family was in dis- 
grace at court, and the derangement of his finances 
was no secret to anybody. Suddenly he left the 
capital, apparently for the purpose of putting his 
affairs in order; and after a brief absence, reap- 
peared and commenced a life of splendid extrav 
agance. His balls and entertainments were so 
magnificent as to attract the notice of the court, 
and, it was rumored, to mollify imperial displeasure. 
The countess’ father became suddenly gracious, 
and soon nothing was talked of in St. Petersburg 
but the marriage of the two lovers. Of the origin 
of the enormous fortune of the bridegroom, to which 
this change in the sentiments of his future father- 
in-law was unquestionably to be attributed, nobody 
could give a distinct account, though it was pretty 
generally whispered that he had entered into a com- 
pact with the mysterious money-lender of the Ko- 
lómna, and from him obtained a large loan. Be this 
as it may, the wedding formed the whole talk of the 
town. Bride and bridegroom were the objects of 
universal envy. Everybody had heard of their 
beauty and virtues, of their ardent and constant 
love ; and all rejoiced that the obstacles to their 
union were removed. Numerous were the pro- 
phetic pictures drawn of the blissful existence the 
young couple were certain to enjoy. The event 
proved very different. In one twelvemonth a total 
and terrible change took place in the character of 
the prince. Hitherto noble, generous, and con- 
fiding, he became, on a sudden, jealous, suspicious, 
impatient, and capricious. He was the tyrant and 
tormentor of his wife ; and, to the unbounded as- 
tonishment of everybody who had known him before 
his marriage, treated her with inhunian brutality, — 
and was even known to strike her! In one year the 
beautiful and dazzling girl, who was followed by 
a crowd of obedient adorers, could not be recog- 
nized in the careworn and unhappy wife. At 
length, unable longer to support the cruel yoke of 
such a marriage, she sought a separation. At the 
first notification of this step, the prince gave way 
to the most uncontrolled fury—burst in her cham- 
ber, and would infallibly have stabbed her, had he 
not been seized and removed by force. Mad with 
rage, he turned his weapon upon himeelf, and lay 
a corpse at the feet of his horror-stricken friends. 
Besides these two incidents, which attracted great 
notice in the higher circles, a number of other in- 
stances were cited as having occurred amongst the 
lower classes, where the loans of the mysterious 
usurer had brought misfortune in their train. One 
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man, previously a sober and honest artisan, had 
become a confirmed drunkard, and died in the hos- 
pital; a shopman had robbed his master; an 
izvOztchik, for years noted for his honesty, had 
cut the throat of a customer in order to rob him of 
an insignificant sum. All these persons, and many 
others, who sank into misery and crime, or per- 
ished by violent deaths, had been customers of the 
mysterious Asiatic, of whom these stories, related, 
as they often were, with additions and exagger- 
ations, inspired the quiet and peaceable inhabitants 
of the Kolémna with an involuntary horror. No- 
body doubted the real presence of the evil spint in 
this man. They said that he exacted conditions 
which made one’s very hair stand on end, and 
which none of his unhappy clients dared disclose ; 
that his money had a mysterious property of at- 
traction ; that the coins were marked with strange 
characters, and grew red-hot of their own accord. 
In short, there were a thousand extravagant reports. 
But what is most remarkable is, that this popula- 
tion of Kol6mna, mide up of pensioners, half-pay 
officers, petty functionaries, obscure artists, and 
others equally necessitous, preferred bearing the 
utmost distress-to having recourse to the dreaded 
money-lender. They all declared they would 
rather mortify their bodies than destroy their souls. 
Those who met him in the street hurried by with 
an uneasy sensation, making way for him with 
anxious submissiveness, and looking long over their 
shoulders at the tall, lean figure as it lost itself in 
the distance. His singular frame might well have 
been the receptacle of a supernatural and unholy 
spirit. The wild and deeply-cut features had 
something different from humanity; the extraor- 
dinary thickness of the shaggy eye-brows; the 
bronze glow of the countenance; the frightful 
eyes, with their steady unsupportable glare; 
even the broad folds of the oriental dress were, 
each in turn, the subject of uneasy and sus- 
picious comment. My father tokd me, that when 
he met him he could not avoid stopping to gaze 
at him; and it invariably occurred to him that 
he had never seen, either in painting or life, a 
face that so completely came up to his notion of 
a demon. 

“ But I must make you, as briefly as possible, 
acquainted with my father, who is the real hero 
of my tale. He was a remarkable man, a self- 
taught painter, seeking principles in his own mind, 
and elaborating, without master or school, rules 
and laws of art, led onward by the mere thirst for 
excellence, and advancing, under the influence of 
causes which he himself, perhaps, could not have 
defined, along a path marked out for him only in 
his own mind. He was one of those children of 
genius whom contemporaries so often stigmatize as 
ignorant, because they have struck out a track for 
themselves, and whose ardor is to be chilled neither 
by censure nor failures; whence, on the contrary, 
they derive fresh vigor and courage. Aided only 
by his own lofty instincts, he attained to the true 
understanding of what historical painting should 
be. Scriptural subjects, the last and loftiest step 
of high art, chiefly occupied his pencil. Free from 
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the feverish, irritable vanity and paltry envy se 
common amongst artists, he was a firm, upright, 
honorable man, a little rough and unpolished in 
externals—the husk rather rugged—and with a 
share of honest pride and independent feeling which 
sometimes imparted to his manner an air of min- 
gled bluntness and condescension. ‘1 care noth- 
ing for your fine folks,’ he would say. ‘I don’t 
work for them. I don’t paint drawing-room pic- 
tures. Those who understand my work best re- 
ward me for it. I do not blame fashionable people 
for not understanding art; how should they ? 
They understand their cards; they are judges of 
wine and horses. °T is enough. When they do 
pick up a crude notion or two on the subject of 
painting, they become intolerable by their assump- 
tion. I prefer, a thousand times, the man who 
honestly confesses he knows nothing about art, to 
your ignoramus who comes in with a solemn affec- 
tation of connoisseurship, claiming to be a judge, 
talking about things he does not understand. and 
consequently talking nonsense.’ By no means a 
covetous man, my father painted for very modest 
remuneration, contented to earn sufficient for the 
support of his family, and for providing the means 
of exercising his art. Generous in the extreme. 
his hand was ever open to less successful artists. 
Imbued with a fervent and profound sense of reli- 
gion, it was that, perhaps, which enabled him to 
communicate to the faces he painted an elevation 
of religious sentiment that the most brilliant pencils 
often fail to give. In course of time, and aided 
by obstinate industry and unfiinching perseverance, 
his talent attracted the attention and commanded 
the respect even of those who had at first sneered 
at him as a home-made artist. He received numer- 
ous orders for altar-pieces and other church pic- 
tures, and labored incessantly. One picture, in 
particular, engaged his closest attention. The 
subject I forget, but I know that the great enemy 
of mankind was to be introduced. Long did my 
father meditate on this figure; he desired to em- 
body in the countenance the expression of every 
evil passion that afflicts fallen humanity. Whilst 
reflecting on the subject, and conjuring up horrible 
countenances in his imagination, the strange feat- 
ures of the mysterious money-lender frequently 
recurred to him; and, as often as they did so, he 
said to himself, ‘ The usurer would be a fine mode} 
for my Devil.’ One day, whilst he was busy 
planning his great work, and making sketches, 
with which he had difficulty in pleasing himself, 
there was a knock at his studio door, and the next 
instant, to his infinite astonishment, the usurer en- 
tered the room. My father has since told me that 
on beholding him he felt an inexplicable ehill and 
shudder come over his whole frame. 

“< You are an artist?’ said the intruder, ab- 
ruptly. 

“cI am,’ replied my father, and wondered what 
was coming next. 
' “<I want my portrait painted. I have not long 
to live. I have no children, and I do not wish to 
die altogether. Can you paint a portrait of me 
that shall be exactly like life? 
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“ My father reflected for a moment. ‘ Nothing ' would paint no more. Extraordinary was the 
could be more opportune,’ thought he to himself ; ' effect produced upon the mysterious usurer by this 
‘he comes of his own accord to sit to me for my declaration. By the most touching and humble 
Devil.’ And he at once agreed to satisfy his sin- entreaties, and by promises of munificent reward, 
gular visitor. Hour and price were stipulated, ' he essayed, but in vain, to induce my father to 
and the next day, my father, bearing palette and retract his decision and resume his task. He even 
brushes, repaired to the abode of his new sitter. | prostrated himself before him and implored him to 
The gloomy court-yard, surrounded by high walls ; | terminate the picture, saying that upon its comple- 
the watch-dogs ; the iron doors and shutters ; the | tion hung his fate, and his very existence. And 
arched windows ; the huge coffers, covered with then he threw out dark and confused hints of su- 
strange, outlandish-looking carpets; and, above , pernatural agency, by which, if his living features 
all, the grim, gloomy visage of the master of the | were once faithfully represented, his soul would 
house, seated immovable before him—all these | be in some sort transferred to the portrait, and be 
conspired to produce a strong impression on his ‘saved from complete annihilation, or a yet worse 
mind. The windows were closed. and darkened ; 'doom. ‘Terror-stricken at these strange and fear- 
a single pane in the upper part of one of them | fal words, my father threw down pencil and palette 
admitted a strong ray of light. My father forgot ; and rushed from the house. He could not sleep 
the strange repute of his sitter in zeal for his art. | that night for meditating on this occurrence. The 
‘ How splendidly the fellow’s face is lighted up!’ | next morning he received back the unfinished por- 
he thought to himself, and set to work with furi- | trait, brought to his house by an old woman, the 
ous eagerness, as though fearful of losing the fa- ‘only human being who lived with the usurer. She 
vorable moment. ‘ What vigor! what light and | eft also a message, that her master returned the 
shade!’ he exclaimed, inaudibly. ‘If I can get | portrait, because he did not want and would not 
him in only half as vigorously as he sits there, the | pay for it. A few hours afterwards, on going 
portrait will beat everything I have done; he will | out, my father learned that the usurer of the 
walk out of the canvass. What extraordinary j Kol6mna had died that morning. There was a 
features; what depth in the lines and furrows!’ | mystery in all this which my father neither was — 
he repeated to himself, redoubling his fervor at|able nor desired to solve. 
every stroke, as he observed trait after trait rapidly | ‘‘ Dating from that day, a perceptible and un- 
transferring itself to the canvass. But, whilst | favorable change took place in my father’s charac- 
proceeding with his work, he insensibly became | ter. Without apparent cause he became irritable, 
aware of a strange feeling of oppression and unea- | restless, and unhappy, and a very short time 
siness that crept over him, he knew not how or | elapsed before he became guilty of an act of which 
wherefore. Disregarding it, he persisted in follow- | none supposed him capable. About this period, 
ing, with the strictest fidelity and most scrupulous bs works of one of his pupils had attracted the 


care, every line, and tone, and shade in the extraor- | attention of a small circle of judges and amateurs 
dinary countenance of his model. To the eyes|of art. My father from the first had perceived 
he gave his chief attention. At first they nearly | and appreciated this young man’s talent, and had 
made him despair. So peculiar and penetrating ‘shown himself particularly well-disposed towards 
was their expression, so unlike were they,to any ;|him. Suddenly, as if by a spell, envy and hatred 
eyes he had ever encountered, that it seemed an | were generated in his mind. The general interest 
almost hopeless task to attempt to render them injexcited by the pupil became intolerable to the 
a picture. Nevertheless he persevered, resolved, | master, who could not hear with patience the name 
at whatever cost of pains and time, to follow them |of the rising genius. At length, to fill up the 
in their minute details, and thus to penetrate, if | measure of his mortification, he learned that the 
possible, the mystery and secret of their expression. | young man had been preferred to paint a picture 
But whilst engaged in this work, whilst diving, as | for a splendid church then just completed. This 
it were, with his pencil, into the recesses of those | drove my father frantic. Previously the most 


- mysterious orbs, the uncasiness he had before felt | upright and honorable of men, he now conde- 


rapidly increased, and there arose in his soul such | scended to the pettiest intrigues and manceuvres— 
an inexplicable loathing, such an overpowering |he who, up to that time, had regarded with horror 
sensation of vague horror, that he was several|and contempt all that bore the semblance of in- 
times obliged to suspend his work, and it was only | trigue. By dint of caballing, he succeeded in 
by a violent effort he could bring himself to resume | obtaining an open competition for the work in 
it. At last this unaccountable feeling fairly mas- | question; whoever chose, was at liberty to send 
tered him; he could no longer bear to look upon | in his pictures, and the best would obtain the pref- 
those horrible eyes, whose demon-like gaze filled | erence. Having brought this about, he secluded 
him with dismay. He closed the sitting. But | himself in his studio and applied himself to the task 
the next day, and the one after that, the same thing | with intense ardor, summoning up all his great 
occurred ; after painting for a short time he inva- | energy, skill, and experience of art. As was to 
riably became agitated, excited, and unable to pro- | be expected, the result was one of his very finest 
ceed. Fach day these sensations increased in' pictures. As a work of art, it was unquestion- 
strength, until they became positive torture, and at |ably the best. When my father saw it placed 
last my father threw down his brush, declaring he í beside those of the other competitors, a smile of 
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triumph curled his lip, and he entertained no doubt 
that his would be the picture chosen to adorn the 
altar. The committee appointed to decide arrived, 
and cast approving glances at my father’s painting. 
Before giving their verdict, however, they pro- 
ceeded to examine it minutely, and at last, one of 
the members—an ecclesiastic of high rank, if I 
remember rightly—waived his hand to secure the 
attention of his fellow-judges, and spoke thus: 
‘The picture presented by this artist,’ he said, 
t has undoubtedly very high merit as a mere work 
of art; but it is unsuited to the place and purpose 
for which it was designed. Those countenances 
have nothing sacred or holy in their expression. 
On the contrary, you may discern in every one of 
them, and especially in the eyes, the traces, more 
or less modified, of some evil passion, a something 
unhallowed and almost fiendish.’ Struck by this 
observation, all present looked at the picture: it 
was impossible to deny the justice of the criticism. 
My father rushed furiously forward eager to deny 
and disprove the unfavorable judgment. But he 
saw for the first time, with feelings of intense 
horror, that he had given to almost all his counte- 
nances the eyes of the money-lender. They all 
looked out of the canvass with such a devilish and 
abominable stare, that he himself could scarcely 
help shuddering. The picture was rejected, and, 
with unspeakable rage and envy, he heard the 
prize awarded to his former pupil. He returned 
home in a state of mind worthy of a demon. He 
abused and even ill-treated my poor mother, who 
sought to console him for his disappointment, drove 
his children brutally from him, broke his easel and 
brushes, tore down from the wall the portrait of 
the money-lender, called for a knife, and ordered 
a fire to be instantly lighted, intending to cut up 
the picture and burn it. In this mood he was 
found by a friend, a painter like himself, a care- 
less, jovial dog, always in good humor, untroubled 
with ambition, working gayly at whatever he could 
get to do, and loving a good dinner and merry 
company. 

«< What the deuce are you at? what are you 
about to burn!’ said he, going up to the portrait. 
‘ Why, are you mad? This is one of your very 
best pictures! The old money-lender, I declare. 
By Jove! an exquisite thing! Admirably hit off? 
You have caught the old fellow’s eyes to perfec- 
tion. One would almost swear you had trans- 
planted them from the head to the picture. They 
look out of the canvass.’ 

“< We'll see how they look in the fire,’ said 
my father surlily, making a movement to thrust 
the picture into the grate. 

‘¢* Stop, stop !’ cried his friend, checking his 
arm. ‘Give it me, rather than burn it? My 
father was at first unwilling, but at last consented ; 
and the jolly old painter, enchanted with his ac- 
quisition, carried off the portrait. 

“ The picture gone, my father felt himself more 
tranquil. ‘It seemed,’ he said, ‘as if its depart- 
ure had taken a load off his heart.’ He was as- 
tonished at his recent conduct, at the malice and 
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envy that had filled his soul. The more he re- 
flected, the stronger became his sorrow and 
repentance. ‘ Yes,’ he at last exclaimed, with 
sincere self-reproach, ‘God has punished me for 
my sins; my picture was really a shameful and 
abominable thing. It was inspired by the wicked 
hope of injuring a fellow-man, and a brother artist. 
Hatred and envy guided my pencil; what better 
feelings could I expect it to portray?? Without 
a moment’s delay he went in search of his former 
pupil, embraced him affectionately, entreated his 
forgiveness, and did all in his power to efface from 
the young man’s mind the remembrance of his 
offence. Once more his davs glided on in peace- 
ful and contented toil, although his face had 
assumed a pensive and melancholy expression, 
previously a stranger to it. He praved more fre- 
quently and fervently, was more often silent, and 
spoke less bluntly and roughly to others; the 
rugged surface of his character was smoothed and 
softened. 

“ A long time had elapsed without his seeing 
or hearing anything of the friend to whom he had 
given the portrait, and he was one day about te 
go out and inquire after him, when the man him- 
self entered the room. But his former jovialty 
of manner was gone. He looked wom and mel- 
ancholy, his cheeks were hollow, his complexion 
pale, and his clothes hung loosely upon him. My 
father was struck with the change, and inquired 
what ailed him. 

s ¢ Nothing now.’ was the reply : ‘ nothing since 
I got rid of that infernal portrait. I was wrong, 
my friend, not to let you burn it. The devil fiv 
away with the thing, say I! I am no believer in 
witchcraft and the like, but I am more than half 
persuaded some evil spirit is lodged in the por- 
trait of the usurer.’ 

“< What makes you think so?’ said my fa- 
ther. 

‘< The simple fact, that from the very first day 
it entered my house, I, formerly so gay and joy- 
ous, became the most anxious. melancholy dog that 
ever whined under a gallows. I was irritable, ill- 
tempered, disposed to cut my own throat, and every 
body else’s. My whole life through, I had never 
known what it was to sleep badly. Well. my 
sleep left me, and when I did get anv, it was 
broken by dreams. Good Heavens! such hornble 
dreams ; I could not bring myself to believe they 
were mere dreams, ordinary nightmares. I was 
sometimes nearly stifled in my sleep; and eter- 
nally, my good sir, the old man, that accursed old 
man, flitted about me. In short, I was in a piua- 
ble state, lost flesh and appetite, and cursed the 
hour I was born. I crawled about, as if drunk or 
stupid, tormented with a vague, incessant fear, a 
dread, and anticipation of something frightful about 
to happen, of some uncommon danger besetting me 
at every tum. At last, I bethought me of the 
portrait, and gave it away to a nephew of mine, 
who had taken a great fancy to it. Since then F 
have been much relieved ; I feel as if a great stone 
had been rolled off my heart ; E can sleep and eat, 
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aod am recovering my former spirits. It was a 
rare devil you cooked up there, my boy!” 

‘“ My father listened to his friend’s confession 
with the closest attcntion. 

“ < The portrait, then, is now in your nephew’s 
possession?’ he at last inquired. 

“My nephew’s! No, no! He tried it, but 
could stand it no better than your humble servant. 
Assuredly the spirit of the old usurer has trans- 
migrated into the picture. My nephew declares 
that he walks out of the frame, glides about the 
room ; in short, the things he tells me, pass human 
understanding and belief. I should have taken 
him for a madman, if I had not partly experienced 
the thing myself. He sold the picture to some 
dealer ar other; and the dealer could not stand it 
either, and got it off his hands.’ 

‘‘ This narrative made a deep impression upon 
my father. About this time he became subject 
to long fits of abstraction, and incessant reveries, 
which gradually turned to hypochondria. At last, 
he was firmly convinced that his pencil had served 
as an instrument to the evil spirit; that a portion 
of the usurer’s vitality had actually passed into the 
picture, which thus continued to torment and per- 
secute its possessors, inspiring them with evil pas- 
sions, tempting them from the paths of virtue and 
religion, rousing in their breasts feelings of envy 
and malice and all uncharitableness. A great 
misfortune which afflicted him shortly after, the 
loss, by a contagious disorder, of his wife, 
daughter, and infant son, he accounted a judgment 
of Heaven upon his sin. He determined to quit 
the world, and devote himself to religion and 
prayer. I was then nine years of age. He placed 
me in the Academy of Arts, wound up his affairs, 
and retired to a remote convent, where he shortly 
afterwards assumed the tonsure. There, by the 
severity of his life, and by the unwearied punctu- 
ality with which he fulfilled the rules of his order, 
he struck the whole brotherhood with surprise and 
admiration. The superior of the monastery, hear- 
ing of his skill as a painter, requested him to ex- 
ecute an altar-piece for the convent chapel. But 
the devout brother declared that his pencil had 
been polluted by a great sin, and that he must 
purify himself by mortification and long penance, 
before he could dare apply it to a holy purpose. 
He then, of his own accord, gradually increased 
the austerity of his monastic life. At last, the 
utmost privations he could inflict on himself ap- 
pearing to him insufficient, he retired, with the 
bleasing of the superior, to court solitude in the 
desert. There he built himself a hermitage out 
of the branches of trees, lived on uncooked roots, 
dragged a heavy stone with him wherever he 
went, and stood from sunrise to sunset with his 
hands uplifted to heaven, fervently praying. His 
penances and mortifications were such as we find 
examples of only in the lives of the saints. For 
many years he followed this austere manner of 
life, and his brethren at the convent had given up 
ali hopes of again seeing him, when one day he 
suddenly appeared amongst them. ‘I am ready,’ 
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he said firmly and calmly to the superior: ‘ with 
the help of God, I will begin my task.” The 
subject he selected was the Birth of Christ. For 


a whole year he labored incessantly at his picture, 
without leaving his cell, nourishing himself with 
the coarsest food, and rigid in the fulfilment of 
his religious duties. At the end of that time the 
picture was completed. It was a miracle of art. 
Neither the brethren nor the superior were pro- 
found critics of painting, but they were awe-struck 
by the extraordinary sublimity of the figures. The 
sentiment of divine tranquillity and mildness in the 
Holy Mother, bending over the Infant Jesus—the 
profound and celestial intelligence in the eyes of 
the Babe—the solemn silence and dignified humil- 
ity of the three Wise Men prostrate at his feet— 
the holy, unspeakable calm breathed over the 
whole work—the combined impression of all this 
was magical. The brethren bowed the knee be- 
fore the picture, and the superior, deeply affected, 
pronounced a blessing on the artist. ‘No mere 
human art,’ he said, could have produced a picture 
like this. A power from on high has guided thy 
pencil, my son, and the blessing of Heaven has de- 
scended on the work of thy hauds.’ 

“« About this time I finished my education in 
the academy; I received the gold medal, and at 
the same time saw realized the delicious hope of 
being sent to Italy—the cherished dream of the 
boy-artist. Before departing, I wished to take 
leave of my father, whom I had not seen for 
twelve years. I had heard divers reports of the 
extreme austerity of his life, and expected to see 
the withered figure of a hermit, worn-out, ex- 
hausted, macerated with fast and vigil. My as- 
tonishment was great when I beheld my father. 
No trace of exhaustion was on his countenance, 
which beamed with a joy whose source was not 
of this world. A beard as white as snow, and 
long thin hair of silvery hue floated picturesquely 
down his breast and along the folds of his black 
robe, and descended even to the cord girdling his 
monastic gown. Before we parted, I received 
from his lips precepts and counsels for the conduct 
of my life and for my guidance in art—precepts | 
have religiously remembered. and which will ever 
remain indelibly engraven on my soul. Thee 
days 1 abode near him; on the third, I went to 
ask his blessing before my departee for the artist's 
home, the distant and much-desired shores of Italy. 
Already, in the course of our long communings, 
he had told me the story of his life, especially 
dwelling on the remarkable passage I have just 
related. ‘My son,’ these were his last wonds, 
‘ my conscience, tranquillized in great measure by 
years of prayer and penitence, has yet its uneasy 
moments, when I recall the circumstances con- 
nected with that portrait. I have been told that 
it still passes from hand to hand, occasioning mis- 
ery to many, exciting feelings of envy and hatred, 
fostering unlawful desires and unholy thoughts. 
By the memory of thy mother, and by the love 
thou bearest me, I entreat thee, my son, truly and 
faithfully to perform my last request. Seek out 
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that portrait; sooner or later you must find it; 
you cannot fail to recognize it by the strange ex- 
pression, and by the extraordinary fire and vivid- 
ness of the eyes. Purchase it, at whatever cost, 
and commit it to the flames! So shall my bless- 
ing prosper thee, and thy days be long in the 
land.’ 

“ How could I refuse the pledge thus touchingly 
required by the venerable old man? Throwing 
myself into his arms, I swore, by the silver locks 
that flowed over his breast, faithfully to do his 
bidding. We live in a positive age, and believers 
in anything bordering on the supernatural grow 
each day rarer. But my path was plain before 
me; I had promised, and must perform. For 
fifteen years I have devoted a certain portion of 
each, to a search for the mysterious picture, with 
constant ill-success, until to-day—at this auction.” 

Here the artist, suspending his sentence, turned 


TO A REDBREAST SINGING IN AUGUST. 
BY RICHARD HOWITT., 


On! Redbreast, why that early trill? 
The very leaves will feel alarmed, 

And at that strain, so autumn-chill, 
Will be of summer strength disarmed. 


Nay, from this hoary apple-tree, 
Large yellow leaves fall to the ground, 
As, Robin Redbreast! stirred by thee, 
They sympathize with that old sound. 


These mists which on the morning hang 
Awake such notes before their time, 
For even now the cuckoo sang, 
A bird that loves no chilly clime. 


Then, Robin, cease awhile that song, 
Till swallows thick of flight confer, 

Nor do September grievous wrong, 
As it the month of August were. 


I love thy song, but sing not now, 
Lest all the birds of summer rise 

From heath and meadow, dome, and bough, 
And plume their wings for southern skies. 


The glow-worm yet is on the grass, 

The leaves, though dark, as yet are green ; 
The flowers—not all yet from us pass, 

But even now, it spring has been. 


It seems but yesterday that we 

Were gazing on pale primrose flowers, 
On greening field, on leafing tree ; 

And thou dost hail autumnal hours! 


O, sing not yet! but let the leaves 
Grow russet with a slow decay ; 
For yet its nest the skylark weaves, 

And sings—It is a summer’s day. 


Robin! the autumn all is thine 
*Midst falling leaves to pipe thy fill; 
And it will come, with sure decline ; 
Then cease, and ’t will be summer still. 


Summer supreme! matured from spring, 
More matron-like in grace and worth, 
Of heavenlier mould, a holier thing, 
As God and angels homed on earth! 


Howitt’s Journal. 


stolen the picture doubtless had been. 
terous thief, profiting by the profound attention 
with which the eyes of all were fixed upon the 
narrator, whilst all ears drank in his singular story, 
had managed to take down and carry off the por- 
trait. 
plexity, almost doubting whether they had really 
seen those extraordinary eyes, or whether the 
whole thing were not a fantasy, a vision, the 
phantom of a brain heated and fatigued by the 
long examination of a gallery of old pictures. 
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towards the wall where the portrait had hung. 
His movement was imitated by his hearers, who 
looked round in search of the wonderful picture, 
concerning which they had just been told so strange 
a tale. 
murmur of surprise, almost of consternation, ran 
through the throng. 


But the portrait was no longer there. A 


And 
Some dex- 


“ Stolen !”? at last exclaimed a voice. 


The company remained plunged in per- 


A LATE number of the London Morning Chron- 


icle contains a sort of semi-assertion as to the Euro- 
ce cabinet which was connected with the plan of 


aredes for restoring monarchy in Mexico, which 


must carry with it, from that journal’s position, 
some authority. It is as follows :—WNat. Intell. 


‘“‘ The return of Paredes has naturally created a 


great sensation in the States. The most probable 
result of his reappearance on the scene of war will 
be to put it entirely out of Santa Anna’s power to 
realize any of those pacific intentions which of late 
he has been reported to entertain. 
Paredes, as appears not impossible, reach Mexico 
before the fate of that city is decided, the chances 
of its successful resistance will be considerably 
improved. He and Santa Anna may perhaps agree 
to waive their quarrels for a time, and uniting their 
energies and their influence they might obtain a 
ua which neither of them singly could hope 
or. 


And should 


“The Washington Union attacks the captain of 


the British steamer from which Paredes landed, as 
having violated the neutrality of this country by 
introducing ‘so decided an enemy into their ports, 
and without acquainting them with his character.” 
But it really does not appear that the captain knew, 
or any one on board knew, who Paredes was. 
talked very freely of Mexican affairs, as anv one 
else might have done. 
Anna, in which he is said to have indulged, might 
have rather led the captain to look upon him as a 
friend, and not an enemy to the United States. 
to the imputations in which some of the American 
papers have indulged against the English govern- 
ment, because Paredes was permitted to embark 
from Southampton, they are ineffably preposterous. 
England is a free country, and has no system of 
passports with which to fetter the motions of anv 
man of any country who chooses to visit her shores 
or to leave them. As for Paredes, if he carries 
with him the germs of any European intrigues, it 
is in the Tuslerses or the R € 

they were concocted. Christina had some time 
ago, and perhaps has still, the notion that it would 
be possible to establish the Munoz dynasty on the 
throne of Mexico. The expedition to the Eq 

‘| which England nipped in the bud, was intended 
merely as a stepping-stone to a more extensive 
dominion in the western hemisphere.” 


He 


The hearty abuse of Santa 


As 
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From Howitt’s Journal. 
THE SEXTON’S HERO. 


BY COTTON MATHER MILLS, ESQ. 


Tre afternoon sun shed down his glorious rays 
on the grassy churchyard, making the shadow cast 
by the old yew-tree under which we sat seem 
deeper and deeper by contrast. The everlasting 
hum of myriads of summer insects made luxurious 
lullaby. 

Of the view that lay beneath our gaze, I cannot 
speak adequately. The foreground was the grey- 
stone wall of the vicarage-garden ; rich in the col- 
oring made by innumerable lichens, ferns, ivy of 
most tender green, and most delicate tracery, and 
the vivid scarlet of the crane’s-bill, which found a 
home in every nook and crevice—and at the summit 
of that old wall flaunted some unpruned tendrils of 
the vine, and long flower-laden branches of the 
climbing rose-tree, trained against the inner side. 
Beyond, lay meadow-green, and mountain-grey, 
and the blue dazzle of Morecombe Bay, as it 
sparkled between us and the more distant view. 

For awhile we were silent, living in sight, and 
murmuring sound. Then Jeremy took up our con- 
versation where, suddenly feeling weariness, as we 
saw that deep green shadowy resting-place, we had 
ceased speaking, a quarter of an hour before. 

It is one of the Juxuries of holiday-time that 
thoughts are not rudely shaken from us by outward 
violence of hurry, and busy impatience, but fall 
maturely from our lips in the sunny leisure of our 
days. ‘The stock may be bad, but the fruit is ripe. 

‘* How would you then define a hero?” I asked. 

There was a long pause, and I had almost for- 
gotten my question in watching a cloud-shadow 
floating over the far-away hills, when Jeremy made 
answer : 

‘* My idea of a hero is one who acts up to the 
highest idea of duty he has been able to form, no 
matter at what sacrifice. I think that by this defi- 
nition, we may include all phases of the character, 
even to the heroes of old, whose sole (and to us, low) 
idea of duty consisted in personal prowess.’’ 

“Then you would even admit the military 
‘heroes ?” asked I. 

“I would; with a certain kind of pity for the 
circumstances which had given them no higher 
ideas of duty. Suill, if they sacrificed self to do 
what they sincerely believed to be right, I do not 
think I could deny them the title of hero.” 

‘“ A poor, unchristian heroism, whose manifesta- 
tion consists in injury to others !” I said. 

We were hoth startled by a third voice : 

“ If I might make so bold, sir, ’—and then the 
apeaker stopped. 

It was the sexton, whom, when we first arrived, 
we had noticed, as an accessory to the scene, but 
whom we had forgotten as much as though he 
were as inanimate as one of the moss-covered head- 
stones. 

“ If I might be so bold,” said he again, awaiting 
leave to speak. Jeremy bowed in deference to his 
white, uncovered head. And so encouraged, he 
went on. 

‘What that gentleman” (alluding to my last 
speech) ‘“ has just now said, brings to my mind one 
who is dead and gone this manya year ago. I 
moay-be have not rightly understood your meaning, 
gentlemen, but as far as I could gather it, I think 

ou’d both have given in to thinking poor Gilbert 

wson a hero. At any rate,” said he, heaving a 
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long quivering sigh, ‘‘I have reason to think him 
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« Will you take a seat, sir, and tell us about 
him?’’ said Jeremy, standing up until the old man 
was seated. I confess I felt impatient at the inter- 
ruption. 

“It will be forty-five year come Martinmas,” 
said the sexton, sitting down on a grassy mound at 
our feet, ‘‘since I had finished my ’prenticeship, 
and settled down at Lindal. You can see Lindal, 
sir, at evenings and mornings, across the bay; a 
little to the right of Grange ; at least, I used to see 
it many a time and oft, afore my sight grew so 
dark ; and I have spent many a quarter of an hour 
a-gazing at it far away, and thinking of the days I 
lived there, till the tears came so thick to my eyes, 
I could gaze no longer. I shall never look upon it 
again, either far off or near, but you may see it, ° 
both ways, and a terrible bonny spot it is ;—in my 
young days, when I went to settle there, it was full 
of as wild a set of young fellows as ever were clapped 
eyes on; all for fighting, poaching, quarrelling, and 
such like work. I was startled myself when I 
first found what a set I were among, but soon I 
began to fal] into their ways, and I ended by being 
as rough a chap as any on ’em. I'd been there a 
matter of two year, and were reckoned by most the 
cock of the village, when Gilbert Dawson, as I was 
speaking of, came to Lindal. He were about as 
strapping a chap as I was, (I used to be six feet 
high, though now I’m so shrunk and doubled up,) 
and, as we were like in the same trade, (both used 
to prepare osiers and wood for the Liverpool coop- 
ers, who get a great deal of stuff from the copses 
round the bay, sir,) we were thrown together, and 
took mightily to each other. I put my best ley 
foremost to be equal with Gilbert, for I’d had some 
schooling, though since I ’d been at Lindal 1d lost 
a good part of what I learnt; and I kept my rough 
ways out of sight for a time, I felt so ashamed of 
his getting to know them. But that did not last 
long; I began to think he fancied a girl I dearly 
loved, but who had always held off from me. Eh! 
but she was a pretty one in those days! There’s 
none like her now. I think I sce her going along 
the road with her dancing tread, and shaking back 
her long yellow curls, to give me, or any other 
young fellow, a saucy word; no wonder Gilbert 
was taken with her, for all he was grave, and she 
so merry and light. But I began to think she liked 
him again; and then my blood was all afire. J got 
to hate him for everything he did. Afore-time I 
had stood by, admiring to see him, how he Icapt, 
and what a quoiter and cricketer he was. And 
now I ground my teeth with hatred whene’er he 
did a thing which caught Letty’s eye. I could 
read it in her eye that she liked him, for all she 
held herself just as high with him as with all the 
rest. Lord God forgive me! how I hated that 
man.”’ 

He spoke as if the hatred were a thing of yester- 
day, so clear within his memory were shown the 
actions and feelings of his youth. And then he 
dropped his voice, and said : 

‘* Well! I began to look out to pick a quarrel 
with him! for my blood was up to fight him. If 
I beat him, (and I were a rare boxer in those days, ) 
I thought Letty would cool towards him. So one 
evening at quoits, (I’m sure I don’t know how or 
why, but large doings grow out of small words,) I 
fell out with him, and challenged him to fight. I 
could see he were very wroth by his color coming 
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and going—and as I said before, he were a fine 
active young fellow. But all at once he drew in, 
and said he would not fight. Such a yell as the 
Lindal lads, who were watching us, set up! I 
hear it yet; I could na’ help but feel sorry for him, 
to be so scorned, and I thought he ’d not rightly 
taken my meaning, and I’d give him another 
chance ; so I said it again, and dared him, as plain 
as words could speak, to fight out the quarrel. He 
told me then, he had no quarrel against me; that 
he might have said something to put me up; he 
did not know that he had, but that if he had, he 
asked pardon; but that he would not fight no-how. 

«I was so full of scorn at his cowardliness, that 
I was vexed I ’d given him the second chance, and 
I joined in the yell that was set up, twice as bad 
as before. He stood it out, his tecth set, and look- 
ing very white, and when we were silent for want 
af breath, he said out loud, but in a hoarse voice, 
quite different from his own: 

“s I cannot fight, because I think it is wrong to 
quarrel, and use violence.’ 

‘“ Then he turned to go away; I were so beside 
myself with scorn and hate, that I called out: 

«< Tell truth, lad, at least, if thou dare not fight, 
dunnot go and tell a lie about it. Mother’s mop- 
pet is afraid of a black eye, pretty dear. It shan- 
not be hurt, but it munnot tell lies.’ 

“« Well, they laughed, but I could not laugh. It 
seemed such a thing for a stout young chap to be 
a coward, and afraid! 

‘¢ Before the sun had set, it was talked of all 
over Lindal, how IT had challenged Gilbert to fight, 
and how he’d denied me; and the folks stood at 
their doors and looked at him going up the hill to 
his home, as if he ’d been a monkey, or a foreigner 
—but no one wished him good e’en. Such a thing 
as refusing to fight had never been heard of afore 
at Lindal. Next day, however, they had found 
voice. The men muttered the word ‘ coward’ in 
his hearing, and kept aloof; the women tittered as 
he passed, and the little impudent lads and lasses 
shouted out, ‘How long is it sin’ thou turned 
quaker?’ ‘Good-bye, Jonathan Broad-brim,’ and 
such like jests. 

«That evening I met him, with Letty by his 
side, coming up from the shore. She was almost 
exying as I came upon them at the turn of the Jane ; 
and looking up in his face, as if begging him some- 
thing. And so she was; she told me it after. For 
she did really like him; and could not abide to hear 
him scorned by every one for being a coward ; and 
she, coy as she was, all but told him that very night 
that she loved him, and begged hitn not to disgrace 
himself, but fight me, as I `d dared him to. When 
he still stuck to it he could not, for that it was 
wrong, she was so vexed and mad-like at the way 
she ’d spoken, and the feelings she `d let out to coax 
him, that she said more stinging things about his 
being a coward than all the rest put together, 
(according to what she told me, sir, afterwards,) 
and ended by saying she'd never speak to him 
again, as long as she lived ;—she did once again 
though—her blessing was the lust human speech 
that reached his ear in his wild death-struggle. 

“« But much happened afore that time. From 
the day I met them walking, Letty turned towards 
me; I could see a part of it was to spite Gilbert, 
tor she ’d be twice as kind when he was near, or 
likely to hear of it; but by-and-by she get to like 
me for my own sake, and it was all settled for our 
marriage. Gilbert kept aloof from every one, and 
fAl into a sad, careless way. His very gait was 
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changed, his step used to be brisk and sounding,. 
and now his foot lingered heavily on the Sodai. 
I used to try and daunt him with my eye, but he 
would always meet my look in a steady, quiet way, 
for all so much about him was altered ; the lads 
would not play with him; and as soon as he found 
he was to be slighted by them whenever he came 
to quoiting, or cricket, he just left off coming. 

‘¢ The old clerk was the only one he kept com- 
pany with; or perhaps, rightly to speak, the only 
one who would keep company with him. They 
got so thick at last, that old Jonas would say Gil- 
bert had gospel on his side, and did no more than gow 
pel told him to do; but we none of us gave much 
credit to what he said, more by token our vicar had 
a brother, a colonel in the army; and as we threeped 
it many a time to Jonas, would he set himself up to 
know the gospel better than the vicar? that would 
be putting cart afore the horse, like the French 
radicals. And if the vicar had thought quarrelling 
and fighting wicked, and again the Bible, would he 
have made so much work about all the victories, 
that were as plenty as blackberries at that time of 
day, and kept the little bell of Lindal church forever 
ringing; or would he have thought so much of 
‘my brother the colonel,’ as he was always talking 
ont 

“ After I was married to Letty I left off hating 
Gilbert. I even kind of pitied him—he was so 
scorned and slighted ; and for all he ’d a bold look 
about him, as if he were not ashamed ; he seemed 
pining and shrunk. It’s a wearing thing to be kept 
at arm’s length by one's kind ; and so Gilbert found 
it, poor fellow. The little children took to him, 
though ; they ’d be round about him like a swarm 
of bees—them as was too young to know what a 
coward was, and only felt that he was ever ready 
to love and to help them, and was never loud or 
cross, however naughty they might be. After a 
while we had our little one too; such a blessed 
darling she was, and dearly did we Jove her; Lett 
in especial, who seemed to get all the thought i 
used to think sometimes she wanted, after she had 
her baby to care for. 

“ All my kin lived on this side the bay, up above 
Kellet. Sane (that’s her that lies buried near yon 
white rose-tree) was to be married, and nought 
would serve her but that Letty and I must come to 
the wedding ; for all my sisters loved Letty, she 
had such winning ways with her. Letty did not 
like to leave her bady, nor yet did I want her to take 
it; so, after a talk. we fixed to leave it with Lettv's 
mother for the afternoon. I could see her heart 
ached a bit, for she ’d never left it till then, and she 
seemed to fear all manner of evil, even to the 
French coming and taking it away. Well! we 
borrowed a shandry, and harnessed my old gray 
mare, as I used in th’ cart, and set off as grand as 
king George across the Sands about three o'clock, 
for you see it were high water about twelve, and 
we’d to go and come back same tide, as Letty 
could not leave her baby for long. It were a merry 
afternoon, were that;—last time I ever saw Letty 
laugh heartily ; and for that matter, last time I ever 
laughed downright hearty myself. The latest cross- 
ing time fell about nine o’clock, and we were late 
at starting. Clocks were wrong; and we’d a 
piece of work chasing a pig father had given Letty 
to take home; we bagged him at last, and he 
screeched and screeched in the back part o` shandry, 
and we laughed, and they laughed; and in the 
midst of all the merriment the sun set, and thas 
sobered us a bit, for then we knew what time it 
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I whipped the old mare, but she was a deal | was close upon us, blending with the gurgle of the 


heener than she was in the morning, and would! near waters, and the roar of the distant; (not so 


neither go quick up nor down the brows, and 
they ’re not a few "twixt Kellet and the shore. On 
the Sands it were worse. They were very heavy, 
for the fresh had come down after the rains we’d 
had. Lord! how I did whip the poor mare, to 
make the most of the red light as yet lasted. You, 
maybe, don’t know the Sands, gentlemen. From 
Bolton-side, where we started from, it’s better than 
six miles to Cart-lane, and two channels to cross, 
let alone holes and quicksands. At the second 
channel from us the guide waits all during crossing 
time from sun-rise to sun-set; but for the three 
hours on each side high water he’s not there, in 
course. He stays after sun-set if he ’s fore-spoken ; 
not else. So now you know where we were that 
awful night. For we'd crossed the first channel 
about two mile, and it were growing darker and 
darker above and around us, all but one red line of 
light above the hills, when we came to a hollow 
(for all the Sands look so flat, there’s many a hol- 
low in them where you lose all sight of the shore.) 
‘We were longer than we should ha’ been in cross- 
ing the hollow, the sand was so quick; and when 
we came up again, there, again the blackness, was 
the white line of the rushing tide coming up the 
bay. It looked not a mile from us; and when the 
wind blows up the bay, it comes swifter than a gal- 
loping horse. ‘ Lord help us!’ said 1; and then I 
were sorry I’d spoken, to frighten Letty, but the 
words were crushed out of my heart by the terror. 
I felt her shiver up by my side, and clutch my coat. 
And as if the pig (as had screeched himself hoarse 
some time ago) had found out the danger we were 
all in, he took to squealing again, enough to bewilder 
any man. I cursed hiin between my teeth for his 
noise; and yet it was God’s answer to my prayer, 
blind sinner as I was. Aye! you may smile, sir, 
but God can work through many a scornful thing, 
if need be. 

“ By this time the mare were all in a lather, and 
trembling and panting as if in mortal fright; for 
though we were on the last bank afore the second 
channel, the water was gathering up her legs; and 
she so tired out! When we came close to the 
channel she stood still, and not all my flogging 
could get her to stir; she fairly groaned aloud, and 
shook in a terrible, quaking way. Till now ca 
had not spoken; only held my coat tightly. 
heard her say something, and bent down my head. 

“sI think, John—I think—I shall never see 
baby again !’ 

‘¢ And then she sent up such a cry—so loud, and 
shrill, and pitiful! It fairly maddened me. I 
pulled out my knife to spur on the old mare, that it 
might end one way or the other, for the water was 
stealing sullenly up to the very axle-tree, let alone 
the white waves that knew no mercy in their steady 
advance. ‘That one quarter of an hour, sir, seemed 
as long as all my life since. Thoughts, and fan- 
cies, and dreams, and memory, ran into each other. 
The mist, the heavy mist, that was like a ghastly 
curtain, shutting us in for'death, seemed to bring 
with it the scents of the flowers that grew around 
our own threshold ;—it might be, for it was falling 
on them like blessed dew, though to us it was a 
shroud. Letty told me at after, she heard her baby 
crying for her, above the gurgle of the rising 
waters, as plain as ever she heard anything; but 
the sea-birds were skirling, and the pig shrieking— 
I never caught it; it was miles away, at any rate. 


distant, though ;) we could hardly see, but we 
thought we saw something black against the dee 
lead color of wave, and mist, and sky. It neared, 
and neared; with slow, steady motion it came 
across the channel right to where we were. O 
God! it was Gilbert Dawson on his strong bay 
horse. 

“ Few words did we speak, and little time had 
we to say them in. I had no knowledge at that 
moment of past or future—only of one present 
thought—how to save Letty, and, if I could, my- 
self. I only remembered afterwards that Gilbert 
said he had been guided by an animal's shriek of 
terror. I only heard, when all was over, that he 
had been uneasy about our return, because of the 
depth of fresh; and had borrowed a pillion, and 
saddled his horse early in the evening, and ridden 
down to Cart lane to watch for us. If all had 
gone well, we should ne'er have heard of it. As 
it was, old Jonas told it, the tears down-dropping. 
from his withered cheeks. 

“ We fastened his horse to the shandry. We- 
lifted Letty to the pillion. The waters rose every 
instant with sullen sound. They were all but in: 
the shandry. Letty clung to the pillion-handles, 
but drooped her head as if she had yet no hope of 
life. Swifter than thought, (and yet he might 
have had time for thought and for temptation, sir; 
—if he had ridden off with Letty, he would have 
been saved—not me.) Gilbert was in the shandry 
by my side. 

«+ Quick !’ said he, clear and firm. ‘ You must 
ride before her, and keep her up. The horse can 
swim. By God's mercy I will follow. I can cut 
the traces, and if the mare is not hampered with 
the shandry, she "ll carry me safely through. At 
any rate, you are a husband anda father. No one 
cares for me.’ 

‘* Do not hate me, gentlemen. I often wish that 
night was a dream. It has haunted my sleep ever. 
since like a dream; and yet it was no dream. I. 
took his place on the saddle, and put Letty’s arms. 
around me, and felt her head rest on my shoulder. 
I trust in God I spoke some words of thanks; but 
I can’t remember. I only recollect Letty raising 
her head, and calling out— 

‘ God bless you, Gilbert Dawson, for saving 
my baby from being an orphan this night.’ And. 
then she fell against me, as if unconscious. 

“I bore her through; or, rather, the strong 
horse swam bravely through the gathering waves. 
We were dripping wet when we reached the banks. 
in-shore; but we could have but one thought— 
where was Gilbert? Thick mists and heaving 
waters compassed us round. Where was he! We 
shouted. tty, faint as she was, raised her voice 
and shouted, clear and shrill. No answer came. 
The sea boomed on with ceaseless, sullen beat. I 
rode to the guide’s house. He was a-bed, and 
would not get up, though I offered him more than I 
was worth. Perhaps he knew it—the cursed old. 
villain. At any rate, I’d have paid it if I’d toiled 
my life long. He said I might take his horn, and 
welcome. I did, and blew such a blast through 
the still, black night, the echoes came back upon 
the heavy air; but no human voice or sound was 
heard ; that wild blast could not awaken the dead. 

“ I took Letty home to her baby, over whom she 
wept the live-long night. I rode back to the shore 
about Cart lane; and to and fro with weary march 


s Just as I ’d gotten my knife out, another sound | did I pace along the brink of the waters, now and 
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then shouting out into the silence a vain cry for 
Gilbert. The waters went back, and left no trace. 
Two days afterwards he was washed ashore near 
Flukeborough. The shandry and poor old mare 
were found half buried in a heap of sand by Arnside 
Knot. As far as we could guess, he had dropped 
his knife while trying to cut the traces, and so had 
lost all chance of life. Any rate, the knife was 
found in a clett of the shaft. 

‘“ His friends came over from Garstang to his 
funeral. I wanted to go chief moumer, but it was 
not my right, and I might not; though I’ve never 
done mourning him to this day. When his sister 
packed up his things, I begged hard for something 
that had been his. She would give me none of his 
elothes, (she was a right-down having woman,) as 
she had boys of her own, who might grow up into 
them. But she threw me his Bible, as she said 
-they ’d gotten one already, and his were but a poor 
-used-up thing. It was his, and so I cared for it. 
It were a black leather one, with pockets at the 
sides, old-fashioned-wise ; and in one were a bunch 
of wild flowers, Letty said she could almost be sure 
were some she had once given him. 

‘¢ There were many a text in the gospel, marked 
broad with his carpenter's pencil, which more than 


CONGREGATIONAL SINGING. 


The Journal of Commerce, a very zealous friend of 
New England Congregationalism, publishes the follow- 
Ing communication. 


Messrs. Eprrors,—In my goings-up and down 

in New England, these last few months, I have 
been confounded with what I have seen in the 
churches of almost all denominations, in relation to 
the important part of the public worship of God, 
which consists in singing. ould you believe it, in 
scarcely one church which I have been in during 
the last six months, have I heard any one sing 
(save perhaps in the doxology or in some extraor- 
dinary case) except the choir! This does amaze 
me. If there be any part of divine worship in 
which all the people should take part, it is that of 
the praises of God. And of all portions of our 
country where I expected to find the whole congre- 
gation take part in this delightful act of religious 
service, New England is the very first. But I found 
that even the all-souled Methodists are sinking 
down into that most wretched of all practices—of 
having the choir, often consisting in part or whole 
_of hired singers, do all the singing, and the congre- 
gation sitting or standing in perfect silence. And 
this, too, emphatically in the land of singing- 
schools! Shade of Ichabod Crane! How in the 
world has this come about? What, in a land where 
everybody has gone to singing-school and learned 
more or less of the elements of vocal music, has it 
come to this, that it is impossible to train a congre- 
gation to sing 50 or 100 good tunes, in which all 
who can sing at all, may unite? What is the mat- 
ter? Must the edification of the people—must the 
praise of God by the people—even by all the peo- 
ple—be sacrificed to exact harmony, to refined and 
elegant music, uttered indeed very often by a 
“ thoughtless tongue.”’ 

For my part, I am not astonished to find religion 
in a very low state in the churches of New England, 
so long as a most important part of divine worship 
—the most popular—is so conducted that the con- 
gregation has little more interest in it than in listen- 
ing with feelings very similar to those of the spec- 
tators in a theatre. This is all wrong. I would 
tather, infinitely rather, have the whole-hearted 


THE SEXTON’S HERO. 


bore him out in his refusal to fight. Of a surety, 
sir, there ’s call enough for bravery in the service 
of God, anu to show love to man, without quarrel- 
ling and fighting. 

‘*Thank you, gentlemen, for listening to me. 
Your words called up the thoughts of him, and my 
heart was full to speaking. But I must make up; 
I’ve to dig a grave for a little child, who is to be 
buried to-morrow morning, just when his playmates 
are trooping off to school.” 

« But tell us of Letty; is she yet alive?’ asked 
Jeremy. 

The old man shook his head, and struggled against 
a choking sigh. After a minute’s pause, he said, 

s‘ She died in less than two year at after that 
night. She was never like the same again. She 
would sit thinking, on Gilbert I guessed; hot f 
could not blame her. We had a boy, and we 
named it Gilbert Dawson Knipe; he that ’s stoker 
on the London railway. Our girl was carried oif in 
teething, and Letty just quietly drooped, and died 
in less than a six week. They were buried here ; 
so I came to be near them, and away from Lindal. 
a place I could never abide after Letty was gone.” 

e turned to his work, and we, having rested 
sufficiently, rose up, and came away. 


singing, even if not scientific and accurate, of a 
good congregation of blacks in the south, than this 
lifeless, soulless, godless manner of conducting this 
portion of divine worship. The fact that it exists 
is proof enough that there is but little spiritual life 
in the churches in these parts. 

I am no enemy to choirs, if they be of the right 
sort; but I do protest with all my might against 
their monopolizing the singing of the house of 
God. And I protest, too, against the foolish prac- 
tice of allowing choirs to be eternally introducingr 
new tunes—on purpose to prevent the conyrega- 
tion, in consequence of not knowing them, trom 
taking part in the music. Very few of the new 
tanes, now-a-days, can be compared with manv of 
the old ones known to almost everybody. I do 
not hesitate to declare that if I were pastor of a 
church where such a state of things exists as 1 have 
seen in very many of the best churches in New 
England, during the last six months, I would in- 
stantly demand a dismission, and go to the heathen 
rather than take another such charge. I sav this 
in sober verity. I believe that there is a vast deal 
of downright wickedness in all this matter. I 
speak my honest opinion on the subject, without 
knowing, or caring to know, the opinions of others. 
Į feel quite sure the great God whom we worship 
does not approve of this manner of publicly con- 
ducting his praise. I am inclined to think that 
David understood what was the Divine mind on this 


subject. And when he exclaims so often in the 
very psalms which he composed for the public 
service of Jehovah, ‘* Let the people praise Thee, 


O God, yea, let al? the people praise Thee,” he did 
not mean to say let the choir praise Thee, O God, 
yea, let all the choir praise Thee. No, no, he 
meant no such thing. Nor did the Divine Being 
intend that he should mean so. 

I hope, Messrs. Editors, that you will lift op 
your voice like a trumpet against this dreadful de- 
parture from the Divine pattern, as well as from 
what the exigencies of human nature itself demand. 
What can be more natural, or conduce more to 
edification, than for a whole congregation to join in 
this delightful, this heavenly portion of public 
worship? i 
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From the New Orleans Picayune. [of the state of parties and feeling in the city of 
MR. KENDALL’S LETTERS FROM THE army, | Mexico yesterday—as everything changes here with 
the sun, I cannot be responsible for the correctness 
Tacuspaya, August 30, 1847. |of the picture to-day. In the first place, then, there 
Tue funeral of poor Irons, General Cadwalader’s | is the rabble, by far the larger part of the popula- 
aid, who was mortally wounded at Churubusco, yet | tion, who attribute the fact that the American army 
who lingered until the 28th, was most numerously | did not enter the city to fear. Their own manifes- 
attended by his brother officers yesterday. The| toes and documents all go to prove this ; the oppo- 
chances of war have so ordained it that some of the | nents of Santa Anna and peace do all they can to 
most gallant and popular spirits of the army should | spread the belief, and the het that the wagon train 
fall victims. Of Colonel Butler I have already | was driven from the city, and no steps to obtain 
spoken, and the memory of sych men as Burke, | redress for the outrage or punish the offenders 
Willoughby, Anderson, Aries, Capron, Thornton, | taken, gives coloring to the belief. These people 
Preston, Johnstone, Hoffman, Easily, and others; know no more about the Nueces or the Sabine than 
will live in the minds of those who kaew them as|they do about the Wabash or Salt river—care po 
long as recollection lasts. more about the one or the other, or about any point 
Since I sent off my letters yesterday, our reports | in dispute between the two governments—but they 
from the city are so conflicting and so contradictory | have been nurtured amid broil and disturbance, see 
that we can make little out of them. It is certain | no pleasure except in revolution and turmoil, expect 
that Santa Anna yesterday reviewed no less than | no change in their condition from peace, and look 
14,000 troops, and these who saw them say that} upon the Americans as their common enemy. They 
“they made truly an imposing appearance; it is also | have no master mind among them to point out the 
certain that breastworks have been thrown up in the | evil and direct the right—they move on without 
vicinity of many of the entrances to the capital ; yet | rudder or compass, one day glorifying Santa Anna 
the friends of Santa Anna and of peace say that |as a god, and the next kicking his mutilated limb 
they have only been constructed to overawe the! about the gutters and dung-hills—they have all 
enemies of pacific arrangements, both within and; the blood-thirstiness and depravity of the French 
without the walls. As regards the probabilities of | canaille in the worst days of the revolution, but not 
peace, no one not immediately in all the secrets can | one tithe of the courage of the amiable co-laborers 
form a conjecture. One hour everything looks lof Marat. Even up to this time it has never struck 
favorable ; the next comes, and not a man in the | the majority of all classes that they are the most 
army but will tell you we are even further from an | arrant cowards that Christendom has ever produced ; 
amicable adjustment than when General Taylor! that they have neither valor nor prowess. Adversity 
_ crossed the Rio Grande, and raised the stars and | furnishes them no teaching—defeat exposes not 
stripes at Matamoros. All is doubt and confusion, | their weakness and utter worthlessness. Ten of 
anf no one knows at night when he lays himself | our men may chase one hundred of them until they 
upon his bed, what the early morrow will bring | drop from sheer exhaustion, and the moment they 
forth. In the city, save the coffee-houses, billiard- | recover their breath they are just as valiant as 
rooms, and grocery stores, all places of business; ever—talk of what they are going to do, of how 
continue closed, while hordes of hungry /éperos are | they are to expose their lives to the last gasp, and, 
prowling about, robbing and inciting to every species | against all odds, to vindicate the honor of their 
of outlawry. No property is safe, and (hese iti country! Forgetful entirely that there are such 
hinted that millions of dollars, belonging to wealthy | places as Palo Alto, Buena Vista, or Cerro Gordo, 
Mexican families, have been placed under a foreign; they talk of the deeds of Hidalgo and Morelos, and 
flag for protection, and that the immense amount is | claim to be their valiant descendants. Take from 
claimed as the property of the citizens owing alle-! them a province, a castle, an important strong- 
giance to that banner. hold, aid not a whit are they the wiser as to their 
From eye-witnesses I have received a full account | true merits—they shrug their shoulders, articulate 
of the recent outrageous attack upon our wagon | ‘‘ aguarde un poco,” (waita little,) and still believe 
train in the city. A more wanton or cowardly out-| that they are the greatest people and the greatest 
rage was never committed. A little French woman, | nation on earth, and that they are yet to come out 
who lived in a house near the scene, is said to have | of the war conquerors. They rely not upon Provi- 
come out and openly harangued the rabble which | dence, much less upon their own arms; but look 
assailed the unfortunate teamsters. Calling the jinto the glass darkly and hope against every sem- 
rioters all sorts of hard names, she told them they | blance of hope. Idle words with them stand in the 
had just found a calling for which they were fitted | relation of facts among any other people, and empty 
—that they had finally encountered a set of men | boastings pass for deeds actually performed—they 
without arms in their hands, and it was a fit occa-| imagine victories upon paper, yet do not realize 
sion for them to show their great valor by attacking | defeats while yet wounded and panting on stricken 
them a hundred to one. It is also said that a knot/ fields. Such isa feeble portrait of the rabble of 
of foreigners—Frenchmen and others—who saw| Mexico—of nine tenths nearly of the population— 
the outrage, were 80 much incensed that they pro-| useless, worthless, abandoned, yet with a happy 
ceeded to arm themselves in order to attack the mis- | self-sufficiency that renders them blind to every 
creants; but the wagons were moved from the| disgrace and indifferent to every disaster. With 
scene before they could be organized. Santa Anna, | this population we have to make peace. 
from a balcony of the palace, was a cool spectator! The thinking portion of the liberal classes again, . 
of the whole affair, and had a thousand men allj the puros or ultra-democrats in part, however much 
drawn up in front that were not ordered to move. | they may desire peace to protect their property, are 
His apologists say that he kept them there for his | perfectly outrageous that Santa Anna should have 
own safety, as amid the shouts of the crowd were | anything to do with the making of it. Much rather 
cries of “ Death to the wooden-legged tyrant!—| would they see an American government estab- 
Down with the traitor who wants to sell us !” lished at once in the capital, great as is their hate 
Let me give you as correct an idea as I am able | for us, than see a peace patched up with the tyrant 
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who has so long ruled and ridden rough-shod over 
them. ‘This is the party who would do away with 
every shadow of a standing army, who would 
reduce the power and revenue of the clergy, who 
would do away with all monopolies, and who would 


to the lowest figure. With such a people their 
schemes must prove Utopian, but they hate Santa 
Anna, and many of them will oppose every obstacle 
in their power to his making a peace. 

Then there are the modcrados—those who oppose 
alike the agrarian notions of the puros as well as 
the absolutism of the monargquistas—and this party 
embraces a large portion of the wealthy proprietors, 
followers of the church, and better class of society 
generally—they may be in favor of peace, but they 
are alike opposed to Santa Anna. Many of this 
party, notwithstanding their pride, would be rejoiced 
to see the United States establish a secure and safe 
government over them—some of them even go in 
for annexation at once. Santa Anna has a few 
friends in this party—friends only from interest ; 
but the larger portion mistrust him, and there is 
everywhere a portion who will throw every obstacle 
in the way of his making peace. A fraction of all 
these parties have been mixed up in the late riot, 
but the majority of the malcontents have been puros. 

Opposed to all his enemies, Santa Anna has a 
Jarge portion of the officers of the army immediately 
around him, together with some 15,000 troops still 
under arms. No doubt he is anxious for peace, 
and will exert every means to bring it about ; but 
time has been given him to look about him and feel 
the national pulse, and he will undoubtedly act as 
may best further his own ambitious schemes. If he 
finds that he can make peace and still preserve his 
ascendency, which I much doubt, well and good ; 
if not, he will probably make another show of resist- 
ance, and contrive to humbug his countrymen into 
the belief that he has done everything for their 
honor and glory. If ever man was placed in an 
extremity it is Santa Anna; if ever man was capa- 
ble of extricating himself, he is the one. A ruler 
who has deceived and cheated every one with whom 
he has had dealings thus far has still wit enough to 
overcome all his enemies. 

In the mean time, the congress of the state of 
Mexico, in session at Toluca, the capital, has pro- 
tested against making peace with the United States, 
or coming to any terms until the blockade of all the 
ports is raised and all our troops are withdrawn 
from the territory. The governor of the state, too, 
Don Francisco M. de Olaguibel, has come out with 
a strong manifesto against peace. He isa puro, 
but a man of character and standing, a friend of 
(;omez Farias, who is now living at Toluca. 
Valencia is also there, and lras recently come out 
with a strong paper vindicating his own conduct 
while in command at Contreras. To read it, one 
would think that on the 19th of August he had 
completely annihilated the entire American army 
—the document is Mexican all over. 

I have perused a manifesto issued at Toluca, 
which breathes nothing but war to the very last 
against the United States—war without rest and 
war without quarter—and the writer makes it out 
that our future annihilation is inevitable. If there 
were any meaning in Mexican threats, I presume 
that General Scott would either capitulate or evac- 
uate the country with his army forthwith ; but these 
furious paper proclamations of the Mexicans, like 
the fierce heads and figures the Chinese paint out- 
side their walls, frighten no one. Has it ever struck 
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you that the Chinese and the Mexicans resemble 
each other? Some of the foreigners here even call 
the latter the Chinese of America. 

The peace commissioners have adjourned their 


; Meetings until Wednesday next, the Ist Septeinber. 
cut down the offices and expenses of the government | 


Rumor has it that Mr. Trist has given them their 
ultimatum; but this ] doubt. The talk is, that both 
General Scott and Mr. T. are sanguine that peace 
will be brought about. They of course have the 
best chances of knowing everything, but my hum- 
ble opinion is that all their hopes will prove ground- 
less. 

To get provisions out of the city, since the wag- 
ons are not permitted to enter it, our Commissaries 
and quarter-masters are compelled to steal supplies 
out as best they may. For this purpose pack mules 
are sent to the suburbs every morning before day- 
light, loaded, and driven out before the mob has 
time to collect, while money is also clandestinely 
smuggled out in coaches. h is rather humiliating 
to be compelled to resort to such trickery m the 
presence of an enemy so contemptible ; but as con- 
cession is the order of the day, with the hope that 
a speedy peace is to be brought about, I suppose it 
is best to put up and bear with every indignity 
offered. The terms of the armistice have certainly 
been broken in more ways than one by the Mexi- 
cans. Yours, &c., G. W. K. 


Tacvusaya, Aug. 31, 1847. 

A party under Capt. Wood, escorted by a squad- 
ron of dragoons under Capt. Hardee, went out a 
day or two since in the direction of Toluca after 
grain, and reports are current that it has been cut 
off by the Mexicans. At all events another party 
has been sent out to gain information on the subject. 
In the city, where there is such an immense rabble, 
it is a different matter; but in the country I hardly 
think the Mexicans will offer great molestation to 
any foraging party that may be sent out. We 
shall see. 

I have conversed with several gentlemen from 
the city to-day, and they tell me that the general 
impression among the foreigners is that there can 
be no peace. They say that Santa Anna, mach as 
he desires it, dues not give it his consent. Con- 
gress will, of course, oppose the measure to the 
last, or perhaps will not meet to approve of it, which 
is all the same thing ; but then if Mr. Bankhead 
gives Santa Anna a receipt that he is the govern- 
ment of Mexico, and is willing to acknowledge him 
as having full power, it makes but little ditlerenee 
to us what course congress may take. 

There are doubtless a great many Mexicans, per- 
haps a Jarge majority, who think that a few weeks’ 
or months’ inaction or delay of the Americans out- 
side the capital will destroy their army, and hence 
the opposition they evince to the removal of pro- 
visions and supplies from the city. They may 
perap. flatter themselves into the belief that Gen. 

cott will be either forced to retire upon Puebla 
for want of food, or else starved into a surrender 
here at Tacubaya. In the mean time, they are dig- 
ging intrenchments in different quarters, throwing 
up breastworks, and reviewing their troops. The 
friends of Santa Anna say, that all these prepara- 
tions are made to put down anticipated revolution 
against himself—they are certainly in progress. 

A large portion of our wounded officers are doing 
well—the two most difficult and dangerous cases 
are perhaps Lieuts. Holloway and Hamilton, and 
the strongest hopes are entertained that they will 
recover. Capt. Kearny is improving; so too is 
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Captain M'Reynolds and Lieut. Graham. The 
charge of these gallant officers, upon the garita 
of Mexico, after the glorious battle of Churubusco 
was over, was most daring. Had they been sup- 
ported by a single column of infantry, the Mexicans 
would not have made a struggle to defend the city, 
so great was the panic among them; but General 
Worth, who was in advance, had no orders on the 
subject, and thus the opportunity was lost. The 
intercepted letters, mention of which I have already 
made, say that the Polkas scattered each man to 
his house on entering the city, and changed their 
uniforms with the greatest haste. No band of mu- 
sic playing martial airs preceded them, nor did the 
ladies throw boquets and flowers upon the heads of 
these valiant descendants of Iturbide, as was the 
case when they went out to defend their capital to 
the last; the stampede was perfect, and we have 
the evidence of their own letter-wmiters in proof. 
Yours, G. W.K. 

P. S. Nine o'clock, night.—Major Palacios, the 
joint commissioner with Col. Belton to see that the 
terms of the armistice are carried out, has just sent 
word advising that the pack mules be not sent out 
to-morrow morning, as the authorities anticipate a 
mob and further acts of riot. So the war wages— 
humbug has the day. 


TacupaYa, Sept. 1, 1847. 

The expedition under Capt. Wood, about which 
some fears were entertained, returned to-day in 
safety. At Lerma, about midway between this and 
Toluca, they were met by the governor of the 
state, Olaguibel, and were told that they could 
proceed no further, while the pickets of his force 
were seen plainly a short distance in advance. He, 
however, treated our officers very politely, directed 
them to a hacienda where they could obtain every- 
thing they wanted, and then retired. He did not 
leave, however, until he told Capts. Wood and 
Hardee that he had no respect for the armistice 
latelv signed. 

Santa Anna has issued a bando or decree, pro- 
hibiting all foreigners and others from leaving the 
city and visiting the lines of the Americans, unless 
they have a passport signed by himself. What his 
motives are for this obnoxious measure no one 
knows, but he doubtless has good reasons of his 
own. Inthe first place he issued an order, about a 
week since, for all families to return to the city 
within three days, and now he wishes to keep them 
there. Every one who comes out will have it— 
and they assert it upon the evidence of their own 
proper eye-sight—that the Mexicans are fortifying 
at different points, and especially at San Cosme. 
If this all be true, it is a direct violation of the ar- 
mistice. 

Among the guns captured at Contreras on the 
20th ult. those which attract the most attention are 
the two taken from Lieut. O'Brien at the battle of 
Buena Vista, and over which the Mexicans made 
such a rejoicing. Is it not strange that the same 
company of the 4th artillery which lost the guns 
should have had the proud gratification of retaking 
them! The company was commanded by Capt. 
Dram at Contreras, and I learn that it is Gen. 
Scott’s intention, after suitable inscriptions are en- 
graved upon them, to present the guns to the com- 
pany orregiment. The Mexicans will not get them 
back in a hurry. 

A great many anecdotes of the individual gallan- 
try of our officers are told, in connection with the 
glorious battles of the 20th August, but until I have 
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more time and obtain more fall particalars I must 
forbear recording them. I cannot avoid noticing, 
however, the personal gallantry of Chaplain M’Car- 
t7, the only chaplain I believe who has followed 
the army, and whose conduct at Churubusco, in par- 
ticular, was noticed by all. Ever foremost, and 
where the balls were flying thickest, he was not 
only ready to give consolation to the dying, but spur 
on the living to fresh deeds. He not only sought 
the best places for crossing the ditches with which 
the ground was cut up, but helped our advancing 
soldiers across as well; and as some of the voli- 
geurs were wading a ditch more than waist deep, 
where their flasks were touching the water, the 
worthy parson pointed out the circumstance, and 
told them to be careful and keep their powder dry! 
Such a chaplain is worth having in a small army 
like ours. On Sundays he gives us a sound and 
sensible Episcopalian sermon, and his praise is ir. 
every mouth. 

The T commissioners met again to-day, 
Major Van Buren accompanying Mr. Trist, aré 
report has it that ‘‘ the dinner on the occasion was 
most cxrcellent!"? I believe it was furnished by the 
Mexicans, and the army wags will have it that the 
richness of the viands and the flavor of the wine 
induced a fall of one parallel of latitude in our de- 
mands. But to speak seriously, it is said that both 
Gen. Scott and Mr. Trist expressed themselves 
highly gratified with the prospects of an amicable 
adjastment, at the flattering chances that a peace 
between the two countries will be ratified. I must 
acknowledge that for one I shall be much aston- 
ished when I learn that a satisfactory peace to our 
country is signed with Santa Anna, or even any 
kind. The man who has cheated and humbugged 
every one with whom he has had diplomatic deal- 
ings thus far has not yet lost his trickery and cun- 
ning, and we are altogether too frank and honest in 
our transactions even to hope to make a fair bar- 
gain whero nothing but dissimulation and deceit are 
pitted against us. Yours, &c. G.W.K. 


Tacusaya, Sept. 2, 1847. 

The mules, or a great part of them, sent into the 
city at an early hour this morning after supplies, 
came back unloaded, and the story is that a large 
building, occupied as a depot of provisions by Mr. 
Hargous, was broken into during the night and 
robbed of nearly everything—rice, flour, sugar and 
bacon. As bright a moon as ever shone was looking 
down upon the scene, patrols were in every street, 
and it would be deemed too great an insult upon the 
watchfulness of the Mexican authorities, to say that 
the outrage was committed without their knowl- 
edge; but as a few of the robbers were arrested just 
as our own men arrived at the place, they may 
make it appear that it was without their connivance 
or consent. I suppose that the matter will be ami- 
cably settled, for long-suffering and forbearance, 
thanks probably to instructions from Washington, 
are virtues which are possessed here in an eminent 
degree. I wish Gen. Jackson was alive and Pres- 
ident. 

Scarcely an hour passes that Santa Anna is not 
issuing some new bando or order. Yesterday a 
decree was published, prohibiting all private for- 
eigners from hoisting the flags of their nation upon 
their houses—why or wherefore the deponent know- 
eth not. Another order was promulgated to pre- 
vent all strangers from leaving the city; and still 
another commanding all members of the National 
Guard to appear immediately at the quarters of his 
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regiment : if he does not comply he is to be declared 
a deserter in front of the enemy, sentenced besides 
to serve ten years in the ranks of the regular army, 
and, if he is in the government employ, to lose his 
place forever. Santa Anna says, that in moments 
80 critical Mexico expects every one of her sons to 
defend her, and that now the honor of the country 
is at stake no one can refuse his services without 
shame. This talk is all very fine, but the regi- 
mental quarters of the National Guard will not 
crowded to any particular state of suffocation in 
consequence. The valiant Polkas have not yet 
forgotten Churubusco. 

But the richest thing which has appeared as yet 
is an editorial in the Diario del Gobierno, announc- 
ing a meeting of Santa Anna and his principal 
officers to talk over the affairs of the nation. Not 
in Don Quixotte, nor in Hudibras, nor in Pick- 
wick even, do we find recorded a scene so exceed- 
ingly ludicrous. In the first place came forward 
Bravo and the renowned Alvarez, who, after con- 
gratulating the country upon the possession of 
s0 great a treasure as was he, Santa Anna, next 
went on to inform his excellency, the ‘* well-merit- 
ed,” that they had the utmost confidence in his 
wisdom, valor, integrity, and all that sort of thing, to 
carry them safely through all the perils with which 
the nation was surrounded, and that they would 
faithully stick by him forever and ever—which in 
Mexican means until they can do better. Gen. 
‘Tornel next came up, and he too beplastered Santa 
Anna with any quantity of soap, of such exceeding 
softness, that our wonder is how even the great 
man could withstand the application. The presi- 
dent had told his officers that he would resign ; but 
with one accord they all said no—there was a una- 
nimity about it that would almost make one believe 
they had been drilled beforehand not to listen for 
one moment to the thought of his giving up the 
helm of state. Santa Anna, full of emotion at see- 
ing such extraordinary unanimity and enthusiasm, 
reluctantly told all his officers that, as it was thar 
will, he would hold on and do his utmost, as he 
always had done—including risking his hfe ever 
since 1621—to steer his vessel safely through. 
They then all said something coinciding with Santa 
Anua’s views as regards the question of peace, and 
hoping that an honorable one might be concluded, 
but, if the war was to be continued, they each of 
them begged it as a special and very particular fa- 
vor to be placed in the most dangerous position that 
could by any possibility be found; on this point 
they were all clamorous. Can any one imagine a 
scene more supremely ridiculous? Tornel and Alva- 
rez beseeching to be placed in positions where the 
danger might happen to be the greatest! There 
were excellent openings of this kind at Churubusco, 
but we do not learn that one of these valientes im- 
proved them. 

Peace stock rather fell this evening, it somehow 
coming to the ears of the public that at the meeting 
of the commissioners this afternoon the prospects 
were not so flattering as they were the day prevj- 
ous. No fancy stock in New York ever rose and 
fell as rapidly as does this peace or war stock here 
—it goes up or down ten times where the sun does 
once. Santa Anna, with all the opposition his own 
demented countrymen may make against it, proba- 
bly remains as firm in his purpose to bring it about 
as ever, while he has the full influence of the Eng- 
lish and some of the other foreign ministers to back 
him. The Prussian minister has come out with a 
letter, very flattering to Santa Anna, in which he 
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trusts that he may be able to consummate a peace 
with his enemies and relieve his down-troddep 
country. He sees Mackintosh busying himself in 
the matter, and he also wishes to have a finger in 
the pie. In the mean time, there is certainly evi- 
dence abroad that seme of the more thinking minds, 
both among the puros and moderados—notwith- 
standing their hatred and distrust of Santa Anna— 
are coming over to the peace party and advocating 
the measure. ‘They want some protection and 
quiet, see none in a continuance of the war, and 
are even willing to assist the tyrant in his schemes 
as the lesser evil. We hear not a word as to the 
terms of the treaty, at least not a word that can be 
relied upon; and in case a peace is concluded we 
know not whether we are to have New Mexico 
and California, or one of them, or not a foot of 
either; all is doubt and most perplexing uncertain- 
ty. The commissioners, I believe, do not meet 
again until Saturday, the 4th inst. 

Perhaps it might interest you to know the pres- 
ent location of the forces under Gen. Scott. He 
has his head-quarters here in Tacubaya, with the 
division under Gen. Worth. Gen. Pillow’s division 
is at Mixcoac, about two miles south of this; thar 
of Gen. Twiggs, about four miles further south, 
while Gen. Quitman’s is at San Augustin. The 
health of the army is in the main goed, althouch 
there are many on the sick report. 

Yours, &c. G. K. W. 


Tacupaya, Sept. 4, 1847. 

Notwithstanding the bandos to the contrary, 
several foreigners made their way out of the city 
yesterday. They state that the peace prospects 
were absolatcly brightening apace in the capital— 
that many influential persons, albeit opposed to 
Santa Anna, were advocating the necessity of com- 
ing to terms with ‘‘Jos Yankees.’ A junta des 
notables, or convention of great men, has been called 
to meet to-day and talk over the affairs of the nation, 
and it is thought and hoped that something may 
grow out of it. The heavier property holders and 
moneyed men of the city are he ones whom Santa 
Anna has called upon, and their interests are for 
peace, of course, although their feelings are against 
it. The commissioners are also to meet to-day, 
and rumor has it that their deliberations have 
reached that point when something decisive must 
transpire. We shall see. 

If peace be made, it will be the most singular 
that has ever been patched up sinee the crusades. 
From the time the war broke out our government 
has been an humble suitor at the feet of Mexico fer 
peace—a degraded suitor would hardly be too harsh 
a phrase—while she has not even taken the trouble 
to coquette with us, at least not until now. The 
boasted magnanimity of our rulers has either been 
attributed to fear by the Mexicans in their igno- 
rance, or scoffed at as insulting to them in their 
pride. Olive branches sufficient to turn the whole 
world into a vast community of Quakers have been 
worn out, yet with every scornful rejection a fresh 
twig has been cut and a fresh offer made. By 
these means victories have been robbed of their 
results; the Mexicans have been allowed what 
Napoleon never gave to his enemies—fame. Like 
the man importuned to purchase of another what he 
knew he was obliged to sell, they have hung off for 
a better bargain; and now, when driven to the cor- 
ner as it were, it is certainly problematical whether 
any offer we can make them will be accepted. 
Ihave said that if peace was made it would be a 
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most singular consummation. Look at it for a mo- 
ment. In the first place there is Santa Anna, 
ambitious and most avaricious, anxious for peace 
and ready to scll it for a price, yet fearful of losing 
power and place in his own country and all claim 
to standing as a patriot or ruler in the eyes of the 
world. Watched with wary eyes by his enemies, 
he sees that he cannot accept bribes and be the sole 
master of the secret. His fears and not his honesty 
hold him halting as to what course to pursue. 
Time has been given him, and no man can work 
greater wonders with it than he. He has an oppor- 
tunity to feel the public pulse at his leisure, and 
will make the most of the extension. If he finds 
that he can drive, coax or frighten the master-spir- 
its around him into his own views, can gain their 
support and cooperation, he will pocket any money 
offered and sanction a peace. He wants accomplices 
in the crine, but no sharers in the spoils. If he as- 
certains that he cannot sustain himself against his 
enemies, he will make a virtue of being the best 
patriot among them, and bide the issue of another 
battle. So much for Santa Anna and the chances 
of making peace with them, but there are elements 
at work which will go far to obstruct his effecting 
its consummation. To nine tenths of the inhabit- 
ants the war, as carried on, has been a pastime— 
to many a harvest. While those immediately on 
the lines occupied by our troops have made them- 
selves rich by it, it still has not estranged them 
trom their own idols or made them our friends. 
They, from policy and a species of patriotism, wish 
to see the war continued. The people remote from 
the scenes of actual strife, in their blind pride and 
overweening self-confidence, have no desire for 
peace, because they think that any peace would be 
ignominious. This idea is in their heads, and cannot 
be driven out. I have now spoken of the poorer 
classes, of the mass ; let us look at the rich proprie- 
tors and moneyed men. A portion of them, from 
selfish interest alone, are in favor of peace; their 
hate for the Americans is every bit as cordial and 
as strong as that of the mass. Perhaps even a 
majority of this class would rejoice if peace were 
made, yet not one in a hundred of this majority 
could be induced openly to come out and advocate 
it. Very few friends can Santa Anna count upon 
among this part of the population, while he has 
long since made deadly enemies of such men as 
Arista, Ampudia, Requena, Almonte, and a host 
of other officers, many of them the best Mexico has 
ever produced. Among those immediately around 
him he doubtless has many friends who will aid and 
stick to him—men whom he has raised to the army 
not from any talent they possess, but for their influ- 
ence—while at the same time it is strongly sus- 
pected that two of his ministers, Tornel and Pa- 
checo, are opposed to his schemes, and have been 
mainly instrumental in getting up the recent rows 
and preventing our army from obtaining money and 
supplies from the city. It is hinted at, by those 
who have some inkling of state secrets, that Mack- 
intosh, the broker and disbursing agent of all the 
moneys appropriated towards purchasing a peace, 
has overlooked these worthies in making his distri- 
butions, and as they have hands open to receive the 
smallest favors they may have become nettled at the 
slight. The léperos of the city, the gentlemen 
armed with knives, have nothing to gain from peace, 
and much to hope for in the way of plunder from a 
continuance of the war; they are all decidedly bel- 
ligereat. Not one in a hundred, perhaps not one 
in a thousand, of the entire community, allows rea- 
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son or good sense to have any part in the contro- 
versy, or thinks of the future weltare of the country. 
And thus stand matters at the present writing. 
If peace be made, it will be purchased of Santa 
Anna—regularly bought—and this against the 
wishes of nine tenths of the population. It will be 
purchased, too, of a weak and imbecile enemy, the 
vender really the worst enemy they have, while the 
National Congress, a body that I had almost over- 
looked, is opposed to the bargain. Santa Anna 
has the army and its leaders immediately around 
him, and his avarice may induce him to sign a peace 
with the hope that he will be able to put down the 
revolution that must immediately be raised against 
him; but I doubt whether he will do it. His fears 
of after consequences will overcome his avarice ; his 
enemies will lend all their endeavors to thwart him ; 
the time he has had to listen to peace propositions 
he has improved in strengthening his defences, and 
another battle must ensue. 

I have thus hurriedly given you my opinions of 
to-day ; circumstances may compel me to alter them 
to-morrow, but I have thought it best to put them 
in writing at all events. From the first f thought 
that no peace would grow out of the armistice— 
I think so still: but if a treaty is signed it will 
stand out, as I have already remarked, the most 
singular document of the kind on record—brought 
about by agencies most strange, and effected through 
means which reflect little credit on either party 
concerned. Yours, &c. G. W.K. 

P. S. I was wrong in saying that the commis- 
sioners were to meet this afternoon—their next 
meeting is to take place on Monday next, and it will 
probably be the last. Report has it that the Mexi- 
cans are willing to give up what they consider the 
cause of the war, Texas, but only to the Nueces— 
New Mexico and California they say must be sub- 
jects of after stipulation. Look out for a break-up 
and perhaps a row at the next meeting of the com- 
missioners. 


TacubaYa, Sept. 6, 1847. 

I did not write a line yesterday, for the very good 
reason that there was nothing to write about. Poof 
accumulated that Santa Anna was hourly breaking 
the armistice, by preventing supplies from coming 
out and by erecting breastworks within and near the 
city. In the evening, a simulacro or sham fight 
came off in the city, and the firing was quite brisk 
for a space and plainly heard out here at Tacubaya. 
Some thought it was a pronunciamento or revolu- 
tion against Santa Anna, but it turned out that he 
was only exercising his troops. Peace stock is — 
decidedly down, but I shall make no comment until 
I hear what has been done by the commissioners, 

Afternoon, 6 o’clock.—The farce is over, and now 
comes the tragedy. General Scott has sent in to 
Santa Anna announcing that the armistice is broken, 
and that at 12 o’clock to-morrow—lI believe that is 
the hour—hostilities are to recommence. He would 
not give the forty-eight hours, it is said, as he had 
abundant evidence the Mexicans had broken the 
armistice over and over again. 

Mr. Trist has returned from the conference, and 
although we cannot learn what transpired, we know 
that nothing was effected. From a Mexican of 
standing I Tam that one of the commissioners on 
the other side handed Mr. Trist a letter of instruc- 
tions from Mr. Buchanan, dated in July last, and 
which had been intercepted. The letter went on 
to say that a line running near the parallel of 32 
might be accepted, at which point it would leave 
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the Rio Grande and branch off to California, follow- 
ing nearly the course of the Rio Gila. As I have 
said, I get this story from hearsay ; if it is true, it 
will show that the Mexicans knew every card in 
Mr. Trist’s hand, to use an uncommon but apt ex- 
pression, before he had a chance to play them. 
Night, 12 o’clock.—A white flag came in from 
Santa Anna half an hour since with a message. 
General Scott was informed that the Mexican presi- 
dent regretted very much the delays in getting out 
provisions, &c., to the Americans, that no fortifica- 
tions or other works had been made, and that by 
to-morrow at noon the supplies could all be got out. 
The report is, that General Scott sent back word 
that if the provisions were furnished it would be an 
evidence of Santa Anna’s desire to bring about an 
amicable understanding. So much for so much. 
A wag says that Santa Anna only wants to humbug 
us until he gets two cannon, cast a day or two since 
near Chapultepec, finished and ready for use ! 
Yours, &c., G. W.K. 


TacuBaYa, Sept. 7, 1847. 

This morning the enemy is making preparations 
for our reception in real earnest. At an early hour 
long lines of infantry were seen emerging from the 
city, filing past Chapultepec, and taking up posi- 
tions at the Molino del Rey, at a strong work known 
as the Powder Magazine, and as is supposed at the 
foundry where the Mexicans cast all their cannon. 
I might here mention that Chapultepec is about 
three miles directly west of the city, that the Mo- 
lino is about one thousand yards further west, and 
that the other positions occupied by the Mexicans 
stretch along at intervals in the same direction. 
Chapultepec itself is on a steep hill or mound, noted 
as the residence of Montezuma, is fortified. and is 
also said to be mined. From the archbishop’s 
palace to this work is but little over or under one 
mile; from the former to the Molino about twelve 
hundred yards. The palace is nearly south of 
Chapultepec, which brings the new positions of the 
enemy directly to the left as our army faces them. 
Close reconnoissances of their works have been 
made this morning by Captain Mason, and as the 
destruction of the foundry is considered of para- 
mount importance, it has been determined upon to 
attack the enemy to-night. A hard resistance is 
anticipated, as large bodies, both of cavalry and 
infantry, are in plain view. Four pieces of cannon 
have been discovered in position, and it is thought 
the enemy has several others so masked that they 
cannot be seen. 

In the mean time the greatest enthusiasm exists 
in the army—all appear anxious again to attack an 
enemy whose cowardice has no parallel, and whose 
treachery and duplicity would shame the veriest 
barbarians. Unpopular as was the armistice from 
the first with all, and uncalled for as they deemed 
it, its shameful violation by the Mexicans has served 
but to inflame, while the infamous intentions of the 
Mexican leaders in signing it, now rendered so pal- 
pable, has incensed both our officers and men to a 
degree that the enemy will feel in any encounter 
that may now take place. 

Night, 9 o’clock.—The plan of attack has just 
been settled upon at a council of officers held at 
General Worth’s. Colonel Garland’s brigade is to 
move on the right in the direction of the Molino, 
watching Chapultepec, and to be governed by cir- 
cumstances. A storming party of 500 picked men, 
under Major Wright, and conducted by Captain 
Mason, is to attack the work supposed to be the 
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foundry. Captain Huger, with two 24-pounders, 
is to open upon the building as soon as it is light 
enough to see. Colonel McIntosh, now that Colonel 
Clarke is disbabled, commands the 2d brigade of 
Worth's division, and will attack the enemy’s right, 
Duncan’s light battery and a large dragoon force 
under Major Sumner will act according to circum- 
stances. To strengthen the movement, General 
Cadwalader’s brigade is also to take a part, and 
will probably attack in the centre. There are many 
who do not approve of the attack. They think that 
Chapultepec should be included in the programme 
of the performances, but of this General Scott 
should be the best judge. 
G. W.K. 


Yours, &c., 
Tacupaya, Sept. 8, 1847. 

Forenoon, 10 o'clock.—1 have just returned from 
another battle field—one on which the victory of the 
American arms was complete, and on which our 
troops contended against an encmy immensely su- 
perior in number and strongly posted. Gen. Worth 
commenced the attack at early daylight, and in less 
than two hours every point was carried, all the 
cannon of the enemy were in our possession, au 
immense quantity of ammunition captured, and 
nearly 1000 men, among them fifty-three officers, 
taken prisoners. 

For more than an hour the battle raged with a 
violence not surpassed since the Mexican war com- 
menced, and so great the odds opposed that fur some 
time the result was doubtful. ‘The force of the enemy 
has been estimated at from 12,000 to 15,000, strong- 
ly posted behind breast-works, and to attack them 
our small force of scarcely 3000 was obliged to ap- 
proach on an open plain, and without the least cover ; 
but their dauntless courage carried them over every 
obstacle, and notwithstanding the Mexicans fought 
with a valor rare for them, they were finally routed 
from one point or another until all were driven and 
dispersed. The defeat was total. 

But to gain this victory our own loss has been 
uncommonly severe—it has been purchased with 
the blood of some of the most gallant spirits of the 
army. The 5th infantry has suffered the most. 
This regiment, along with the 6th and 8th, was en- 
gaged in the attack upon a strong work on the en- 
emy’s right, and was opposed to such superior 
numbers that it was compelled to retire along with 
the others. The celebrated Col. Martin Scott was 
killed in this attack, along with Lieuts. Burwell and 
Strong, while Col. McIntosh and many other offi- 
cers were badly wounded. The worse than savage 
miscreants in the fort, afler our men retired, set up 
a yell and came out and massacred such of our 
wounded as were unable to get off. In this way 
poor Burwell lost his life. Fully were they avenged, 
however; for within half an hour Duncan’s battery, 
aided by the fall of another of their works, drove 
the dastardly wretches in full flight across the fields. 
No one knew or even surmised the strength of the 
place; it was an old fort, constructed long since, 
and was one of the main defences of the line of 
works. 

On the enemy’s left, and nearer Chapultepec, our 
loss was also great, although not as severe. It was 
here that Col. Wm. M. Graham, as brave a spirit 
as ever lived, was killed; Capts. Merrill and Ayres 
also fell in this part of the field. The wonder now 
is how any one could come out safe under such a 
terrible fire as the enemy poured from his entire 
line of works. Nothing but the daring and impet- 
uosity of our men, who rushed onward while their 
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comrades were falling thick around them, gained 
the victory ; had they once faltered all would have 
been lost. 

The broken ground on the right of the enemy, cut 
up by deep ravines, saved many of Santa Anna’s 
troops in their flight; yet, as it was, our dragoons 
killed and captured many of the fugitives. ge 
bodies of the Mexican cavalry approached the scene 
of strife several times, but they were driven like 
sheep by Duncan’s battery. 

The Mexican loss has been even more severe 
than our own. Gen. Balderas, Gen. Leon, and 
wany other officers are numbered among the dead, 
while the interior of their works, the tops of the 
houses from which they fought, and the ground 
over which they fled, are strewn with lifeless bodies. 
Such was the panic that many of our officers say 
that a fw fresh troops might have taken Chapulte- 
pec itself almost without a struggle; but other than 
a few shots fired at that point from some of the cap- 
tured cannon, no demonstration was made. 

After the battle was over, Gen. Scott came out, 
accompanied by his staff, and also by Mr. Trist. 
The Mexicans at the time were throwing shells at 
some of the wagons Gen. Worth had sent out to 
pick up the dead and wounded. They had placed 
a howitzer in position on Chapultepec at the close 
of the action, and now, seeing no enemy within 
reach, the cowardly wretches opened upon the ara- 
bulances and those who were gathering the bodies 
of their wounded and lifeless comrades. On seeing 
this worse than savage outrage, one of our officers, 
with a sarcastic expression of countenance, asked 
whether Mr. Trist had any new peace propositions 
in his pockets. Mackintosh did not come out after 
the battle to gain more time for his friend Santa 
Anna, nor worm out fresh intelligence of the strength 
and movements of our army, in order that ne might 
be of service to the Mexicans by communicat- 
ing it. 

he Mexican prisoners say that Santa Anna 
himself was on the ground in the rear of their works, 
but left at the commencement of thé rout. They 
admit that their entire force was 15,000; it is cer- 
tain that, including killed, wounded, prisoners and 
dispersed, their loss has been near 5,000. Many 
of them were regulars, the 11th and 12th infantry 
tegiments suffering most. The commander of the 
latter, Col. Tenorio, is a prisoner in our hands; 
some fourteen officers belonging to the former are 
also prisoners, but the commander, Gen. Perez, 
escaped. 

The foundry, in which several moulds for casting 
cannon and other apparatus were found, was en- 
tirely demolished, and after ascertaining this Gen. 
Scott, not wishing to hold the position, ordered all 
the forces to retire. The whole affair, as a mili- 
tary movement, is severely criticised by many of 
our officers. They contend that no result has been 
gained commensurate with the immense loss we 
have sustained in the battle. This is a matter I do 
not feel myself qualified to discuss, but it must be 
certain that the morale upon the Mexicans, of a 
defeat so disgraceful and so disastrous, must be im- 
portant. ‘They have now (it is 5 o’clock in the 
afternoon) returned to their positions ; and if Santa 
Anna was on the ground as is stated, and can find 
no one to lay the blame upon, he may twist the 
whole affair into a victory—on It will not 

“he the first time he has done this thing. 

Since I commenced this letter, I have been out 
endeavoring to obtain a full list of the killed and 
wounded officers, but so far have been unable. 
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Knowing the deep anxiety felt in the United States 
by the families of all, this shall be my first care 
The entire loss in Gen. Worth’s division, out of 
some 1,800 or 2,000, that went into action, will not 
fall much short of 600. The dragoons and Gen. 
Cadwalader’s brigade did not suffer so severely in 
comparison. What the next movement is to be no 
one knows, but it is thought the city will be attacked 


ai tely. Yours, &c. G. W. K. 


[We copy only parts of this letter.—Liv. Age. ] 
TacusaYa, Sept. 9, 1847. 
+ d + ; * 


The above list is complete and perfect. There 
has been much difficulty in obtaining it, as nearly 
all the orderly sergeants and executive officers have 
been killed or wounded. The conduct of all tho 
non-commissioned officers has been gallant and most 
conspicuous, while several of them behaved so no- 
bly that they have been recommended for immediate 
promotion to Gen. Scott. Their names are Ser- 
geants Benson, Wilson, and Robinson, of the 2d 
WA Sergeant Heck of the 3d artillery ; Ser- 
geants Updegraff, Farmer, Archer and Wally, of the 
5th infantry ; Sergeant Major Thompson of the 6th 
infantry ; Sergeant Major Fink of the 8th infantry. 
I trust and hope that Gen. Scott will at once pro- 
mote these brave fellows. More than half the offi- 
cers in Gen. Worth’s division have been struck down, 
either killed or wounded, in the actions of Churu- 
busco and El Molino del Rey, and many of the com- 
panies have absolutely no one to command them. 

‘ + * * + 


No less than nineteen of the deserters, captured 
by Gens. Twiggs and Shields at Churubusco, have 
been found fully guilty, and are to be hung to-mor- 
row. morning. he miscreant Riley, who com- 
manded them, escapes the punishment of death, as 
he proved that he deserted before the war. He has 
been sentenced, however, to be severely whipped, 
to be branded as well, and to wear a ball and chain 
in front of the army during the war! A deserter, 
taken among the prisoners at the Molino on the 
8th, was summarily dealt with. It seems that he 
deserted from Monterey last fall, and a comrade 
who recognized him, to save the trouble of a court 
martial, at once pitched him into the mill flume and 
he was crushed to pieces by the wheel! Another 
batch of deserters, who have been undergoing a 
trial here in Tacubaya, will be hung in a day or two 
it is said. Most richly do they deserve their fate. 

4 4 * -> * 


I may possibly send this letter off to-night by a 
Mexican, but it will depend upon whether there is 
a prospect of another battle to-morrow or next day. 
Matters are approaching a crisis, while the great 
mistake in not entering the capital on the night of 
the 20th, when the Mexicans were perfectly panic 
stricken and in full flight, is hourly developing itself. 
The great sacrifice of life yesterday—the loss of so 
many gallant spirits—has all been owing to the ces- 
sation of hostilities and the armistice which followed, 
and an awful responsibility rests either with the gov- 
ernment or with Gen. Scott and Mr. Trist. The 
instructions will show, but I am of the opinion that 
the former is mostly to blame. The latter are cen- 
surable for placing faith in Mackintosh, in giving 
Santa Anna so much time, or even in having any 
reliance upon his power and ability to make peace 
under all the circumstances, however much he might 
have desired it personally. I will say nothing of 
the bribery—that dark side of the picture is un- 
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doubtedly the work of the exceedingly wise men at 
Washington. Bad advisers have been busy, both 
here and at home, in recommending measures to 
bring about a peace, and their counsels have pre- 
vailed to the exclusion of the opinions of men who 
might have been listened to with profit. I trust the 
experience of the past may prove a lesson for the 
future, and that by this time our rulers must see 
and feel that in order to bring about a peace with 
the Mexicans they must use hard blows instead of 
soft words. 


Yours, &c. G. W. K. 


TacuBaya, Sept. 10, 1847. 

We have accounts from Mexico, brought in by 
Frenchmen and other foreigners, to the effect that 
Santa Anna’s loss at El Molino, was much more 
severe than any one here had anticipated. They 
say that during the afternoon of the 8th, no less 
than 1500 wounded men came into the city, while 
the number of killed was over 600. The slaughter 
from the batteries of Col. Duncan and Capt. Drum 
must have been terrific. Santa Anna, it is said, 
would have laid all the blame of the defeat upon 
Gen. Leon, but that officer, unfortunately for him, 
died. He has since torn the epaulettes from the 
shoulders of Col. Miguel Andrade, commander of 
the celebrated regiment of Hussars, accuses him of 
everything, has thrown him into prison, and denied 
him all communication. He must have some one 
to break out upon. 

Everything looks quiet to-day, but the Mexicans 
are busily employed in fortrfying at every point. 
At Chapultepec they can be seen at work, while 
they are also repairing the damage done at Fl Mo- 
lino and other points on that line. On the Piedad 
road they have strong works, while at the Niño 
Perdido and San Antonio Abad entrances to the 
city they are also fortifying with the greatest vigor. 
Gen. Pillow’s division, as also Col. Riley’s brigade, 
attached to that of Gen. Twiggs, oceupy the village 
of La Piedad and neighborhood, in plain sight, and 
in fact under the guns of the enemy. Gen. Worth 
remains here in T'acubaya, but he is sending all his 
sick and wounded to Mixcoac, out of the range of 
the guns of Chapultepec. No one knows what 
point will be first attacked, but this question will 
soon be determined. The next blow struck will be 
hard, and all hope decisive. It must read strange, 
the story that some 7 or 8000 men have set them- 
selves down before a strongly fortified city of over 
200,000 inhabitants, with an army of at least 25,- 
000 men to defend it; but the tale is a true one, 
and the proud capital of Mexico must fall. 

Yours, &c. G. W. K. 


Tacupaya, Sept. 11, 1847. 

A small party of us have just returned from a 
ride over to La Piedad, the head-quarters of Gen. 
Pillow. Gen. Scott was there, as also were some 
of his principal officers, holding a council as to the 
best mode and point of attack. The result of their 
deliberations is not known, but it is thought that the 
infantry will have some respite after their hard 
labors, and that all the heavier cannon recently cap- 
tured from the Mexicans will be employed in send- 
ing their own balls back at them. With theirown 
guns, and those brought up by Gen. Scott, at least 
fifty pieces of heavy calibre can be opened at any 
one point—cnough to demolish any work the Mex- 
icans have constructed in time incredibly short, and 
give them a lesson they will not soon forget. 
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From the Puente del Hermita, which has been 
destroyed by the Mexicans, they can plainly be seen 
at work on several fortifications between the roads 
of San Angel and San Antonio de Abad. These 
works are but little more than half a mile from 
the city, which is also in plainview. Shortly after 
we left, the enemy opened with two of their heavy 
guns upon our pickets or engineers, and continued 
the fire for near an hour. I cannot learn that they 
did any injury. On our return to Tacubaya we 
found that Maj. Sumner and Col. Duncan had had 
a little brush with the enemy’s lancers near the bat- 
tle ground of El Molino. Capt. Ruff, with his 
cormpany of mounted riflemen, drew a large party 
of the Mexican cavalry immediately within the 
range of one of Duncan’s guns, when one or two 
discharges sent them scampering off in every direc- 
tion. Only one man was wounded on our side, 
but it is known that the enemy lost several in the 
skirmish. ‘They opened with one heavy gun from 
Chapultepec on our men, but did no harm other 
than frightening the inhabitants of this place half 
out of their wits. 

Lieut. Burbank, who was mortally wounded at 
El Molino, died yesterday, and Capt. E. Kirby 
Smith this afternoon of wounds received at the same 
time. Lieut. Col. Dickinson, shot badly in the 
ankle at Churubusco, is also dead. All were gal- 
lant officers, and their loss is much repretted. 

I have already mentioned the execution of nine- 
teen of the deserters captured on the 20th August 
at Churubusco. Gen. Scott has just signed the 
death warrant of thirty others, taken at the same 
time, and they will suffer the same fate in the course 
of a day or two. 

From various movements, there is certainly strong 
reasons to believe that Gen. Scott will open a heavy 
fire upon Chapultepec to-morrow morning, from not 
only his own siege guns but from those captured 
from the enemy. Whether it is a feint to draw the 
Mexicans to that point and weaken other defences, 
is not known. Yours, &c. G. W.K. 


Tacunaya, Sept. 12, 1847. 

At early daylight this morning a heavy cannonade 
was opened upon the stronghold of Chapultepec, 
which was increased during the day as additonal 
siege guns were placed in position. The Mexicans 
returned the fire with great spirit at intervals during 
the day, but with little effect other than dismounting 
one of our guns; I cannot learn that a man has been 
killed at any one of the batteries. Several of the 
voltigeurs, while skirmishing with the enemy's 
sharp-shooters at the foot of Chapultepec, were 
wounded, but none of them severely. A 10-inch 
mortar was opened upon the place during the after- 
noon, and as several shells have been seen to fall 
and explode directly within the enemy’s works it is 
certain that great damage has been caused. A firing 
of heavy guns has also been heard in the direction 
of La Piedad, showing that the Mexicans have been 
diverted in that quarter. 

At dusk this evening several loads of scaling lad- 
ders were sent down towards the foot of Chapulte- 
pec, and the movements of our infantry ard other 
light corps would indicate that the strong works 
upon the crest are to be stormed early to-morrow. A 
large portion of the entire army will be brought to 
the struggle, and it is thought the contest will be 
terrible. I have little time to write. 

Yours, &c. G. W.K. 


KENDALL’S LETTERS FROM THE ARMY. 


City or Mexico, Sept. 14, 1847. 
Another victory, glorious in its results, and which 


| 
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lifted to the top of one of the houses and into the 
cupola of the church, from which they opened a 


has thrown additional lustre upon the American | plunging and most effective fire, while one of Dun- 
arms, has been achieved to-day by the army under can’s guns, in charge of Lieut. Hunt, was run up 


Gen. Scott—the proud capital of Mexico has fallen 
into the power of a mere handful of men compared 
with the immense odds arrayed against them, and 
Santa Anna, instead of shedding his blood as he had 
promised, is wandering with the remnant of his army 
no one knows whither. 

The apparently impregnable works on Chapul- 
tepec, after a desperate struggle, were triumphantly 
carricd—Gens. Bravo and Monterde, besides a host 
of officers of different grades, taken prisoners ; over 
1000 non-commissioned officers and privates, all 
their cannon and ammunition, are in our hands; 
the fugitives were soon in full flight towards the 
different works which command the entrances to the 
city, and our men at once were in hot pursuit. 

Gen. Quitman, supported by Gen. Smith’s bri- 
gade, took the road by the Chapultepec aqueduct, 
towards the Belén gate and the Ciudadela; Gen. 
Worth, supported by Gen. Cadwalader’s brigade, 
advanced by the San Cosme aqueduct towards the 
eae of that name. Both routes were cut up by 

itches and defended by breastworks, barricades, 
and strong works of every description known to 
military science ; yet the daring and impetuosity of 
our men overcame one defence after another, and 
by nightfall every work to the city’s edge was car- 
ried. Gen. Quitman’s command, after the rout at 
Chapultepec, was the first to encounter the enemy 
in force. “Midway between the former and the Be- 
lén gate, Santa Anna had constructed a strong 
work ; but this was at once vigorously assaulted 
by Gen. Quitman, and aided by a flank fire from 
two of Duncan's guns, which Gen. Worth had or- 
dered to approach as near as possible from the San 
Cosme road, the enemy was again routed and in full 
flight. They again made a stand from their strong 
fortifications at and near the Belén garita, opening 
a tremendous fire not only of round shot, grape, and 
shell, but of musketry; yet boldly Gen. Quitman 
advanced, stormed and carried the works, although 
at great loss, and then every point on this side the 
city was in our possession. In this onslaught two 
of our bravest officers were killed—Capt. Drum and 
Lieut. Benjamin. 

Meanwhile Gen. Worth was rapidly advancing 
upon San Cosme. At the English burying ground 
the enemy had constructed a strong work ; it was 
defended by infantry for a short time, but could not 
resist the assault of our men. The affrighted Mex- 
icans soon fied to another line of works nearer the 
city, and thus Gen. Worth was in possession of the 
entrance to San Cosme. As his men advanced 
towards the garita, the enemy opened a heavy fire 
of musketry from the house-tops, as well as of 
grape, cannister and shell from their batteries, thus 
sweeping the street completely. At this juncture 
the old Monterey game, of burrowing and digging 
through the houses, was adopted. On the right, 
as our men faced the enemy, the aqueduct afforded 
a partial shelter ; on the left, the houses gave some 
protection ; but many were still killed or wounded 
by the grape which swept every part, as well as 
by the shells which were continually bursting in 
every direction. About 3 o’clock the work of the 
eta and the crow-bar, under the direction of 

ieut. G. W. Smith, of the sappers and miners, 
had fairly commenced, and every minute brought 
our men nearer the enemy’s last stronghold. In 
the mean time two mountain howitzers were fairly 
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under a galling fire to a deserted breastwork, and 
at once opened upon the garita. In this latter dar- 
ing feat, four men out of eight were cither killed or 
wounded, but still the piece was most effectively 
served. The work of the miners was still going 
on. In one house which they had centered by the 
peo a favorite aid of Santa Anna's was found. 
he great man had just fled, but had left his friend 
and his supper ! Both were well cared for—the 
latter was devoured by our hungry officers; the 
former, after doing the honors of the table, was 
made a close prisoner. Just as dark was setting 
in, our men had dug and mined their way almost 
up to the very guns of the enemy, and now, after a 
short struggle, they were completely routed and 
driven with the loss of everything. The command 
of the city by the San Cosme route was attained. 

During the night, Gen. Quitman commenced the 
work of throwing up breastworks and erecting bat- 
teries, with the intention of opening a heavy can- 
nonade upon the Ciudadela with the first light this 
morning. At 10 o'clock at night Gen. Worth or- 
dered Capt. Huger to bring up a 24-pounder and a 
10-inch mortar to the garita or gate of San Cosme, 
and having ascertained the bearings and distance of 
the grand plaza and palace, at once opened upon 
those points. The heavy shells were heard to ex- 
plode in the very heart of the city. Ata little after 
midnight Major Palacios, accompanied by two or 
three members of the municipal council of the city, 
arrived at Gen. Worth’s head-quarters, and in great 
trepidation informed him that Santa Auna and his 
grand army had fled, and that they wisned at once 
to surrender the capital! They were referred to 
the commander-in-chief, and immediately started 
for Tacubaya; but in the mean time the firing upon 
the town ceased. 

At 7 o'clock this morning Gen. Scott, with his 
staff, rode in and took quarters in the national pal- 
ace, on the top of which the regimental flag of the 
gallant rifles and the stars and stripes were already 
flying. An immense crowd of blanketed léperos, 
the scum of the capital, were congregated in the 
plaza as the commander-in-chief entered it. They 
pressed upon our soldiers, and eyed them as though 
they were beings of another world. So much were 
they in the way, and with such eagerncss did they 
press around, that Gen. Scott was compelled to 
order our dragoons to clear the plaza. They were 
told, however, not to injure or harm a man in the 
mob—they were all our friends ! 

About five minutes after this, and while Gen. 
Worth was returning to his division near the 
Alameda, he was fired upon from a house near the 
convent of San Francisco. Some of the cowardly 
Polkas, who had fled the day previous without dis- 
charging their guns, now commenced the assassin 

ame of shooting at every one of our men they saw, 
kom windows, as well as from behind the parapets 
on the azoteas or tops of the houses. In half an 
hour’s time our good friends, the léperos, in the 
neighborhood of the hospital of San Andres and the 
church of Santa Clara, also commenced discharging 
muskets and throwing bottles and rocks from the 
azoteas. I have neglected to mention that just pre- 
vious to this Col. Garland had been severely 
wounded by a musket, fired by some miscreant from 
a window. 
For several hours this cowardly war upon our 
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men continued, and during this time many were 
killed or wounded. It was in this species of fight- 
ing that Lieut. Sidney Smith received his death 
wound. The division of Gen. Twiggs in one part 
of the city, and Gen. Worth in another, were soon 
actively engaged in putting down the insurrection. 
Orders were given to shoot every man in all the 
houses from which the firing came, while the guns 
of the different light batteries swept the streets in 
all directions. As the assassins were driven from 
one house they would take refuge in another; but 
by the middle of the afternoon they were all forced 
back to the barriers and suburbs. Many innocent 
pean have doubtless been killed during the day, 

ut this could not be avoided. Had orders been 
given at the outset to blow up and demolish every 
house or church from which one man was fired 
upon, the disturbances would have heen at once 
quelled. As it is, I trust that the lesson the rabble 
and their mischievous leaders have received to-day 
may deter them from future outrages. 

n entering the palace Gen. Scott at once named 
Gen. Quitman governor of Mexico—a most excel- 
lent appointment. Some wag immediately pro- 
claimed aloud in the plaza as follows: ‘ Gen. John 
A. Quitman, of Mississippi, has been appointed 
governor of Mexico, vice Gen. José Maria Tornel, 
resigned—very suddenly!” It seems that the val- 
iant Tornel ran off at an early hour, and his mag- 
nificent house has been converted into a hospital for 
our wounded officers. 

G.W.K 


Yours, &c. 
City or Mexico, Sept. 17, 1847. 

The capital is now quiet enough, and although 
the inhabitants say but little, they are probably not 
altogether contented with their new masters. They 
say that the Lord and Santa Anna are to blame for 
all their misfortunes: their own lack of prowess 
and courage is not thought of. They say that 
Providence witheld the rains and gave the Yankees 
fair weather for their operations, while Santa Anna 
deserted them in their extremity, and gave up the 
city without even making terms for them. The 
latter has gone no one knows whither. Some con- 
tend that he is on his way to the coast, with the 
intention of leaving the country ; others say that he 
has gone towards Querétaro; while many think 
that he is lurking about Guadalupe or San Christo- 
bal, within a few miles of this, yet with only a 
small force of cavalry at his command. His wife, 
who has been living all the while at the house of 
his particular friend Mackintosh, has gone out in 
the direction of San Christobal in search of him. 
Santa Anna, just before he left the city, grossly 
insulted Gen. Terres, who commanded at the Belén 
gate, for deserting his post. It is also said that he 
has quarrelled with Lombardini. These are old 
tricks of the tyrant—throwing the blame upon 
others to cover his own shameless conduct. * * * 

The Mexican loss it is impossible to ascertain, 
but it has been immense. Among the killed at 
Chapultepec were Gen. Juan Nepomecuno Perez, 
Col. Juan Cano, a distinguished officer of engi- 
neers, and Licut. Lucian Calvo, one of Gen. Bra- 
vo’s aids. Gen. Saldaña was badly wounded, as 
were many other distinguished officers. Five 
generals, three colonels, seven lieutenant-colonels, 
and near one hundred majors, captains, and lieuten- 
ants, were taken prisoners, together with eight 
hundred or more rank and file. At the garitas of 
Belén and San Cosme many officers were killed or 
wounded, but their names are not known. 


KENDALL’S LETTERS FROM THE ARMY. 


The tota] number of deserters hung at San An- 
gel and Mixcoac was fifty, and well did they 
deserve their fate. Thirty of them were hung at 
Mixcoac on the morning of the 13th. They were 
compelled to stand upon the gallows until the flag 
they had deserted was flying from Chapultepec, and 
were then all swung off at the same time. Not 
one of them complained that his fate was unde- 
served. 

Itis no time now to mention the hundreds of 
cases of individual gallantry noticed at the different 
battles, but I cannot help paying a passing compli- 
ment to the noted chaplain, Parson McCartey, as 
he is called by all. The worthy man was seen in 
all parts, and where the danger was greatest, com- 
forting the wounded and exhorting the wavering to 
press forward, and all the time regardless of his 
own safety. No man exerted himself more to en- 
sure a victory, no man is more entitled to special 
commendation. : 

We are still without any positive or definite in- 
formation as regards Santa Anna’s great army, but 
all agree that it is disorganized and broken up. 
There is areport that Gen. Herrera has reached 
Querétaro with four thousand men in a body, but 
it requires confirmation. 

Yours, &c. G. W. K. 


City or Mexico, Sept. 20, 1847. 

All our wounded have been brought in from 
Mixcoac and other places, and have been made as 
comfortable as circumstances would admit. Cha- 
pultepec is still held by our troops, but all the 
other points have been deserted, and the main body 
of the men are quartered within the limits of the 
city. 

Gen. Bravo’s official report of the loss of Chapul- 
tepec has been published in a Toluca paper. He 
blames Santa Anna for not sending him reinforce- 
ments as he requested, materially underrates his 
own force, and accuses one of his engineer officers, 
Aleman, who had charge of the different mines on 
the hill sides, with being absent at the critical mo- 
ment when by springing them the fate of the day 
might have been changed. If possible, I will send 
on his report. 

In the same paper, we see it stated that Santa 
Anna has renounced the presidency of the republic, 
and in this juncture names Don Canad ena y 
Peña, chief justice of the supreme court of Mexico, 
as his constitutional successor. Peña y Peña is at 
a hacienda of his close by: is a lawyer of great 
standing, and may possibly assume the reins of 
power in the present crisis. It is hardly probable 
that he will retain them, however. In the present 
distracted state of the country no one can expect to 
hold them long. 

We hear but little, one way or the other, as to 
what the Mexicans intend to do in future—whether 
they are for peace or a continuance of the war. In 
fact, it is hardly time for them, after their recent 
disastrous discomfitures, to think of anything. 
Everything will now depend upon our own govern- 
ment. If the nonsensical soothing system is con- 
tinued—if another dose of magnanimity is to follow 
the hard blows which have Jost us so many lives— 
the war will be spun out until doomsday. On the 
contrary, if a rigorous system is at once adopted, if 
men and means are poured into the country, and 
the rulers of Mexico are for once made to believe 
that we are in earnest, six months will suffice to 
make them sue for peace. Heretofore, the propo- 
sitions, with a stretch of magnanimity positively 
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ridiculous, have all come from our side, and we all 
know with what contumely and insult they have 
been treated. 

Speaking of ated men and means to Mexico, 
do the people of the United States know the real 
force which has achieved the recent glorious tri- 
umphs here in the valley of this proud republic! 
J have not seen the paper, but I have been told that 
a recent number of the Union states that when 
Gen. Scott would reach the vicinity of Mexico, his 
army would number 22,000 effective men. If such 
a statement has been made, one more false or un- 
generous could not have been promulgated. Gen. 
Scott arrived on this side the mountains with a 
fraction over 10,000 men, of which number at least 
4,000 were new recruits. Of this force, so insig- 
nificant when compared with the magnitude of the 
enterprise, at least 1,000 were on the sick list 
before a blow was struck. With a disposable 
army, then, of 9,000—not a man more—the bold 
attempt was made to reduce a populous and well- 
fortified city, and after a succession of hard-fought 
battles the result is known, The 12,000 paper 
men, then, manufactured at Washington by Geis: 
Marcy, Jones and Co., must remain where they 
have been during all the recent struggles—either 
unenlisted, in hospitals, in camp, or in transitu— 
and not detract from such merit as has been gained 
by the 10,000 true men, who have borne the battle’s 
brunt and won such laurels for their country. To 
them all honor and credit is due, and I will procure 
the muster roll of every regiment that passed the 
Vente de Cordova if it should be necessary to prove 
my statement as to their actual number. 

Gen. Terres, who commanded at the Belén gate, 
has come out with a report of the part taken by 
himself and command on the 13th. It is pretty 
much the same old story. rie complains that he 
had not men enough ; says that those he did have 
fought with determination, bravery, and enthusi- 
asm; intimates that he sent for reinforcements, at 
a juncture when the tide of battle might have been 
turned against Gen. Quitman, which were refused, 
and finally openly accuses Gen. Pedrigon Garay, who 
commanded his reserve, with running off without 
firing a gun, or rendering him the least assistance. 
He himself speaks of the gross insult bestowed 
upon him by Santa Anna after the battle—an in- 
sult, he says, that he could not resent. We now 
have the reports of Bravo, who commanded at Cha- 

ultepec, and of Terres, who commanded at the 

belén gate: Santa Anna and Gen. Rangal were 
both of them at the San Cosme gate, and it remains 
to be seen what frivolous excuse they will make for 
their disgraceful defeat. Of course the blame will 
not rest on their illustrious shoulders. 

The ‘* American Star,” published by Peoples & 
Barnard, made its appearance to-day in neat form, 
and the talk is that another new paper, the ‘ North 
American,” is to come out in the course of the 
week. Meanwhile, the city is rapidly becoming 
Americanized. From every quarter, staring in the 
largest capitals, we see such announcements as 
“e Union Hotel,’’ ‘* Mush and Milk at all Hours,” 
** American Dry Goods,” “ United States Restau- 
rat,” “St. Charles Exchange,” ‘‘ Egg-Nogg and 
Mince Pies for Sale Here,’’ and other kindred no- 
tices tu the passer-by as to where he can be served 
on home principles. Nor is there to be any lack 
of amusements, for already the posters announce 
a bull-fight, a circus, a theatre, and even an Italian 
opera, as shortly to be produced. We are a great 
people. Yours, &c. G. W.K. 
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City or Mexico, Sept. 24, 1847. 

Among other rumors, we hear to-day that there 
has been a coalition of sume of the states north of 
this, that Señor Cosio has been appointed president, 
that 12,000 men are immediately to be raised and 
organized to carry on the war with vigor, and, to 
make them effective, $1,000,000 is to be levied. 
Bustamente and Paredes are to command the army, 
as the story goes, while Santa Anna has leave to 
retire from public service and from the country if 
he sees fit. Another report current would make 
us believe that the Mexican congress is shortly to 
assemble at Querétaro, and that the peace question 
is to be talked over with Mr. Trist in real earnest. 
These are all but mere rumors. 

Speaking of Mr. Trist reminds me of a story cur- 
rent on the 13th. It is said that shortly after Cha- 
pultepec was carried, that gentleman rode up the 
height, and on being recognized by a gallant Irish 
soldier, the latter road him with, ‘‘I say, sir, 
it’s a beautiful thraty we ’ve made wid ’em to-day, 
sir!" The story is worth relating at all events. 

Although all appears quiet on the face of the 
city, assassinations are still frequent. Our men are 
led off to drinking-houses in the by-streets and in 
the suburbs, are plied with liquor until they become 
intoxicated, and are then stabbed. Nor will this 
cowardly system be put down until each house 
where a murder is committed is razed, and exem- 
plary justice dealt out to all its inmates. It has come 
to the knowledge of the authoritics that knives and 
dirks have been recently distributed to the horde of 
thieves and murderers liberated by Santa Anna on 
the night he fled from the capital, and with no 
other intention than that they might do the work in 
the dark he had not the courage to perform in open 
day. By an order issued by Gen. Scott, it would 
seem that active measures have been taken to ferret 
out the assassins, and also the miscreants who have 
set them on to murder. 

Not a little joy has been manifested by all at the 
arrival here of the American prisoners—Capts. 
Clay, Heady, and Smith, Lieuts. Churchill, David- 
son, and Barbour, and sixteen privates—who have: 
recently been confined at Toluca. It seems that 
they were released by the governor, Olaguibel, on 
his own responsibility, they promising that the 
same number of Mexican prisoners, and of equal 
rank, should be delivered up to him. Those offi- 
cers who refused to give their parole when all were 
ordered to Toluca, and who afterwards escaped, 
have performed active service here in the different 
battles. Major Gaines has been serving on the 
staff of Gen. Scott, Midshipman Rogers on that of 
Gen. Pillow, Major Borland on that of Gen. Worth, 
and Capt. Danley on that of Gen. Quitman. The 
latter was severely wounded on the 13th, but will 
recover. 

Among the peers captured at the palace—for in 
his haste to run Santa Anna left almost everything 
—were many rich and at the srme time most valu- 
able documents. Among them are two letters, one 
written by Rejon to Santa Anna, and dated at Que- 
rétaro on the 29th August, with the answer of the 
latter, dated here in Mexico on the 31st. In brief, 
Rejon informs his friend that he has learned with 
pain that negotiations for peace have been entered 
into, an act offensive to the army and humiliating 
to the republic. He contends that the war ought 
to be prosecuted, and that if the capital cannot be 
saved, like Puebla it must be abandoned, while the 
withdrawn troops must contend with the enemy as 
best they can. Resources, he says, will not be 
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wanting, as the states, with the slightest encour- 
agement, will supply them. He contends that 
peace will destroy Santa Anna, while war will ever 
crown him with honor and glory if he but carries it 
on without truce and with energy. In Querétaro, 
Rejon continues, the disgust was general when they 
first heard of the sad negotiations, [ furestas nego- 
ciaciones,] and on the morning previous to the date 
of his letter a courier passed through from Toluca 
with communications arousing the states against 
any authority that should make peace at the capi- 
tal. Rejon finishes his letter as follows: ‘t With 
the frankness of a friend I inform you that I am 
committed to this course. Continue the war, and I 
will perish by your side!” 

In answer to all this, Santa Anna says that he 
learns with bitter regret the charges which have 
been made against the government for the course it 
has pursued. He urges that Gen. Scott solicited 
an armistice, [he does not say what Mackintosh 
came out for after the battle of Churubusco,] in 
order that Mr. Trist might be heard, which solicita- 
tion he granted, ‘‘ because the ion of hostili- 
ties would give his troops rest, reestablish their mo- 
rale, and give him an ity to co'lect the 
dispersed and enable him to adopt other measures to 
ensure a reaction!” These are Santa Anna’s own 
words. I have not time or space at present to give 
you the whole of his answer to Rejon, but will pro- 
cure it for some future period. I have thought all 
along the ‘‘ well-merited’’ of his country really de- 


sired peace, reasoning the while that he was to be 
well paid for it, and that he knew he must be de- 
feated again, in the event of another battle; but I 


now begin to have some misgivings that he was 
humbugging us all the time. If he really had Mr. 
Buchanan’s ultimatum to Mr. Trist in his pocket, 
as has been stated, he well knew that there was no 
earthly chance for an amicable result to the nego- 
tiations. Let his real intentions, however, have 
been what they may, self was at the bottom, and 
his poor country unthought of. To show the 
man’s avarice, I have been told by those who know 
Mexican affairs well, that since Mr. Polk allowed 
him to return from Havana, he has contrived to 
pick and steal nearly a million of dollars, which is 
all safely placed in the hands of his foreign agents 
or friends. Yours, &c. G. 


Ciry or Mexico, Sept. 26, 1847. 

Assassinations continue. No less than ten mur- 
dered soldiers were found this morning in the 
vicinity of the quarter of San Peblo, and eight on 
the previous day. The fault lies partially with our 
own men, who straggle from their quarters and get 
intoxicated at the first pulgueria or grog shop; yet 
the fact that even in this state they are set upon by 
gangs of armed ruffians shows that a feeling of re- 
venge and deep hatred obtains against us; and the 
frequency of the murders would prove that a regu- 
lar system of assassination has been organized, the 
wire-workers very likely some of the priests and 
leading men. 

One great reason for this is the almost insignifi- 
cant force under the command of Gen. Scott. 
Trae, he has had enough to achieve victories and 
capture the city of Mexico, and for this reason 
many may think that he has sufficient men. But 
such is not the ease. The very smallness of our 
army is more degrading to the pride of the Mexi- 
cans than any defeat that has befallen them. Had 
an army respectable in numbers, compared with the 
enterprise undertaken and accomplished, entered the 
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valley of Mexico, the smartings of discomfiture 
would have been alleviated by the evidence that 
they had not been beaten so shamefully by a body 
of men so inferior in numbers to their own grand 
army. Nor will they think of peace until forced to 
it by an army so large that there will at least be 
some merit in succumbing in the eyes of the world. 
Rigorous measures, too, must be adopted, for any 
one who runs may read that if the ; war here- 
tofore carried on is continued, it will be prolonged 
until the causes which brought it on are forgotten. 
Bring the matter home for a moment. Supposing 
that an army composed of 9,000 of the picked men 
of Christendom should set themselves down before 
New Orleans, a city of but little over half the size 
of Mexico, and that we had 25,000 soldiers and 
strong fortifications to defend it—how could we 
reconcile the entrance of the former into our streets 
and squares as conquerors? Of course I am sup- 
posing an impossibility, but there is not a citizen 
tween Faubourg Marigny and Carrollton but will 
at once see and feel the degrading position in which 
the Mexicans are placed, and will hardly blame 
them for continuing a contest even against every 
semblance of hope. But let an army of 50,000 men 
be placed upon the line between this city and Vera 
Cruz, let the communications be kept thoroughly 
open, and let the inhabitants here be made to know 
and feel that our intention is to compel them to sue 
for terms, and there will then be an excuse tor 
them, which in their eyes will hold with the nations 
of the earth, to come to an amicable arrangement. 
At present all the territory we possess in Mexico is 
sai ap within the range of our guns. This we 
can have and can hold, against any force the enemy 
can bring; but until our army is increased to a size 
sufficient to command the territory on our line of 
operations, we can have no peace. The Mexicans 
are now bewildered, not subjected ; they think there 
has been some grand mistake in all that has oc- 
curred. Their own inferiority and lack of military 
skill they do not take into the scale—they believe 
that for a space Providence has forsaken them—and 
thus believing, they will continue to preach war 
without truce against the North Americans, and 
honestly think they will in the end come out victo- 
rious. Nor can their eyes be opened until they see 
that we have men and means at our hands sufficient 


‘|to overrun their country at will.” Hastily I have 


scratched off a few speculations as regards the fu- 
ture conduct of the war—they may be of no service, 
but still are my honest convictions. We must 
either hold this line with a force sufficient to awe 
the enemy, or else retire from it altogether; and 
the sooner our government bestirs itself the better. 

In my last I stated that Col. McIntosh was sink- 
ing under his wounds—that brave officer died last 
night and is to be buried to-morrow with all military 
honors. He fell pierced by two balls while gal- 
lantly leading his men to attack the Casa Mata on 
the 8th September, and his system, suffering under 
wounds received in former battles, was not able to 
overcome the shock. 

G. W. K. 


Yours, &c. 
Cıry or Mexico, Sept. 28, 1847. 
We have rumors without number from Puebla 
to-day. One is that Santa Anna has been killed 
in an encounter with Col. Childs in the vicinity of 
that city; another story would make us believe that 
he has been taken prisoner, after defending himself 
for sometime at the r mill called La Constancia, 
in the veighborkood o Puebla. The accounts say 
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ihat Col. Childs was reiaforced by Maj. Lally, and 
hat he immediately entered the city, drove out the 


uerilleros and surrounded the mill above named. - 


hat credit to place in these rumors I know not ; 
but if Santa Anna is really a prisoner, it has been 
intentional—he has given himself a If he has 
been killed, it has been what the Mexicans would 
term one casualidad, a sheer accident, for no such 
intention ever entered his head. 

As a prisoner, Santa Anna knows perfectly well 
that he can humbug Mr. Polk with ease, and all 
his friends besides. We shall know the whole 
truth of the matter in the course of a day or two. 

It is said that the Mexican congress is to assem- 
ble at Querétaro, on the 5th of October—next week 
—and that Peña y Peña has gone out to be installed 
as the acting president. I have heard Mexicans 
say that the body has many members who will de- 
liberate manfally and seriously in favor of : 
but my opinion is, that a majority of them will talk 
of little save honor, and ditches, and glory, and last 
extremities, and ruins, and of being buried under 
them, and kindred nonsense. Some of them may 
be bribed, or hired, to espouse the peace side. We 
shall see. 

Rejon, in his letters to Santa Anna, told him 
that if he would continue the war, he would perish 
by his side ; but they say that when the armistice 
was broken, he remained at Querétaro and forgot all 
about fighting. Valiant man is Manuel Cresceneis 
Rejon! but he has a prudent way of manifesting it 
in the hour of peril. 

Paredes was here in the city a few days since, 
without followers, and has gone north, perhaps 
towards Guadalayara, his old and favorite ground, 
to stir and influence the minds of the people against 
the Yankees, and try his hand against them. He 
is, no doubt, one of the bravest and best generals 
Mexico has ever produced. 

Gomez Farias is at Querétaro, but we do not 
hear what he is doing. Gen. Herrera is also there, 
and if any leading man in Mexico is in favor of 
peace, he is the one. His influence, however, is 
confined almost entirely to the moderados. 

Mr. Wells, the partner of Hart in the army the- 
atre, died here a day or two since. He may be 
recollected in the United States, not only as a pan- 
tomimist, but as a dancer and actor of some distinc- 
tion. Capt. Pemberton Waddell, of one of the 
ne® regiments of infantry, is also dead. The 
wound of Gen. Shields, although painful, is improv- 
ing. A musket ball struck him in the left arm at 
the storming of Chapultepec, but binding a hand- 
kerchief round it he continued with his men until 
everything was calmed. Gen. Pillow has almost 
entirely recovered. Since commencing this I have 
heard another rumor to the effect that Alvarez and 
the congress of Puebla have risen upon Santa Anna 
and put him to death. This can hardly be credited. 
Alvarez is doubtless in that direction. He took 
especial good care to keep himself and his pintos 
out of harm’s way during the recent rigels in 
this vicinity. 

The loss in the different divisions in the stormin 
of Chapultepec and capture of the city on the 13 
is as follows: In that of Gen. Quitman about 300, 
in that of Gen. Twiggs 268, in that of Gen. Pil- 
low 142, in that of . Worth 138. Owing to 
his previous heavy loss the latter only had about 
1000 men engaged in the last battles. As I know 
it will be of great interest to their friends, before 
closing this Jetter I will state that the wounds of 
almost all the officers are doing well. I can speak 
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postaraly of Col. Garland, Majors Wade, Waite, 
ring and Gladden, of Capts. Mason, Walker, 
Danley, and of Lieuts. Foster, Shackelford, Sel- 
den and Lugenbeel, and I mention them as being 
some of the most severely wounded. 

I send you a few papers and documents of inter- 
est, which, I trust, will reach safely. Had I an 
opportunity, I could furnish you with a volume of 
letters, papers, &c., all found in the palace and 
other places, which would be a rare treat to our 
readers. You shall have them all in good time. - 
I send you a species of diary, from the 30th August 
up to this date, in the shape of letters, written from 
day tn day. In the main, I believe I was correct 
in my surmises, although not always right. I 
write in great haste, as the courier is just starting. 

Yours, &c. G. W. K. 


SANTA ANNA AND HIS DESIGNS. 


Tue position of Gen. Santa Anna is certainly a 
very anomalous one. Notwithstanding his great 
capacity, his unsurpassed energy, and his thorough 
knowledge of his countrymen and the best modes 
of controlling and directing their feelings, he has 
but a slight hold upon their affections or their re- 
spect. He is cordially hated by a large class of 
the best citizens of Mexico, and by the great mass 
his intentions are looked upon with constant suspi- 
cion. Hence the necessity for the continual efforts 
Santa Anna is compelled to make to disarm their 
suspicions, to impress them with his disinterested- 
ness, and his entire freedom from ambitious views 
and tyrannical designs. His late resignation of the 
presidency of Mexico we look upon as an act of 
this natare—dictated in fact by no sense of patriot- 
ism, but by a selfish calculation of his own personal 
interests. There is nothing very enviable in the 
exercise of political authority in Mexico just at this 
moment. Bark and dismal] is the prospect for a 
statesman there. If he be a true patriot, he has all 
the prejudices of his countrymen to oppose. There 
is hardly a chance for him to restore to the nation 
the blessings of peace, embittered as are all classes 
against us. But times of danger and difficulty are 
not the moment for a true lover of his country to 
shrink from responsibilities, from braving public 
opinion, from perilling personal interests and aims 
for his country’s good. Sauta Anna is precisely 
the man thus to shirk his duty. He found his pop- 
ularity diminishing, his enemies dcnouncing him as 
a coward and a traitor, his best friends suspecting 
his intentions, and his power to control congress 
gone. He resigns his office. His ample authority 
is devolved upon an eminent civilian, who can hardly 
be suited for a crisis in public affairs like the pres- 
ent. Whatever odium may fall upon the govern- 
ment for not warding off the distresses which are 
now sure to be visited upon Mexico, Santa Anna 
will escape. Retaining his command in the army, 
and his hold upon the soldiery, he will await the 
course of events. The public clamor aroused by 
his continued reverses will ere long die away, or 
be diverted against the man who may chance to 
hold power ss the United States turn upon Mex- 
ico their fall energies. As affairs grow more and 
more desperate, and the necessity is felt of having 
a man of energy to direct them becomes more appa- 
rent, Santa Anna hopes to be again called to the 
helm; but he is not the man to resume power until 
the want of a vigorous leader is felt so deeply that 
it will assure him a controlling and paramount 
influence over the destinies of the country. 
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Santa Anna has the weakness to fancy that in 
the elements of his character he bears a strong 
resemblance to Napoleon. He has had the audacity 
to avow this in various forms more or less dis- 
vuised. He studies to imitate the emperor in his 
outward acts, and it would hardly surprise us if in 
his late resignation, upon the close of a campaign 
which had been totally disastrous for him, he imag- 
ined he was running yet further the parallel with 
his great master in the art of war. He s quite 
capable of this weakness, and we shall be surprised 
if we do not find him m after years dwelling upon 
the events of Churubusco, Contreras, Chapultepec, 
&c., as Napoleon may have reviewed the series of 
unparalleled exploits on his own part which pre- 
ceded his first abdication. 

As to Santa Anna’s designs, it is somewhat sin- 
gular that it should have been so generally believed 
in the city of Mexico, in Vera Cruz, in Tampico 
and by some here, that he intended to escape to a 
foreign country. From Tampico they write that 
Central America is to be his place of refuge; from 
Vera Cruz the story came that he designed embark- 
ing or had embarked upon the British steamer of 
the Ist inst. in disguise ; while in the city of Mex- 
ico the most current report was that he was making 
his way to Tehuantepec, thence to escape from the 
country. All agree that he was bent upon leaving 
Mexico. Yet we put no confidence in any of these 
rumors, nor in the imputed intentions of Santa 
Anna. We believe he will remain in Mexico so 
long as he may do so with personal safety. He 
thirsts for power and for money. Avarice and 
ambition are the ruling elements in his character. 
There is no country where an unscrupulous public 
servant can peculate with such impunity as in Mex- 
ico, and the promptings of his ambition must lead 
him to remain close at hand, to take advantage of 
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any favorable turn of affairs. Could he perform ono 
successful and brilliant military achievement, his 
countrymen would be ready to deify him. This he 
can hardly expect to do, but there is nothing which 
may not be effected in Mexico by the arts of intrigue 
which Santa Anna possesses in remarkable perfec- 
tion. He seems to us vastly superior to all his 
countrymen in energy and ability, and where these 
qualities are so much required as in Mexico, a very 
long period can hardly elapse before we see him 
again reinstated in the exercise of the supreme 
power of the state and more absolute than ever.— 
Picayune. 


NEW BOOKS AND REPRINTS. 


Landreth’s Rural Register and Almanac, for 
1848, has already had the great sale of more than 
twenty thousand copies. It contains notices of 
valuable Fruits ; Kitchen Garden ; Flower Garden; 
Live Stock ; Farming Utensils ; new Improvements ; 
a Calendar, &c. &c. We congratulate our old 
friend on so good a book. Its cost is small, but wc 
do not know how small. 

Messrs. C. S. Francis, & Co. have completed 
their neat Edition of the Arabian Nights’ Enter- 
tainment. 

Ewbank’s Hydraulics and Mechanics is coming 
out in numbers, at 25 cents, from Messrs. Greeley 
& M’Elrath, New York. In addition to its obvi ious 
utility, it contains so much curious and entertaining 
matter, that, odd as it seems, it is quite a book of 
amusement. 

Messrs. Gould, Kendall & Lincoln regularly con- 
tinue the beautiful reprint of Chambers’ Miscellany 
of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge. The char- 
acter of this excellent work is truly contained in 
the title. 
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The Living Ace is published every Saturday, by 
E. Lirteit & Co., at No. 165 Tremont St., Boston. 
Price 124 cents a number, or six dollars.a year in advance. 
Remittances for any period will be thankfully received 
and promptly attended to. To insure regularity in mail- 
ing the work, remittances and orders should be addressed 
to the office of publication as above. 

Twenty dollars will pay for 4 copies for a year. 

Compete seta to the end of 1846, making eleven 
large volumes, are for sale, neatly bound in cloth, for 


twenty dollars, or two dollars each for separate volumes. 
Any numbers may be had at 124 cents. 

Acexcies.—The publishers are desirous of making 
arrangements in all parts of North America, for increas- 
ing the circulation of this work—and for deine this a 
liberal commission will be allowed to gentlemen who will 
interest themselves in the business. But it must be un- 
derstood that in all cases payment in advance is expected. 
The price of the work is so low that we cannot afford to 
incur either risk or expense in the collection of debts. 
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From Chambers’ Journal. 
THE NOVEL-WRITER’S WORLD. 


Tuer: is a point of view from which fiction may 
de studied with advantage, but from which I never 
had the pleasure of seeing it contemplated. There 
might, I think, be derived from this department of 
literature a great sense of thankfulness that the ac- 
tual world was not, as the fictitious one is, of the 
novelist’s creation. It is very true that the fiction- 
ist makes a number of much more entirely virtuous 
men and women than the author of nature has done ; 
but then comes in the sad drawback that they are 
thinly sown, and mixed up with such a set of horrid 
people of all kinds, that they are of no manner of use 
hut to be married at last, or at least to live happily 
all the rest of their days after the novel is concluded. 
- The question is, if a world composed of a few Mr. 
Allworthys, and Lady Bountifuls and Lord True- 
loves, in connection with a host of such indifferent 
characters as the novelist deals in, would answer. 
I say not. The villain of the piece would to a cer- 
tainty have us murdered, or at least cast in a 
ruinous lawsuit, before Mr. Allworthy could come 
to the rescue or hear of our case. Virtuous inno- 
vence would have no chance, for it would be found 
that that system of making a heroic peasant of the 
name of William Hawthorn spring out of the wood, 
to play off an irresistible sapling cut from the last 
hedge, would not work in real life. It would al- 
ways be ten to one against the worthy fellow com- 
ing at the proper time. I have great doubts, more- 
over, if those admirable reduced widows, who live 
in cottages or fifth floors, with paragons of daugh- 
ters, would find themselves saved, in any consider- 
able number of instances, from executions, by the 
happy return of long-lost sons with furtunes from 
india. The unparalleled inhumanity of the land- 
lords of all poor widows’ houses, in novels, would 
be too much for that set of amiable characters, and 
the consequences would be extremely distressing. 

One great result of our having the novel-writer’s 
creation established, would be a putting down of 
that vast class, the ‘‘ good enough people.” Now 
I much fear that we should not do nearly so 
well in this world if we wanted that class. They 
werve an immense number of useful purposes those 
good enough people. The most of the new gener- 
ation are brought into the world and educated by 
them—they raise the corn, furnish the butcher- 
meat, and import all the groceries required by man- 
kind, not to speak of many other professional 
services. I don't know but they pay nearly the 
whole of the taxes. What we should do without 
such serviceable, albeit commonplace citizens, I 
cannot pretend to imagine. The novelists, indeed, 
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would take care to provide us with a set of most 
romantic, and far more sinned against than sinning 
malefactors, who might be supposed to make up in 
some degree for the absence of the good folks; but 
I have doubts if a few amiable house-breakers and 
high-minded assassins would quite come to be the 
same thing. There cov'd not fail to be some in- 
convenience felt from this great blank in society. 
Who knows but it might be fatal to the entire ma- 
chine f 

Another result would be a very general separ- 
ation of the inclination from the ability to be liberal 


| and generous. In the actual world, of the people 


who are able to be generous, there must be a very 
considerable number who are likewise disposed to 
be so; for how otherwise should our public char- 
ities be supported, not to speak of private benefac- 
tions, which we may also presume to be numerous? 
But if the novelist’s world were established, all who 
had any money in their pockets would immediately 
become to the last degree selfish and hard-hearted, 
and there would be no liberality except amongst the 
coinless. ‘It would obviously serve a poor purpose: 
if we only found we could get names to bills from 
persons who had no credit at the bank, or invitations. 
to dinner from individuals forced to live upon pota- 
toes and point. It would help marvellously ill to 
get us over a difficulty, if every one we applied to 
were to say, “ My dear friend, I have all the wish 
in the world to oblige you, but I am myself at my 
wit’s-end for half-a-crown.” It would only be tan- 
talizing to find the desire of advancing our fortunes 
exclusive to those who were themselves out of suits 
with fortune. Better, we would think, that all 
werc iron-hearted alike. But the positive inconven- 
ience of living in a world where rich people could 
in no way be bled, must strike everybody so forci- 
bly, that it is scarcely necessary thus to dilate upon 
the subject. A world without heat, or light, or 
water, or some other of the great physical elements 
of existence, can be contemplated with some degree 
of patience, but not a world without a rich relation, 
or a friend susceptible of being squeezed. 

It seems to me also very clear that the actual char- 
acter of our relatives and associates in the world is 
greatly superior to what the novelists would give 
us. In the actual world, one often has a decent 
enough sort of uncle—perhaps half a father to one, 
supposing real fathers to be wanting—always sure 
to have an exhibition of lamb and sherry at his 
nephews’ service on Sunday afternoons, and pretty 
sure to help handsomely in the outfit of nieces for 
marriage at home, or for expeditions to go and re- 
side with married sisters in India. Now this the 
novelist would entirely deprive us of, giving us, in- 
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stead, some rascally old dog who conceals wills in 
our favor, and treats us with all sorts of gross cru- 
elties. Stepmothers of actual life are often ex- 
ceedingly worthy creatures. J have known many 
who were a blessing to their adopted children. 
But the stepmothers of tho novelist——what atro- 
cious wretches they always are! That, too, were 
a bad exchange. ‘Then as to persona connected 
with us in our affairs. Did anybody ever know a 
novelist's steward of agent turn out aught but a 
rogue! Only imagine us obliged to commit our 
property to such persons as fiction can furnish for 
that purpose, what a beggarly reckoning should we 
have of it in a few years! Beyond a doubt, every 
„estate in the country would, in a novelist’s world, 
shift owners each generation. It must be owned 
;that, in the ideal creation, we should probably have 
some gmal] consolation in one of those exceedingly 
faithful and attached old servants who always in- 
sist upon sharing their ruined master’s or mistress’ 
fortunes without wages or perquisites. This may, 
however, be allowed, and still the balance will be 
vastly in favor of the real world, secing that the 
stewards of that creation are usually worthy per- 
sons, doing their best for their employers’ interest, 
and thus saving them from all occasions to evoke 
the disinterestedness of their inferior domestics. 

There are a few features of the novelist’s cre- 

ation that I am not quite sure about. For instance, 
that certainty of murder coming out. One some- 
how feels it to be an unpleasant peculiarity of the 
actual world that a throat may be cut, and the 
doer of the deed escape detection. It seems much 
-preferable that the guilty man should be sure to be 
exposed by some bloody handkerchief, or some 
marks of his feet on the floor, or some bone dis- 
covered in digging a well, as is the common case 
in novels ; so that he is sure to be punished for 
his crime. On the other hand, there are so many 
things to give us a general assurance of the good 
management of Providence, that we may perhaps 
be allowed to doubt if a certainty in the detection 
of murder would be an improvement. It is just 
possible that the tightening of this apparently loose 
screw might lead to the unfastening of some other 
of greater importance, in which case we might 
wish that murder was once more concealable. 
Since there is a doubt, however, I am willing that 
the novelists should have the benefit of it. Tt will 
not serve them much. 

Finally, in one grand particular the novelist’s 
world is so much inferior to that which actually 
exists, that even the most determined lovers of ex- 
citement may be happy to think that there is no 
fear of the one being exchanged for the other. I 
allude to the infinitely higher strain of romance at- 
taching to the character of the persons and events 
of the actual world. Not that the novelist would 
not willingly give us as much romance in charac- 
ter and incident as we chose to have; but then we 
do not choose to have much from him, always de- 
manding that he shall consult probability, or our 
notion of the average of things, and refusing to him 
whatever scems to trespass in the least upon the 
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domain of extravagance. For this reason, the fic- 
tion-world is necessarily a tame, equable sort of 
world. Very different is the world of actuality, 
where one day a Bonaparte rises to astonish man- 
kind, and another day ships take upon themselves to 
sail against wind and tide, and men begin to jour- 
ney from London to Edinburgh between breakfast 
and supper. Men, too, do such strange things in 
the actual world—things come about in such odd 
ways—life is so full of whimsical surprises, and 
happy coincidences, and entirely original trains of 
events, that there is no end to our entertainment. 
In the progress of science a liberal mind can never 
be without something like a continual feast. Even 
the newspaper of the day presents in general such 
wondrous doings in some part or other of the 
world, in public or m private affairs, that the best 
romances are apt to appear tame in comparison. 

I return, then, to the expression of thankfulness 
with which I started—that we live in the actual, 
and not in a fictitious world. 


From the Edinburgh New Philosophical Journal. 


On the Beneficent Distribution of the Sense of Pain. 
By Mr. G. A. RowrLL. Communicated by the 
Author.* 


Havine had, in my youth, an aversion to animal 
food, from an idea that it was cruel to destroy life 
for the purpose of obtaining it, I have been led by 
that feeling, and a few rather extraordinary circum- 
stances which have come under my notice, to pay 
some attention to the effects produced by injuries 
to various animals; which investigation has caused 
such a complete change in my opinions on the use 
and distribution of the sense of pain, that, so far 
from considering it an infliction, I now believe it to 
be one of the most necessary senses we possess ; 
that, like all other senses, it is given to animals in 
as great a degree as it is necessary and useful to 
them ; that no animals have a greater sense of pain 
than is necessary for the preservation of the class 
to which they belong ; that those which are designed 
for food, suffer little when killed, in comparison to 
what other animals would feel from the same inflic- 
tion: and that some are totally devoid of the sense 
of pain. 

In submitting this paper to the consideration of 
the Ashmolean Society, I beg to state distinctly, 
that I do not pretend to any knowledge of anatomy, 
but have been led to my conclusions by what ap- 

ars to be the effect of injuries to different animals. 

do not attempt to assign any cause for the ditfer- 
ence of the amount of pain, whether it be that the 
nerves are less sensitive, or less numerous in some 
classes than in others, or whether it is owing to the 
want of reflecting faculties, but only to show that 
there is such a difference. 

I do not know that there is anything new in the 
opinions I advance ; but as I have had more than 
ordinary opportunities of witnessing the effect of 
wounds on some classes of animals, I submit this 
paper, believing that the consideration of the sub- 
ject is calculated, in the highest degree, to excite 
feelings of gratitude and admiration of the merciful 
designs of Providence; and as the discovery of the 
use of the vapor of ether has recently brought the 


* Read before the Ahsmolean Society of Oxford, 3d 
May, 1847. 
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sense of pain under the consideration of this society, ' parts through the skin. A number of persons col- 


I hope the paper will be in some degree interesting. 

There can be little doubt that the sense of pain 
is of the first importance to man, to guard and warn 
him from injury. ‘The skin is very sensitive, the 
body being thus enveloped in a membrane suscep- 
tible of the slightest injury, while the heart, lungs, 
brain, and other vital internal parts that are thus 


lected around, but no one liked to despatch it, and 
on their standing aside, so that it might get out of 
the way of things passing, the moment the horse 
got to the side of the road it began grazing, show- 
ing no other sign of pain than holding up the 
injured leg. 

Another case is that of a post-horse, which was 


guarded, are almost insensible ; but although the, going along the road between Botley and Easham, 
lungs are, in a great degree, insensible of pain | about twelve years since, when it came,down with 
during consumption, they are extremely sensible | such violence that the skin and sinews of both the 


of the impurities of the air, thus guarding against 
the inhalation of anything injurious. As the hands, 
and especially the fingers, are very liable to injury, 
the sense of pain is great in those parts; and I be- 
lieve there may be more real pain from a gathering 
in the finger, than from very many of the most fatal 
complaints. The exterior coating of the eye is 
extremely sensitive ; while the back and interior 
portions of that organ are almost insensible. The 
sense of pain in the mouth guards the throat, and 
in the stomach is a warning against our eating any- 
thing that is injurious. Rheumatic pains are bad ; 
but how many more fatal cases would arise from 
colds, &c., if man was not warned by pain and 
inconvenience of the bad effects upon his constitu- 
tion of sudden changes of temperature. 

One of the best ways to judge of the value of 
anything, is to consider how we could do without 
it; and it will be well to do so in the present case. 
Thus, if a man had not the sense of pain, he might 
sit by a fire, and, in his absence of mind, put his 
foot upon it, and soon find himself minus that useful 
member ; he might have lime blown into his eyes, 
and thus lose his sight, if not warned by the pain ; 
in fact there would be no end to his dangers if not 
possessed of that useful monitor, which guards him 
from injury, and is a check to his excesses. There 
may be pains and sufferings the use of which it may 
be difficult to see; but I would rather attribute 
this to a want of knowledge, than believe that the 
rule which holds good in so many cases does not 
hold good in all. In fact, the beneficial use of the 
sense of pain to man is so evident, and has been 
pointed out so long since in Paley’s Natural The- 
ology, that I should not have said anything upon 
the point, but that I considered it necessary for the 
elucidation of my subject, as regards its uses and 
distribution amongst the lower classes of animals. 

Before I enter further upon the subject, it will be 
necessary to consider what may be taken as a proof 
of pain; convulsions are considered by many as a 
sign of suffering, but I believe it is generally allowed 
by the medical profession that that opinion is erro- 
neous: the ery of animals cannot always be de- 
pended on as indicative of pain, which is proved by 
the noise a pig will make when taken hold of. Itis 
also necessary to make allowance for the struggling 
under restraint which is natural to all wild animals. 
‘The only criterion to decide the question is to con- 
sider what is the effect of mutilations on the health 
of animals, and how far such injuries interfere with 
their usual habits and appetites. 

I wili now state a few cases, to show that injuries, 
apparently the most dreadful, have but little effect 
on many of the brute creation. 

The first case which forcibly took my attention 
was seeing a horse that was feeding by the side of 
the road between St. Clement’s and Headington 
hill, have its leg broken by a coach-whecl passing 
Over it just above the fetlock joint; the poor beast 
showed evident signs of pain at the moment, the 
bone being dreadfully crushed, and protruding in 


fore fetlock joints were so cut that on it getting up 
again the bones came through the skin, and the two 
fect turned up at the back of the legs, the horse 
walking upon the ends of the leg bones. The man 
who was with it would not consent to its being 
killed till he had informed his master, (who, I be- 
lieve, was Mr. Masters of Staple Hall Inn, Witney ;) 
the horse was therefore put into a field by the road 
side, and was found the next morning quietly feed- 
ing about the field with the feet and skin forced 
nearly half-way up the leg bones, and where it had 
been walking about, the holes made in the ground 
by the leg bones were 3 or 4 inches deep. 

A similar accident once happened to a coach- 
horse, the property of the late Mr. Costar of Oxford ; 
it was found, when the coach stopped to change 
horses, to have dislocated the fetlock joints, and 
from the worn appearance of the ends of the leg 
bones, must have run a considerable distance along 
the road in that state. 

I do not lay much stress on this case, as it is not 
very surprising that a spirited horse, in harness 
with others, should continue running under such 
circumstances ; but, in the former case, there was 
nothing to excite the horse but its hunger, and if 
the pain had been equal to what such a dreadful 
injury would seem to indicate, it would probably, 
if in ever such a famished state, have gone upon its 
knees to feed, rather than upon the injured parts. 

It is curious to observe the apparent indifference 
with which some animals will devour parts of their 
own bodies. I once kept tame dormice, and, in 
shutting the cage-door, accidentally caught the tail 
of one of them, when it squeaked out and left the 
skin of about two thirds of its tail sticking to the 
door. Whether the cry was caused by pain or 
fear, I cannot decide; but it went about the cage 
for a few minutes apparently rather uneasy, it then 
took hold of its tail with its paws and eat all the 
injured part, and then seemed as well as ever. 

Rats will often eat their tails when in confine- 
ment, if kept short of food ; and the habit of eating 
their own tails is not uncommon amongst the mon- 
key tribe. I know a person who used to dip the 
end of his monkey’s tail in tobacco water to keep it 
from being eaten, and some of the monkeys in the 
London logical Garden may at times be seen 
enjoying themselves’ in this way; but from what- 
ever cause this propensity may arise, I believe it is 
never indulged in by the monkeys with prehensile 
tails; their tails seem to be too useful to be so wan- 
tonly disposed of, and I have no doubt are therefore 
possessed of a much greater share of the sense of 

ain. 
A few years since, the Quarterly Review, ina 
notice of the Dean of Westminster’s Work on the 
bones found in the cave at Kirkdale, stated that an 
old hyena kept in the Jardin des Plantes at Paris, 
had its leg broken, when one night it bit off the leg 
at the broken part, and eat it. 

The emasculation of large cattle seems a very 
barbarous operation, the parts being cut with hot 
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instruments ; yet I saw an aged bull, after undergo- 
ing that operation, walk away very unconcernedly, 
and then, after grazing for about half an hour, he 
lay down and chewed his cud apparently quite 
comfortable. 

Pigs make a sad outcry when being killed, but I 
belicye it is caused by fear and the uncomfortable 
wav in which they are held, rather than by pain. I 
once saw a large pig which had been stuck, get 
away from the men who were holding it, and there 
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‘ery ont when the enemy gets within two or three 
yards of them, and are generally so terrificd that 
they lie down and are caught; therefore the cry in 
this case is evidently from fear. 

I one day disturbed a rabbit which ran away in 
so singular a manner that I followed it, and saw 
that the flesh had been eaten away from the back 
‘of the head to the top of the shoulders; the sight 
was so sickening, that I turned away, thinking the 
poor creature could not Jive many minutes. About 
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was not the least cry after it had got out of their |two hours afterwards, I went with a view to pick 
hands, although it was bleeding to death: when |up and examine the rabbit, and when J came to the 
smaller pigs are killed by sticking them, and tken | spot, was surprised to see it jump up and run away 


letting them run about till they drop, there is no 
cry after they are let go; and ìf stuck skilfully, 
without taking hold of them, there is no more noise 
than a mere grunt or squeak, about tho same as 
there would be if the pig had a slight blow with 
the end of a stick ; and I have no doubt that a pig 
may feel more pain from a heavy blow, than from 
being killed in the usual manner. When it is con- 
sidered that the nose of a pig is so very useful to 
the animal from its habit of rooting in the earth, 
and may therefore be very sensitive, it does seem 
probable that the opinion is correct, that a pig feels 
inore pain from having a ring put through its nose, 
than in being killed. 

l have stated these cases to show that the pain 
felt by brutes is much less than would be felt by 
man under similar injuries. My object is to show 
the probability, that as the sense of pain is not so 
necessary or useful to brutes, they have it in a less 
depree. 

In the next class of animals to which I shall 
allude, that is, rabbits and hares, I will endeavor to 
show that the use of the sense of pain is, in a great 
degree, or almost completely, superseded by other 
senses, and that their sense of pain is very trifling, 
compared to that of most other quadrupeds. There 
can be little doubt that, although so very prolific, 
very few rabbits or hares in a wild state die of old 
age, as they are the food of a large class of beasts 
of mo Foxes, wild-cats, martins, pole-cats, stoats, 
and weasels, could not exist without them; they 
are their natural prey, against the least of which 
the rabbit or hare has no means of defence when 
once caught; therctore, the sense of pain would be 
of no use to them, either to warn them from danger 
or to cause then to exert themselves to escape ; but 
a slight examination of the torm of both rabbits and 
hires will show that they have other means of 
defence: their eyes are not placed in the front of 
the head as in beasts of prey, but on the side of the 
head, very prominent, so that they are enabled to 
see before, behind, and all around them; their ears 
aso can be turned this way or that way to catch the 
slightest sound, added to which, they have a degree 
of timidity which keeps them always on the alcrt. 

With regard to their sense of pain, it is well 
known that a hare never, or very scldom, cries out 
when shot, even if she receives her death-wound, 
if she can run a few yards and hide herself; 
but if her legs are broken, or she is in any way 
stopped from running, even if caught ina net, which 
can give her no real pain, she utters most piteous 
screams; when followed by dogs, her screams 
alwaya begin before they have actually caught her, 
and it is worthy of notice that she is much more 
readily despatched than perhaps any other animal 
of her size. 

Rabbits resemble hares in this respect, as they 
utter no cry when wounded, but will do so from 
fear: if run down by a stoat or woasel, they always 


as before; the person who was with me ran atter 
it, the rabbit ran into a bush, and he caught it. 
Now, although the poor thing was so injured, there 
was no cry when I first disturbed and ran after it, 
or when it was disturbed and followed the second 
time, but the moment it was caught it began to cry 
out, showing that fear could excite a cry which all 
its sufferings could not do. 

When rabbits are caught in traps, if not taken 
out in a short time they are almost sure to escape, 
either by breaking away by force from the trap, and 
tearing off the leg, or by biting the leg off. ‘These 
traps are made to clasp very strongly, but, to pre- 
vent escape as far as possible, they are made pur- 
_posely not to close nearer than about the eighth of 
an inch, and the teeth are rounded so as not to cut; 
| but rabbits are so indifferent to pain that I have seen 
their legs left in traps with the sinews attached to 
‚them, just as the sinews are drawn from a towl’s 
legs previous to cooking, and yet although the bone 
is so broken, and the muscles and sinews torn apart 
in this manner, it scems to have little or no effect 
on the health of the animal. 

I have seen them caught after having recently 
lost a leg, and to all appearance in as good health, 
ae as fat, as if nothing had happened to them. A 
ishort time since, I saw a rabbit caught which had 
ibut one leg, having lost one hind-leg apparently 
‘some time, and the two fore-legs very recently, but 
‘although the poor animal had been obliged to go 
jalong as it could with its one leg and the bare 
i stumps of the others, it was in good condition and 
healthy. 

Rats will bite off their legs in a similar wav. and 
escape; but I do not know of any animal which is 
strictly a beast of prey, or rather a hunting animal, 
i will do so. I have never known a cat, pole- 
| 
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cat, or such animals do it, although they may some 
times lose a leg in a common trap which shuts 
close and is apt to cut; and I have lately knowna 
fox found in a wood ina dying state, from starva- 
tion, with a trap on its leg, an incumbrance that a 
rabbit would have been free from in a very short 
time. 

These facts, will. | believe bear me out on the 
point, that the sense of pain is for the preservation 
of animals, by compelling them to take due care of 
themselves, and that no animal his a greater share 
of the sense of pain than is necessary for the pres- 
ervation of the class to which it belongs. The 
loss of a Jeg must be a great inconvenience to any 
quadruped, but rabbits or rats may still procure 
food without it; even the case before alluded to of 
the hyena, does not tell against it, as the hyena 
does not get its food by swiftness of foot alone, nor 
is its foot the weapon of attack, as with the cat 
tribe; but if a fox, wild-cat, polecat, or any animal 
of that description, loses its leg, it is a great chance 
if it does not die of starvation, unless its prey be 
very plentiful; therefore, asthe legs are of so much 
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importance to these animals, they seem to be en- 
dowed with a sense of pain in proportion to their 
usefulness, as a guard for their preservation. 

From the ease and indifference with which crabs 
and lobsters will throw off their claws, when under 
the influence of sudden fright, or when their claws 
are injured, it is evident that their sense of pain 
from mutilatjon must be very little; and, according 
to the argument I have advanced, it may be asked, 
of what use can the sense of pain be to any of the 
crustaceous tribes? They are coated in armor suf- 
ficient to protect them from all minor enemies, and 
if they get into the power of an enemy strong 
enough to crush through their shells, of what use 
can the sense of pain be to them then? But they 
show signs of great pain when thrown into boiling 
water, and I see no reason why they may not be 
insensible to pain from mutilations, and yet be 
sensible, in a high degree, to pain from extreme 
changes of temperature ; for, as there are no bounds 
to prevent their ranging over all parts of the sea, it 
is probable that a sense of temperature is necessary 
to them, and many other animals also, to keep them 
to those parts of the world which they are formed 
to inhabit. It may also be useful to keep them to 
those parts and depths in the sea that are necessary 
for their young to arrive at maturity. 

From the observation of Sir Humphry Davy, and 
others well acquainted with the habits of fish, it is 
very probable that the sense of pain in many of 
them is very trifling; and when we consider the 
fecundity of the cod, and many other fishes, the 
number of eggs deposited by a single cod-fish in one 
season, (according to Leuenhock, upwards of nine 
millions,) and bear in mind, that unless these fish 
more than double their numbers annually, that of 
the myriads of fishes that are hatched from these 
eggs, not more than three or four, on an average, 
can arrive at the same maturity as the parent fish, 
the others being all destroyed at different stages of 
their growth, being the food of other animals; it 
does seem probable that there is a similar dispensa- 
tion of mercy to them, as I have endeavored to 
show there is to rabbits and hares. 

Many cases may be brought forward to show the 
absence of pain in insects. I have seen a wasp eat 
a fly almost immediately after a portion of its own 
abdomen had been cut off; I have also seen a cock- 
chafer crawling and eating on a hedge after its 
abdomen had been emptied of the viscera, probably 
‘by some bird. It is well known that a dragon-fly 
will eat freely for a considerable time while con- 
fined by a pin through its body; and every one 
who has collected entomological specimens, must 
know the difficulty in killing some of the larger 
moths. But as this paper is already much longer 
than I originally intended, I shall say no more on 
this point, as the remarks on the subject in the 
introduction to Kirby and Spence’s Entomology 
are very generally known. 

It may be well to reflect for a moment on the 
constant slaughter that is going on amongst the 
lower class of animals. The number of flics eaten 
by a single pair of swallows and their young must 
be immense. 

I once observed a rather extraordinary illustra- 
tion of the law of nature to eat and be eaten. I 
kept in a glass globe a variety of the smaller aquatic 
animals, such as the larve of the dragon-fly, &c., 
and one day introduced amongst them a few of the 
common water newts and water beetles, one of 
which was the ditiscus marginalis. The dragon- 
flias had been living upon the animalcule, &c.; the 
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newts attacked and devoured the dragon-flies. The 
next morning I found one of the newts lying at the 
bottom of the vessel half-eaten, and, while looking 
on, saw the ditiscus attack another newt. Not 
wishing to have them all destroyed, I took the 
ditiscus out of the water, and put it in the sunshme 
a few minutes, when it flew away, and had not 
gone more than 30 or 40 yards when a sparrow 
flew after and caught it. This constant destruction 
of life would be fearful to contemplate, if there is 
truth in the quotation so often made, that ‘the 
poor beetle that we tread upon, in corporal suffer- 
ance finds a pang as great as when a giant dies.” 

It may be objected to what I have advanced, that 
where there are nerves, there must be a sense of 
pain; but I see no reason why the nerves may not 
differ as much as the animals to which they belong ; 
and the use of the vapor of ether shows that nerves 
may exist without the sense of pain ; for, if I under- 
stand the subject rightly, the patient, if not com- 
pletely insensible, may be sensible of feeling while 
insensible to pain. 

It may also be objected that I can bring no proof 
of brutes not feeling pain in the same degrce as 
man, but only that they do not show signs of so 
much suffering. To this I would answer, that 
while I admit that man has no right wantonly to 
destroy or mutilate any animal, yet, in searching 
into the works of creation, seeing that itis a Jaw 
of nature that some animals must be destroyed that 
others may exist, we have no right to assume, that 
in this destruction any animal fecls more pain than 
it shows signs off. 


From Chambers’ Journal. 
CLOUDS. 


Ciovups have long done good service in the cause 
of the poet and the moralist; the one has found 
them objects of grandeur and beauty; the other, 
emblems of the vanity and perishableness of human 
ambition and human life. But the endless variety 
of form, hue, and appearance assumed by clouds, 
is no longer the exclusive property of fancy; the 
philosopher has classified and reduced them toa 
certain degree of order; and as observations accu- 
mulate, they will become as important in the inter- 
pretation of what are at present atmospheric para- 
bles, as they have been in illustrating a thought or 
pointing a moral. 

To Luke Howard is due the credit of first giving 
distinctly recognizable names to certain forms of 
clouds. The terms which are intended to express 
the different appearances are—cirrus, cumulus, and 
stratus. The first and last of these are the two ex- 
tremes of cloud formations the most widely separ- 
ated; between them, however, various combinations 
occur, which are described by different combinations 
of the words—crrostratus, cirrocumulus, cumulo- 
stratus, and carro-cumulo-stratus. 

Observations on the weather require a large share 
of patience and perseverance on the part of the ob- 
server, a8 a great number of facts must be recorded 
before the slightest approach can be made towards 
the establishment of laa These qualities, with 
a moderate degree of intelligence, are sufficient to 
enable any one to institute a course of daily and 
systematic observation, the results of which might 
prove of high value in the hands of the scientific. 
A treatise* just published at Prague, by Karl 


* Ueber die Periodischen Erscheinungen am Wolken- 
bimmel, Prague: 1846, 
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Fritsch, a member of the Bohemian Academy, is 
an instance of what may be accomplished by dil- 
igence. The author, aided by his sister, has main- 
tained a series of hourly and daily observations on 
the clouds during several years—the form, mass, 
outline, color, all have been noticed ; and the gen- 
eral conclusions appear to be suggestive and inter- 
esting. 

Stratus is the long level layer of cloud seen fre- 
quently at sunrise or in rainy weather, resting appa- 
rently upon the horizon. When the vesicles of 
which it is composed are so loosely diffused as not 
to prevent the view of distant objects, it comes un- 
der the designation of fog or mist. Its formation 
commences with the exhalations that rise from the 
earth immediately after sunset ; for sometime after 
sunrise, they remain condensed in the lower regions 
of the atmosphere, where the masses of air are not 
yet sufficiently warmed to prevent their accumula- 
tion. As the warmth increases, currents of air begin 
to ascend more or less rapidly, carrying the stratus 
upwards into the higher and colder regions of the 
aunosphere, where further condensation takes place, 
producing cumulus and cumulostratus, until the 
region is reached where the temperature is at the 
freezing point; the mist is then converted into a 
mass of floating crystals, forming those light feath- 
ery clouds classed under the term cirrus. 

Cumulus is that massy spherical form of cloud 
described by sailors as the “‘ ball of cotton.” It is 
sometimes piled in such gigantic heaps, as to re- 
semble a mountain range covered with snow ; form- 
ing with its various colors, the grandest spectacle 
in cloud-physics. In fine weather, it is the cumuli 
which first appear; and for several days together 
they may be seen going through the process of ac- 
cumulation and dispersion with the regularity of an 
established routine. Some hours after sunrise, 
when the temperature of the air increases rapidly, 
cumuli rise slowly out of the stratus, and collect, in 
huge masses in the east. That their formation is 
influenced by the sun, is shown by their following 
him in his course ; at mid-day they are in the south, 
and in the evening in the west. They gradually 
increase in bulk until the temperature reaches its 
maximum, after which they decrease, till, just be- 
fure sunset, they disappear. At other times, while 
new cumuli are added from below, cirri are rapidly 
thrown off above ; a portion of the former pass into 
the form of cumulostratus—a layer or bank of 
cloud with cumuli resting upon it—and the cirri 
become cirrostratus. If the process continue, other 
formations originate from these four varieties of 
eloud—cirrocumulus, and cirro-cumulo-stratus. The 
transition from one to the other is so gradual, that 
a quick eye, and rapidity of discrimination, are re- 
quired to enable the observer to pronounce between 
them. Thecloud last mentioned may be confounded 
with the nimbus, or rain-cloud ; and in fact, partak- 
ing, as it does, of all the formations, it frequently 
gives off copious showers, which, reproducing the 
stratus—the formation of every kind of cloud at the 
same time—may often be seen in rainy weather. 

Cirrus, as before described, is the light feathery 
cloud seen in the highest regions of the atmosphere. 
Among seafaring men it is known as ‘ cat’s-tail ;”’ 
and although consisting of frozen particles, it is the 
most changeable in appearance of all the clouds. 
Sometimes it has the form of a cluster of threads— 
more commonly of filaments—crossing each other 
so as to resemble an immense network, with the 
knots at the intersections. At other times it has a 
fleecy, shaggy appearance, moving along with a 
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lazy motion, until towards sunset, when it is con- 
densed, through all the modifications, into a bright- 
ly illuminated nimbus. The general direction of 
the filaments or parallel bands is from south-west 
to north-east. Atthe equator, Humboldt found it to 
run north and south, thus favoring the hypothesis 
that cirri are conductors between distant foci of 
electricity. 

The simultaneous formation of the different kinds 
of cloud is more frequent in summer than in winter, 
owing probably to the greater height to which they 
ascend, and to the more frequent change of wind in 
the former season; it appears also to depend mate- 
rially on the simultaneous movement of contrary 
currents of air. Cirri are produced in horizontal, 
cumuli in vertical currents. The formation of the 
first-named takes place gradually, and is most fa- 
vored by a south-west wind ; the latter appear sud- 
denly, the north-east wind being most favorable to 
their formation. Cirn are most frequently formed 
at changes of the weather; and when they undergo 
rapid alterations of form, assuming that of a bow or 
of a whirlpool, rain, it is said, will soon follow. 

The outlines, mass, general appearance, and di- 
rection in which the clouds move, inform us respect- 
ing the condition of the higher regions of the atmos- 
phere, which we are unable, except at rare intervals, 
to reach with instruments. ‘The line, and duration 
of their movement, necessarily change with the 
winds, the change being least frequent where the 
clouds are highest. Cirri frequently follow the 
same dircction during an entire day; while stratus, 
in the course of a few hours, will be drifted from 
every quarter of the compass. Taking the clouds 
in the regular order downwards—cirrus, cirrostra- 
tus, cirrocumulus, cirro-cumulo-stratus, cumulus, 
cumulostratus, and cumulus—there is no uniformity 
of motion among them; each formation seems to 
possess a movement peculiar to itself, in which, 
regarding them asa spectacle, their chief beauty 
perhaps consists. The early nations of the north 
were so impressed by these phenomena, as to inter- 
fuse their religion with their wildness and mystery ; 
readers of Ossian will remember the succession 
of varied images which they furnished to the bard. 

Sometimes the clouds appear to cling toa certain 
fixed point in the heavens, calm and motionless, 
indicating either a profound stillness in the air, or 
the prevalence of such relations in the distribution 
of heat, that the vapor borne by aérial currents can 
be thrown down only in one particular situation. 
The wind most favorable to the tormation of clouds 
is the south-west, the least favorable the north-east : 
a fact easy of explanation. The south-west wind 
sweeps over the warm zones and the Atlantic, and 
reaches our latitudes charged with abundant vapors ; 
while the north-east wind, on the contrary, brings 
us the cold dry air from the immense flat regions 
of Northern Asia. The fluctuations of the trade 
winds and monsoons, the predominance of one or 
the other wind, and the nature of the conflict which 
takes place at their semi-annual change, have a ma- 
terial influence upon the state of the atmosphere in 
the latitude of Britain. In the quarter Shee the 
currents meet, rain-clouds are formed, and on the 
oscillations of these essentially depend those atmos- 
pheric changes popularly termed ‘‘ weather.”’ 

A mixture of cold and warm currents is required 
to produce rain, with such an amount of moisture as 
may suffice to saturate the whole. Immediately 
before thunder-storms or heavy showers, the cirrus 
sometimes suddenly thickens, and takes the form 
of cirrostratus, while the cumuli, violently hurried 
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aloft, are resolved into cumulostratus, and, together 
with the cirrus, condense into nimbus. The change 
in the form ot clouds is not an arbitrary process ; 
stratus does not become all at once cirrus; it as- 
sumes the latter form only by passing through the 
successive gradations, as already described. Clouds 
of a sharp, well-defined outline, betoken rain, their 
condensation being far beyond that of the loosely- 
iled masses. Those clouds which sweep along 
half-hidden in a ragged coat of mist, often detaching 
themselves from cumulus or cumulostratus, bring 
light showers. Hail clouds, more than any other, 
are enveloped in these mists, owing probably to the 
reat depression of temperature in their vicinity. 
Rain seldom falls from the smaller cumuli, however 
numerous they may be, when they are equally dis- 
tributed over the sky. Cumuli generally disappear 
at sunset; but sometimes they remain, and subside 
into cumulostratus—an indication that the upper 
regions of the atmosphere are approaching the point 
of complete saturation, and about to discharge their 
contents. ‘Thomson describes the process :— 


«c At first, a dusky wreath they seem to rise, 
Scarce staining ether; but by swift degrees, 
In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapor sails 
Along the loaded sky, and, mingling deep, 
Sits on the horizon round a settled gloom.” 


When the cumuli formed in the morning are not 
changed into cumulostratus, the continuance of fine 
weather may be expected, as those two conditions 
are required for the formation of nimbus. The lat- 
ter cloud may always be known by its uniform gray 
tint, the individual forms of the masses of which it 
is composed being indistinguishable. The lower 


edges of nimbus have a fringed appearance, caused | 


by the accumulation of falling drops. In continued 
rains, the approach of fair weather is foretold by 
the resolution of the nimbus or cirro-cumulo-stratus 
into the formations from which they originated, 
- particularly when the transition is into cumulus or 
stratus; and the more rapidly this is effected, the 
nearer is the change in the weather. Shelley’s 
vigorous and animated lines on the clouds eloquently 
depict the phenomena they present: he makes one 
say— 


‘ST am the daughter of the earth and water, 
And the nursling of the sky; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 
I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when, with never a stain, 
The pavilion of heaven is bare, 
And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex 
gleams, 
Build up the blue dome of air, 
I silently langh at my own cenotaph, 
And out of the caverns of rain, 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from 
the tomb, 
I rise and upbuild it again.” 


Tt is seldom that the clouds are completely motion- 
less; the pleasure we feel in gazing on them is 
greatly enhanced by their various movements: 
their chief beauty, however, is to be found in their 
alternations of color. Although the hues appear 
so numerous, they are produced from ten colors, 
chiefly combinations of red and green. Many vari- 
ations of hue are naturally caused by the sun’s 
rays; the lower clouds are shadowed by those 
above them. Green clouds are the rarest, and blue 
the most numerous; the next in order are red and 
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yellow, modified by the different power of reflec- 
tion. The ice crystals of the cirrus are good reflect- 
ors, while the cumuli reflect and refract the rays 
thrown down upon the stratus. The tints of the 
lower clouds are modified by reflected light from 
the earth, to which cause the green tint is perhaps 
to be attributed. We have described the gradual 
increase and diminution of cumulus between sunrise 
and sunset; the appearance of colurs is consequently 
regulated by the same law: cirrus and stratus 
diminish while the sun is easterly, and increase 
when it is westerly—precisely the reverse of what 
takes place with regard to cumulus. The greatest 
variety of color will be seen in the morning and 
evening, as the sun's rays then pass in long lines 
through the atmosphere, giving rise to endless 
effects of refraction and reflection, which are lost at 
mid-day, when the rays fall more direct. 

The circle within which the clouds appear is 
twice as large in summer as it is in winter: in the 
latter season there is more condensation, and the 
masses occupy a lower position. According to 
Herr Fritsch, their formation appears to be gov- 
erned by some law. Cirrostratus, cirrocumulus, 
and cumulus, are most abundant in winter; cirro- 
cumulo-stratus is less in quantity in the spring than 
in the other three portions of the year, during which 
it is equable. Cirri increase from February to 
May, and decrease from May to August; from 
August to October they again increase, and again 
diminish from October to February. Cumuli in- 
crease from January to July, and decrease in the 
latter half of the year. An opposite law prevails 
with regard to stratus; cumulostratus is most 
abundant at the summer solstice, and least abun- 
dant at the corgesponding period in winter. 

The clouds present other phenomena worthy of 
observation, among which their rising and falling 
most deserve attention. The real cause of their 
suspension in the atmosphere is not yet ascer- 
tained ; the assumption is, that they are supported 
in their place by ascending currents of air acting 
on the whole mass of vesicles of which clouds are 
composed. Dependent as vegetation is upon the 
weather, it is clear that any means of arriving at 
certainty, with respect to its fluctuations, must be 
of essential importance to cultivators. The period- 
ical and other phenomena exhibited in M. Fritsch’s 
pages, are not exclusively confined in their effects 
to physical science ; they have a bearing on the 
well-being of mankind. And notwithstanding the 
disposition to escape from the operation of natural 
laws, society is inevitably influenced by their peri- 
odicity. : 


‘¢ TiGHTNFSs’’ oF THE Money Market.—Some 
faint idea of the past scarcity of money may be en- 
tertained from the following circumstance. No less 
than six dukes, four marquesses, as many earls, and 
three barons, all of whom we learn intended to send 
to the Shakspeare fund certain sums, varying from 
£50 to £200, have, up to the present moment, not 
sent a single sixpence. In ouy next we trust to be 
enabled to give a better account of the money mar- 
ket.— Punch. 


Barter—A probable effect of Peel's measure, 
and consequent scarcity of coin. 

Lady. How much would a dress of this come 
tot 

Linen- Draper. We could do that, ma’am, at 
three silver forks and a tea-spoon. 

Lady. William, give me my plate basket. 
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From the Westminster Review. 


Wit and Humor, selected from the English Poets ; 
with an Illustrative Essay, and Critical Com- 
ments. By Leigh Hun. London: 1846. 


Unper the pretence of illustrating Wit and 
Humor from the English poets, Mr. Hunt has 
produced a very pleasant book. It contains a 
great variety of extracts and sketches of character, 
short and sweet, which cannot fail to elevate and 
enliven our notions of the poetic genius of our na- 
tive country. ‘The personality of the editor, which 
is summed up in his worship of Uncle Toby as 
the noblest of beings, mixes with all his observa- 
tions that touch upon human life, or human per- 
fection; but the reader can easily allow for this 
bias if he thinks proper. 

It is no imputation upon Mr. Hunt to say, that 
he has failed in his attempt to define wit and hu- 
mor. We should have reckoned it creditable to 
his literary and philosophical sagacity if his quo- 
tations had always been undoubted instances of 
one or other of these qualities; but, in fact, it is 
impossible to agree with him in ascribing either 
wit or humor to a great number of the passages 
he has cited and emphasized the beauties of. So 
that he may be said to have confused as much as 
he has cleared the discriminating boundaries of the 
peculiar effects in question. 

The criticism of art may create out of its sub- 
ject an additional gratification, as well as give a 
peculiar expansion and illumination of mind, by 
comparing a wide range of productions, and indi- 
cating, by varied illustration, the great leading 
attributes that belong to them. There is an effect 
partly artistic and partly scientific in the aggre- 
gation of examples of sublimity, beauty, pathos, 
humor, eloquence, or keeping, from the artists of 
every couritry and time ; and it is instructive alike 
to the creator and to the lover of art. The criti- 
cisms of Aristotle and Longinus do not detract 
from the pleasure of reading Homer or Demosthe- 
nes; they rather produce a new intellcctual effect, 
which some minds enjoy even more than the pri- 
mary influence of great compositions. The mus- 
tering of analogies and unthought-of resemblances, 
from the remotest ages and situations, into one 
blazing heap of illustration, like the historical com- 
parisons of Niebuhr, the geographical speculations 
of Humboldt, or the similes of Shakspeare, is one 
of the most impressive and stimulating efforts of 
human genius. It is the greatest known device 
for irradiating the obscure and enigmatical compli- 
cation of the world, and running a thread of kin- 
dred and recognition through the processes of 
nature and the manifestations of mind. It gives 
the highest effect that the mere scientific facultics 
of man can work up. We may call it the sublime 
of classification. 

But it requires a considerable maturity in criti- 
cal distinctions, and in the knowledge of first prin- 
ciples of science and art, to bring togcther things 
according to their genuine likenesses ; and unstc- 
cessful attempts are apt to produce in our minds 
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only new distraction. If there are any books that 
we are wiser and better for not having read, they 
are such as have theory for thcir object, and the- 
orize badly, as for example, Burke ‘‘ On the Sub- 
lime and Beautiful,” not to mention the myriads 
of obsolete scholastic folios. 

To illustrate wit and humor—to bring together 
a gorgeous array of the finest examples that human 
genius has created, or human life spontaneously 
offered of these attractive qualities—we must first 
discriminate precisely what they are. The term 
wit has had an application so louse and wide, that 
unless it be fixed by an express definition it is unfit 
to enter into any accurate discussion. It formerly 
meant intellect generally, and the phrase, ‘‘ a great 
or powerful wit,” would have been applied misce]- 
laneously to Shakspeare and Newton, Milton and 
Hobbes. In becoming narrower in its application 
it has not yet settled decisively on any distinct 
thing or quality ; but is so applied as to confound 
matters that are whoily different, and thus prolong 
the reign of confused conceptions. We shall cite 
a few of the kinds of intellectual products that are 
given as wit (or humor) by Mr. Hunt, and not 
uncommonly reckoned such in ordinary specch, 
and then ask the reader to judge which of them 
the word should be confined to ; premising that, in 
our own opinion, the best restriction would be, to 
whatever truly contains the ludicrous or laughable, 
which is an effect most distinct and peculiar, and 
produced by one specific and uniform cause. And 
undoubtedly, when a witty book is promised, the 
most common expectation is that it will make pco- 
ple laugh. 

1. Felicitous comparisons, that render some cou- 
ception remarkably clear or vivid, or that condense 
into a brief expression a great compass of thought. 
These may be either formal comparisons, intro- 
duced with ‘‘as,’’ or “‘like,”? or ‘tas if ;”? or 
thcy may be involved in a metaphorical phrase, or 
an epithet. As— 


“ Her face is like the Milky Way i’ the sky : 
A meeting of gentle lights without a name.’’ 


Or Goldsmith’s line on Garrick :— 


“ An abridgment of all that is pleasant in man.’? 


“ The rank i is but the guinea stam 
The man’s the goud for a’ that.”’ 


“ True as the dial to the sun, 
Although it be not shined upon.”” 


‘¢*T is with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go just alike; yet each believes his own.’? 


Or this, from the teeming pen of Shakspeare :-— 


“A woman moved is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty. ad 


Or Sir Philip Sydney’s saying, that ‘* the ballad . 
of ‘ Chevy Chase’ stirred the heart like the suund 
of a trumpet.” 
Aristotle has been called “the secretary 
nature, who dipped his pen in intellect.’’ 
Comparison, in its thousand shapes, is one of 


of 
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the greatest resources of human genius in effecting 
its ends; it may have a purely intellectual effect, 
as in making an obscure thought clear by citing 
an illustrative parallel, or it may involve and be 
concerned in producing any kind of emotion— 
anger, pathos, love, beauty, the ludicrous. The 
only constant effect that follows on an original and 
striking comparison, is a shock of agreeable sur- 
prise; it is as if a partition wall in our intellect 
was suddenly blown out; two things formerly 
strange to one another have flashed together. It 
is the feeling of any sudden violation or contradic- 
tion of use-and-wont, and has a sharp, pleasant, 
stimulating effect. Like all agreeable things it 
becomes painful when we get too much of it, as in 


reading Hudibras, or in keeping company with 


people that are always aiming at clever sayings. 
There is a great tendency to call a very striking 
comparison wit, although there be nothing laugha- 
ble in it. It would be better, however, to confine 
ourselves to some name implying the general fact 
that two things have been likened or identified, 
such as a simile, a comparison, a discovery of 
likeness, a coincidence, an analogy, a flash or rush 
of two into one, and so forth. 

2. Sudden surprise, or the agreeable crossing 
of our expectation, is carried to the utmost in 
epigram; which often gives us a truth under the 
guige even of contradiction :— 


“ This world, they say, is worst to the best.” 

Or— 
` « By indignities men come to dignities.”’ 
Or this, of Goethe— l 
« I am content, and I don’t like my situation.” 

Pope’s writings are crowded with epigrams like 
these— 

« And most contemptible to shun contempt.” 


The ludicrous is not at all brought out in the 
greater number of epigrams; yet perhaps there 
is no kind of effort apart from the creation of the 
laughable that is more commonly denominated 
s wit,” than this dexterous tampering with contra- 
ries and contradictions while expressing sense and 
truth. Jt is like tantalizing a dog before giving 
him a bone. But the forms and devices of epi- 
grammatic surprise are endless. Similarities in 
things where they do not naturally occur, as in 
the sounds of the words expressing contrary things ; 
or contrarieties in sound with sameness in sense ; 
or bold contradictions, as, ‘‘ There is nothing so 
uncommon as common sense ;’’ metrical felicities ; 
or even mere brevity, ‘‘the soul of wit,” are all 
of this species. The copious detail of Barrow’s 
famous passage on wit is nearly full of varieties 
of epigrams :— 

‘t Sometimes it is lodged in a sly question; in a 
smart answer ; in a quirkish reason; in a shrewd 
intimation ; in a plausible reconciling of contradic- 
tions; orin acute nonsense. Sometimes it aris- 
eth only from a lucky hitting what is strange; 
sometimes from a crafty wresting obvious matter to 
the purpose. Its ways are unaccountable and inex- 
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plicable ; being answerable to the numberlees rov- 
ings of fancy and windings of language. It is, in 
short, a manner of speaking out of the simple and 
plain way (such as reason teacheth and knowe 
things by.)’’ : 

His account of the feelings caused by wit is an 
admirable expression for the effects of comparison 
and epigram, as we have defined them, to the ex- 
clusion of the ludicrous :— 

‘It raiseth admiration, as signifying a nimble 
sagacity of apprehension; a special felicity of in- 
vention ; a vivacity of spirit ; and reach of wit more 
than vulgar. Whence, in Aristotle, such persons 
are termed emidefior, dexterous men, and evregozor, 
men of facile and versatile manners. It also pro- 
cureth delight, by gratifying curiosity with its rare- 
ness or semblance of difficulty (as monsters and 
juggling tricks are beheld with pleasure ;) by di- 
verting the mind from its road of serious thoughts ; 
by instilling gayety and airiness of spirit; and by 
seasoning matter, otherwise distasteful or insipid, 
with an unusual and thence grateful tang.” 


Supposing we are to be allowed to restrict the 
term ‘‘ wit” to the causes of the laughable, ‘‘ ep- 
igram” would be our chosen term for the class of 
“ surprises” produced, by startling, unusual, terse, 
or apparently contradictory phraseology. 

3. There is an effect produced in the literary 
as well as the other fine arts, which being, as it 
appears to us, the very essence and cream of art 
itself, the most genuinely artistic impression, ought 
to be carefully rescued from the designation of 
“ wit,” or “‘ witty.” It is what is called harmony 
and melody, in music ; picturesque, in painting ; 
keeping, in poetry ; and fitness and suitableness 
of the parts, exquisite adaptation, and the essence 
of beauty, in all the regions of art. When we put 
a number of like things together, as soldiers in a 
line, there is an agreeable feeling of order and uni- 
formity; but the force of art lies in joining two or 
more things of quite different composition or make, 
which nevertheless produce a fine harmonious feel- 
ing. It is, in Greek architecture, the harmony of 
the columns and the entablature; in Gothic, the 
harmony of the spire with the arch: and, in all 
styles, the harmony of the decorations with the 
main body. In sculpture, it is the suiting of ex- 
pression to mind, and of attitude and drapery to 
expression. In painting, it is the composition and 
grouping of things that will in different ways ex- 
cite the same emotion. In speech, it is suiting | 
the action to the word—the sound to the sense. 
In poetry, which combines music and painting, 
there is unbounded scope for fine harmonies ; there 
is the capacity of the verbal or metrical dress, 
which is susceptible of great variety and of pow- 
erful effect by itself alone, and therefore may work 
wonders in combination. Take a stanza and a 
half from Suckling’s ‘‘ Bride :’”°— 


« Her feet beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice, stole in and out, 
As if they feared the light. 
But oh! she dances such a way, 
No sun upon an Easter Day 
Is half so fine a sight. 


346 


Her lips were red, and one was thin, 
Compared to that was next her chin 
Some bee had stung it newly.” 


Here the soft melodious movement of the metre 
chimes in exquisitely with the picture that the art- 
ist intends to give us. 

We have also innumerable harmonies brought 
out between outward scenery and internal feelings 
and passions, as in Hamlet’s midnight soliloquy. 
« *T is now the very witching time of night ; 


When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes 
out 

Contagion to this world: Now could I drink 
hot blood, 

And do such bitter business as the day 

Would quake to look on.” 


There is next the suiting of situation and cir- 
cumstances to character, and the making actions 
to harmonize that are of a totally different nature ; 
of this one of our greatest examples is Don Quixote. 
Under the same general head we may rank the 
selection or invention of those points in external 
appearance, expression and manner, that have a 
fine accordance with the individual character or 
profession. 

Chaucer’s ddscrintions of his Canterbury Pil- 
grims have never been surpassed in this respect ; 
most strangely adduced as they are by Mr. Hunt 
to illustrate Wit and Humor. Take for example 
the hardy yeoman— 


‘* A nut-head had he, with a PET visage ;’ 


And the Prioress— 
« That of her smiling was full simple and coy , 


Her greatest oath was but by Saint Eloy :— 
Her mouth full small, and thereto soft and red ;” 


Or the Monk— 


« A manly man to ben an abbot able ; 
Full many a dainty horse had he in stable, 
And when he rode, men might his bridle hear 
J perl in a whistling wind as clear, 
eke as loud as doth the chapel bell.” 


How finely the scholar is touched in the single 
line— | 
« And gladly would he learn, and gladly teach.”’ 


And, in like manner, we might quote from 
every one of the descriptions, strokes of the same 
picturesqueness and keeping. 

When the question is very closely argued, ‘‘ Is 
such a one a poet?” there is nothing so certain to 
procure an unanimous affirmative as undoubted in- 
stances of this creation of fine harmonies. Ac- 
cordingly, while the claims of Johnson, or even of 
Pope, to the highest order of poetic inspiration are 
disputed, there is never any question about Chaucer, 
Shakspeare, Homer, Virgil, Dante, Milton, Words- 
worth, Campbell, or Burns. Men may have very 
great force of intellect both in thought and ex- 
pression, and be totally incapable of such efforts as 
we now allude to. They mark the extreme points 
of contrast between the artistic and the scientific 
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faculty ; the latter, when in its highest glory, be- 
ing an entire blank in regard to the exercise of 
this gift of the muses, and even almost preventing 
the possibility of its coming into play. 

4. Closely allied to the highest character of 
artistic creations is what we call truth to the life, 
or a representation by words that calls up the most 
striking images of the distant or unseen realities 
of the world. We wonder that the mere use of 
language should give to a man sitting in London 
the visions and spectacle, almost the very sensa- 
tions, of another walking in the streets of Rome ; 
or that we should be made to know a hero of for- 
mer ages as if we had lived with him and loved 
him ; and we are agreeably surprised by receiving, 
from a printed book, the exact form and pressure 
of what we have otherwise known by personal 
experience. As, for example, such graphic de- 
scriptions of natural appearances as 


« I expose no ships 
To threat’nings of the furrow-faced sea :’” 


or the portraitures of character by great artists. 
Shakspeare’s Fop, or his Mrs. Quickly, occur to 
us among the thousands of such ; and Mr. Hunt’s 
book supplies admirable cases from Pope, Dryden, 
Swift, Goldsmith, &c. A single stroke in ‘‘ Mary 
the cook-maid’s letter,” is worth citing : “ For I 
write but a sad scrawl, but my sister, Marget, she 
writes better.” The perfection of modern poetic and 
prosaic art in character-drawing and life-imitation is 
very great; but we demur to styling this operation 
wit; although it is very liable to be characterized 
as such if done in the epigrammatic style of Pope, 
Dryden or Goldsmith, more especially when ex- 
ecuted in the malicious taking-down spirit of ‘the - 
first two. 

5. The embodiment of a passion, or a feature 
of character, or a class attribute, in situations and 
circumstances and conduct that present it in a 
strong light; as, for instance, many of Pope’s 
characters, and his Ode on the Ruling Passions ; 
Randolph’s Fear, Rashness, and Flattery ; Swift’s 


: | exposure of human selfishness, in his verses on his 


own death. This effort has‘more of abstraction 
and less of fulness and the varied circumstances 
of real life than the former ; it has, in fact, a kind 
of scientific purpose to impress an idea or a doc- 
trine, and- uses living personification to aid the 
effect. It can be achieved by a less measure of 
the true artistic faculty than is required to set a 
completely filled up reality before us. The great- 
est of modern poetic artists abounds with perfect 
examples of this, as he might have been quoted 
for the highest harmonies, and for complete life 
pictures. We shall take from him two extracts in 
the form of speeches, each bodying forth the ex- 
press image of the speaker. They are from the 
prelude to Faust; where the manager consults 
with the theatre-poet and merryman as to the 
business of getting up a play. The manager ex- 
plains his mind on the subject thus (we use the 
closest translation we have been able to pro- 
cure )— 
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“ ‘You two, who have so frequently 
In need and trouble me directed, 
Say, what success may be expected 
For our attempt in Germany ? 
To please the public is my anxious study, 
Because, while eating, it lets others eat. 
The posts and boards are all put up and ready, 
And every one is counting on a treat. 
They sit there now, each one his eyebrows cock- 


ing 
At ease, and quite in key for something shock- 


ing. 

I know the people how they are amused ; 

Yet ne’er in such a pother did I feel ; 

True, to the very best they are not used ; 

But then the rogues have read a frightful deal. 

When we can manage to be fresh and new, 

And, with a purpose, yet be pleasing too ; 

Then, with free conscience, can I see the bustle, 

When to our booth the stream comes pressing 
straight, 

And with strong heaving and repeated hustle, 

Squeezes itself through our tight mercy-gate ; 

When, in clear day, ere stroke of four, 

They fight their way to the calm man of checks ; 

And, a for bread in famine round a baker’s 

oor, 

So, for a ticket, almost break their necks. 

This wondrous power o’er masses hath the poet 

Alone of men. My friend, to-day, oh, show it.” 


Such is the manager’s feeling ; the poet’s point 
of view is embodied as follows— 


4t Go hence, and seek thyself another slave! 
The poet, sooth, because thy pockets crave, 
His highest right must badly sport away— 
The manhood-right from Nature he inherits! 
Wherewith bestirs he human spirits ? 
Wherewith makes he the elements obey ? 
Ts °t not the stream of song which out his bosom 
springs, 

And to his heart the world back-coiling brings ? 
When Nature of her thread the length unending, 
Placidly turning, on her spindle strings ; 
When crowded beings’ unharmonious blending 
Harsh-jingling through each other rings ; 
Who parts the flowing equable procession, 
Im e life that it may march in time ? 
Who calls the unit to the general consecration, 
Where it in lordly sympathy may chime? 
Who bids the tempest rage in angry bosoms ; 
The evening red in earnest spirits glow ? 
Who sheds all sweet and beautiful spring-blossoms 
st the path where loved ones go? 

ho weaves the worthless green leaves, ere they 

wither, 

In glory wreaths for every merit known? 
Makes strong Olympus, binds the gods together? 
The power of Man, as in the poet shown !” 


The sketching of elass peculiarities, ruling pas- 
sions, or strong isolated points of character, is all 
that many artists can achieve. Even Ben Jonson, 
notwithstanding his genuine power and his great 
poetic resources, stops short at this effect, oftener 
than he rises into the higher region of full-life 
description. 

6. Fine and happy renderings of great or favor- 
ite sentiments, by the invention of circumstances 
or situations that bear them ont and illustrate them 
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carries the palm over all mortals; we may ask, 
like Solomon, ‘‘ who has come after him” in his 
expression of almost any great sentiment, situation, 
or opinion that has come in his way? The Fear 
of Death, The Love of Life, the Affections, Author- 
ity, Order, Mercy, Grief, Ingratitude, the Vanities 
of Life, and more than we can recount, have been 
clothed by him in immortal shapes which have 
struck them deeper into the human spirit than 
before. A single line will serve to bring before 
the reader what we mean— 
EE ____—=. SO loving to my mother, 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 

Visit her face too roughly.” 


We have alluded already to the illustration of sen- 
timent by comparison or simile, but this illustration 
by circumstance, or the invention of contiguous or 
collateral incident and situation, comes more near 
the true poetic effect than the other; being more 
allied to harmony, which is not produced by exact 
likeness. Fable, also, whose creation Hazlitt ad- 
mires as the most enviable of human gifts, is a 
powerful device for conveying sentiment. Now 
when such embodiments and enforcements of sen- 
timent yield nothing of the laughable, we take the 
liberty of excluding them also from the domain of 
wit. 

7. Eloquent and powerful panegyric, or abuse, 
or stirring assertions borne out by terseness of 
example, illustration, proof or epigram. 


‘* Of these the false Achitophel was first, 
A name to all succeeding ages curst ; 
For close designs and crooked councils fit, 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit ; 
Restless, unfixed in principles and place, 
In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace ; 
A fiery soul, that working out its way, 
Fretted the pigmy body to decay, 
And 0’er-infirmed the tenement of clay.” 

Much of Swift has this character of direct down- 
right earnest assertion of bad or good qualities. 
Burke’s ‘‘ French Revolution” is full of it. His 
famous expression of trampling law and order under 
“ the hoofs of the swinish multitude,’’ is an ora- 
torical thunderbolt rather than a flash of wit. 

8. Indirect and insinuated expressions of good 
or ill regard, abuse, or praise. These are very 
often witty in the sense of laughable, but in gen- 
eral they are not so; they merely heighten the 
effect of the meaning conveyed, and please us by 
the ingenuity and dexterity that can do one thing 
while seeming to do a quite different thing. The 
extreme case of trony, we shall notice again. 

The quotations from Marvel often exemplify this 
mode of speech ; as in his lines on ‘‘ Blood steal- 
ing the crown’’— 

‘* He chose the cassock, circingle and gown, 

The fittest mask for one that robs the crown.” 


Voltaire’s mockeries are often conveyed by in- 
sinuation, as in his critique on the Song of Solo- 
mon: ‘‘ A Jew is not obliged to write like Virgil.” 
A good instance occurs in Pope’s lines on the 


strongly. In this we believe that Shakspeare | Lord Mayor’s show— , 


- 
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« Now night descending, the proud scene is o’er, 
But lives in Settle’s numbers one day more.” 


9. In addition to all the foregoing ways of 
bringing out literary effect, there is a power wield- 
ed by some writers through the fertility and 
profusion of their style—the mere multitude of 
comparisons, epigrammatic turns, harinonious cir- 
cumstances, life delineations, illustrations of char- 
acter and sentiment, strokes of eloquence, and 
touches of insinuation, that they accumulate round 
every subject. We must admire luxurious pro- 
ductiveness of intellect, and we cannot but be 
strongly impressed by whatever it is brought to 
bear upon. Such writings as those of Rabelais 
or Jean Paul, Shakspeare, Ben Jonson or Swift, 
produce a huge tumultuous agitation of our facul- 
ties and feelings, by the massiveness and richness 
of their creations. They form a strong contrast 
to the artistic method of Goethe or Chaucer, (in 
his Canterbury Pilgrims especially,) or the Grecks, 
who execute their works by touches few and fine, 
and put us in a state of calm’enjoyment of their 
exquisite harmonies. 

There is a set of products of an altogether ille- 
gitimate character that have been finely exposed 
by Addison, under the name of False Wit, and by 
Johnson, in his dissertations on the Metaphysical 
Poets. Mr. Hunt has however admitted some of 
this species into his collection, such as puns, mac- 
aronics, mixed languages, nonsense verses ; while 
he condemns as heartily as Addison the acrostics 
and anagrams. The best of these things can have 
no merit but as showing ingenuity and intellect, 
and they have the demerit of torturing rather than 
gratifying the human susceptibility. We can en- 
joy them only after a hardening process, like the 
blunting of the natural sympathies requisite to fit 
a person for gladiatorial shows. 

Having endeavored to apply names to all the 
intellectual creations that are not in their nature 
ludicrous, so as to reserve the term “ wit” to the 
cases where the laughable really predominates, 
we must now consider the nature and producing 
cause of this peculiar effect. 

It is admitted on all hands that laughter is 
caused by incongruity; that it always implies the 
concurrence of at least ¿wo things or qualities, that 
have some sort of oppositeness of nature in them. 
But the question comes, what kind of incongruity 
or oppositeness is it that inevitably causes laugh- 
ter. There are many incongruities that produce 
anything but a laugh. A decrepid man under a 
heavy burden, five loaves and two fishes among a 
multitude, and all unfitness and gross disproportion ; 
an instrument out of tune, a fly in ointment, snow 
in May, Archimedes studying geometry in a siege, 
and all discordant things ; a wolf in sheep’s cloth- 
ing, a breach of bargain, and falsehood in general ; 
the multitude taking the law in their own hands, 
and everything of the nature of disorder ; a corpse 
at a feast, parental cruelty, filial ingratitude, and 
whatever is unnatural ; the entire catalogue of the 
Vanities given by Solomon—are all incongruous, 
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but they cause feelings of pain, anger, sadness, 
loathing, rather than mirth. 

As far as we can judge, the ludicrous kind of 
incongruity is that arising from opposition in the 
particular quality of Dignity. It is the clash of 
coincidence of Dignity and Mcanness, High and 
Low, Venerable and Contemptible, Eminent and 
Vulgar, Elevation and Humiliation, Sanctity and 
Commonness, Awe and Familiarity. We are not 
aware of any case that yields the ludicrous where 
there is not some inequality or incompatibility in 
the degrees of reverence or respect that an object 
inspires. A creature incapable of worship is in- 
capable of laughter. 

The outburst of laughter is nature's provision 
for relieving an incompatibility of mental and bodi- 
ly states, that would otherwise be painful in the 
extreme. There are attitudes and movements of 
the system that, if occurring simultaneously, pull 
the same organ opposite ways, and produce the 
most terrible agony. The convulsions of disease 
are sometimes of this nature. Contradictory state- 
ments painfully distract the intellect, the counte- 
nance, and the active intentions. The distress of 
doubt is known to all men. Education is dis- 
agreeable from the struggle of opposite states of 
body and mind. We might even consider tears 
as the relief from the conflicting opposites of affec- 
tion and loss. 

Now, we find, on making the observation, that 
the feelings of reverence, worship, respect or awe, 
invariable put on one distinct attitude and expres- 
sion of body, and that there is a totally opposite 
kind of attitude for ease, indifference, familiarity, 
vulgar and animal offices. 

But we must first discriminate the carriage of 
dignity itself, and also attend to that of reverence, 
which is reciprocal to it, and reflect further on the 
elevated personage in the act of receiving homage, 
either by additional erectness of deportment, or by 
gracious condescension. 

Dignity is created and maintained by power, 
and by no other thing whatever. It is the car- 
riage, style, appurtenances, privileges, gifts, and 
accompaniments of power—or of influence, exten- 
sive causation, active energy, the instrumentality 
of change or resistance, action and effect in any of 
the regions of nature or the world’s affairs. A 
Hercules, killing monsters, and conquering diffi- 
culties, an Orpheus, impelling rude multitudes by 
his eloquence ; a Tyrtwus, kindling the bravery of 
his countrymen by song; a patriarch, at the head 
of his family; the chief of a tribe, the rulers of a 
state, the dispenscrs of spiritual privileges, the 
lord of the soil, the owner of machinery and wares, 
the arbiters of justice to nations, the teachers of 
youth, the inventive genius whose thoughts en- 
thral the world—are men of power and dignity, 
they are the natural superiors of their fellows, 
they receive respect and homage from nght-think- 
ing men, and have badges and privileges accorded 
them by right-thinking societies. Some men are 


powerful by favor and promotion; others are so 
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by intrinsic gifts, or by wielding with unusual ' 
force and skill the ordinary instrumentality of head 

and hands in ordinary situations. One set of men 

ara dignified merely by administering great trusts ; 

others have become so by surmounting great diffi- 

culties, by victory and conquest over matter or 

traind, nature, art, or science: a Wellington or 

Humboldt, Watt, Faraday, or Wordsworth. 

Now, there is an attitude or carriage suiting the 
exercise and possession of power, and an accom- 
panying state and circumstance, which strike the 
minds of beholders immediately into the correspond- 
ing carriage of reverence. The person is ercct, 
the chest expanded, the head drawn back, the under 
lip is strongly drawn up, the eyes hang with an 
easy downward look, or look even forward, respira- 
tion predominates over digestion, and the muscles 
of extension are the active sustainers of the posi- 
tion. If the exertion be easy to the individual, 
this state is an agreeable luxurious one; if it be 
assumed, and uninspired from within, it is fatiguing 
and painful. It is the state proper to the exercise 
of active power, as well as to the show of it; it is, 
in fact, the commanding attitude. 

The carriage of respect, worship or homage, is 
cpposed to this in several points. The body is 
bent, not for ease, but rather with the stiffened 
bending of supporting a load; the eyes are tight- 
ened with intense upward stretch; the bowing, 
kneeling, and falling down, all suggest the idea 
of one person beckoning to another above him to 
stand on his prostrate person, and be kept erect 
and clevated at his expense. 

The effect of homage and worship upon digni- 
ties 1s to set them more at ease in the maintenance 
of their stately and erect attitudes; the suggestion 
of a bodily support gives a mental support. 

Strongly contrasted with these two attitudes is 
the easy, loose, relaxed state of a person under the 
temper of indifference and unconcern about exer- 
tion, power, or dignity of any sort. The body 
is bent at ease, the chest collapsed, the abdominal 
muscles receive the energy of the system, the 
limbs and various members hang upon the bones 
and ligaments, instead of being supported by ner- 
vous and muscular energy. Digestion prevails over 
respiration, and over activity of body or mind. 
This state lies between action and sleep; it is the 
state of passive animal enjoyment, so welcome to 
all that are blessed with a vigorous digestive sys- 
tem. It is, however, deemed brutish, because it 
pervades the brutes to the very lowest; vulgar, 
because common to the most insignificant of the 
human race; sluggish, because it needs no exer- 
tion ; selfish, because it can give no pleasure but to 
one’s self; low and mean, because it is the opposite 
of the state that yields great exertions and great 
influence and command over others. 

The erect, dignified attitude has usually been 
provided with many outward accompaniments that 
harmonize with it, and become part of its expres- 
sion to the world ; for example, elevated seats and 
platforms, central position, overhanging canopies 
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and lofty roofs, aspiring architecture, spacious halls 
and wide domains, glittering colors and sparkling 
gems, worldly abundance, trains of homage-paying 
attendants, voluminous music and acclamations, 
high-sounding speech, poetry and song, refinement 
upon every grossness, processions, ceremonies and 
rites—by the multiplication of these power in- 
creases its efficacy, and its exactions of humilraticn 
and respect from all that draw nigh unto it. 

The undignified, easy, careless, relaxed, diges- 
tive state, has its appropriate accompaniments too ; 
it is signified by the filth that the higher feelings 
desire to have put away ; by confusion, chaos, and 
the native rudeness and grossness of nature; by 
rags, poverty, narrow and squalid dwellings; by 
laziness and helplessness of demeanor; by the 
sluggard’s fields, physical misery, a slavish and 
humiliating rank, low vices and grovelling igno- 
rance, awkwardness, difficulty, and a prodigious 
show of effort in actions. The beholder of any of 
these tokens is put into a state of feeling and car- 
riage very different from the effect of a display of 
power, greatness, and majesty on the mind. And 
if it should happen that both spectacles come upon 
us at once, or are combined in one and the same 
object, since we cannot possibly entertain the dou- 
ble and contradictory emotion, the question is, 
what must happen ? 

Either we are torn on the rack of opposite 
forces, or one feeling entirely subdues the other, 
or we are agreeably relieved by laughter, which is 


a convulsive tottering and relapse from the high - 


and dignified attitude to the vulgar and easy. We 
contemplate for an instant the lofty side of the 
picture, and our breast swells into sympathy with 
it; we catch, the next moment, the low aspect, 
and the chest is violently collapsed by convulsive 
expirations, that shake the whole frame. The 
features of the face, the expression of the eye, the 
carriage of the body, and every part that is strung 
by dignity or reverence, suddenly shake and vibrate 
downwards to the opposite state, amid moist effu- 
sions and bold darting glances. ‘The entire moving 
system of the body is under strong agitation. 
Now, in a world where there are so many dig- 
nities, and so many of the shows of dignity abur- 
dantly spread, and also where there is necessarily 
so much of the opposite, this kind of cellision is 
very common. ‘The pomp and circumstance and 
accompaniments of greatness are so apt to be occa- 
sionally entangled with features of vulgarity, either 
through accident or intention, that we have abun- 
dant opportunities for the mirthful explosion. If 
the dignity thus brought into the dirt have a strong, 
serious influence, or inspire a deep earnest rever- 
ence in the spectator’s mind, the eflect of the 
degrading conjunction is suppressed at once, and 
the laugh is not allowed. Or any strong passion 
whatever, anger, grief, affection, intense desire, or 
resolute determination, can, in like manner, stifie 
the budding conflict. There are people, too, that 
want the laughing nature, from some physical or 
mental singularity ; in others it is kept down by a 
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But mankind in| is made ludicrous by introducing some vulgarizing 


general are very much alive to the effect of ludi-| accompaniments of manner or dress. 


crous conjunctions. 

There are many dignities set up and emblazoned 
by pomp and pretension that are not universally 
accounted real genuine dignities, whose clash with 
vulgarity, therefore, not being rescued by serious 
homage, causes unresisted hilarity. And, in fact, 
this case includes a large number of all the ludi- 
crous occasions that happen. False or faded digni- 
ties and deities ; splendor and show without mean- 
ing; characters unfit for their stations; hollow 
pretensions, affectation, assumption and self-impor- 
tance ; vanity, airs and coxcombry ; all the windings 
of the hypocrisy that aims at seeming greater than 
the reality; painful strivings to gain glittering 
positions—are among the things that commonly 
induce laughter, when brought into the embrace 
of meanness and degrading inferiorities. It is true 
that, for the sake of mirthful enjoyment, we are 
often disposed to waive even our serious feelings 
of respect, and hail the descent of a true dignity 
with sparkling countenance, but it is against our 
better feelings to do so, and we are glad when the 
case is of the other kind. 

We shall now present a few examples of the 
ludicrous, first, in its purest form, and next, as 
combining with all the other kinds of artistic and 
literary effect. 

Lucian’s dialogues, the plays of Aristophanes, 
Swift’s ‘‘ Tale of a Tub,” or our own ‘ Punch,” 
indicate, we think, at once, the truth of our gen- 
eral definition ; every one of them owes its effect to 
seizing on elevated personages and plunging them 
into vulgar situations. When Molière brings in 
the celestial messenger of the gods, sitting tired on 
a cloud, and complaining of the number of Jupi- 
ter’s errands, Night expresses surprise that a god 
should be weary; whereon, Mercury indignantly 
asks, ‘‘ Are the gods made of iron?” With all 
our disbelief in these deities, their highly decorated 
representations have on our minds the effect of dig- 
nity, and when they are dealt with thus, we are 
affected by the most extravagant opposition of 
sentiments and states, and burst into a roar. 

In a court of justice, or in an assembly of more 
than ordinary gravity, a trifling incident causes 
laughter. We are screwed up into an expression 
of gravity and dignity that we do not feel at heart, 
and the slightest vulgarity, such as a loud snore, 
breaks us down immediately. All forced dignity 
of demeanor, as that imposed upon children and 
giddy people in certain places, is very apt to ex- 
plode. In a mirthfal mood, every attempt to 
assume the decorous and dignified is the cause of 
new outbreaks, as when a merry party on the road 
is interrupted for a moment by a grave and awful- 
looking passer-by. Children, mimicking the airs 
and strut and weighty actions of grown men, are 
ludicrous; but in this they are surpassed by the 
monkey, from its being a creature so much more 
filthy, mean, and grovelling, and which, therefore, 
in performing human actions, presents a wider con- 
trast of dignity and debasement. Stage mimicry 


| A common device for causing laughter is to 
make a person pass at once from an elevated to a 
common or degrading action, as in Pope— 
“ Here thou great Anna, whom three realms obey, 
Dost sometimes counsel take, and sometimes tea.’’ 


Or in the remonstrance to a lady— 


‘* Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love, 
But why did you kick me down stairs?” 


But the more perfect the fusion of the two hos- 
tile ingredients, or the more impossible it is ren- 
dered to think of them separately, the surer is the 
ludicrous effect. We shall now see this in detail 
by exemplifying the mixing-up of the lucidrous 
with the different effects already enumerated, 
which we maintained to be not necessarily witty 
or laughable in themselves. 

1. Ludicrous comparisons are of very frequent 
occurrence, and by their nature cause the incon- 
gruous features to be run very close together. 
We have sometimes a dignified object clothed by a 
mean simile, as in Butler’s famous couplet, ‘‘ And 
like a lobster boiled,” &c.; and at other times a 
mean object illustrated by a parallel of elevated 
rank, as ‘‘ He had torn his breeches, as if heaven 
and earth had come together.” Shakspeare has 
often long strings of ludicrous similes, as in Fal- 
staff's speeches; indeed, comic exaggeration and 
degradation, by comparisons heaped one upon 
another, seem to have been one of the easiest and 
most natural efforts of his genius. 

2. The epigram in combination with the laugh- 
able is richly exemplified in Pope, Butler, Swift, 
and many others. The ‘‘ Rape of the Lock” is a 
sustained tissue of this character. Marvel's de- 
scription of Holland contains good instances of 
epigram bringing the high and the vulgar into 
collision— 

‘6 Who best could know to pump an earth so leak, 
Him they their lord and country’s father speak. 
To make a bank was a great plot of state, 
Invent a shovel and be a magistrate.”’ 


We may have surprises pleasant or painful— 
witty or not witty : when looking for the dignified, 
if we stumble on the common, or opposite ways, 
the surprise is ludicrous— 

« In short, in all things she was fairly what I call 

A prodigy: her morning dress was dimity.’’ 


Under the epigram, as formerly defined, we 
must necessarily rank puns of every kind; where 
a word in expressing one idea carries with it 2 
second meaning, suggesting something very differ- 
ent, perhaps contradictory, to the first. A pun 
will be ludicrous when the clash of meanings 
involves a great contrast in the feelings of dignity 
or importance. In the creation of puns Hood 
probably excels all other wits in luxuriant abun- 
dance. 

‘ Ben Battle was a soldier bold, 
And used to war’s alarms; 
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But a cannon-ball took off his legs, 
So he laid down his arms. 


*¢ Now, as they bore him off the field, 
Said he, ‘ Let others shoot ; 
For here I leave my second leg, 
And the Forty-second foot.’ ”’ 


A humorous play upon the same terms in a 
paragraph taken from the ** Nottingham Mercury,” 
is running the round of the press while we write, 
and it is worth preserving, as perhaps the best 
specimen the reader has met with of a penny a-tine 
extravaganza— 


“c DREADFUL Accipent.—A short time ago a 
man was cutting ling or heather in Papplewick- 
forest, in this neighborhood, for the purpose of 
being manufactured into besoms, when, having 
slipped between two pieces of fallen timber which 
lay concealed beneath the heather, he broke his 
right leg. Being unable to extricate himself from 
his position, with a desperate resolve he seized the 
handbill, which he had brought for the purpose of 
cutting the ling, and chopped the leg clean off. 
Though thus liberated from the confinement under 
which he had previously suffered, he found himself, 
of course, unable to make his way over the forest 
on one leg, when he deliberately set himself down 
on a large stone, and placing the entire leg on an 
adjoining block, without more ado, chopped it level 
with the other broken leg, and trudged his way 
home, more than two miles, on the stumps, with 
his amputated legs under his arms! It may be just 
necessary, in order to mitigate the horror which the 
reader might be apt, very naturally, to feel, at the 
above extraordinary recital, to inform him that both 
the legs were wooden ones.”’ 


The pun upon Archbishop Laud is genuinely 
ludicrous— 


‘* Great praise to God, and little Laud to the devil.” 


So also is old Fuller’s remarks upon the antiqua- 
rian, Selden: ‘‘ He possessed coins of the Roman 
emperors and a good many more of our later Eng- 
lish kings.” ‘Sidney Smith’s account of a dinner 
supplied by New Zealand hospitality, which would 
have, among other things, some ‘‘ cold clergyman 
on the sideboard,” in addition to the admirable 
pun, is a concentration of ludicrous clashes. It is 
inferior only to Sheridan’s ilustration of the 
Addington ministry, which contained all Pitt’s 
colleagues and subordinates under a new premier : 
“ The right honorable gentleman (Mr. Pitt) had 
sitten so jong, that, like Hercules, when he arose 


he left the sitting part of the man behind him.” | 


The following passage from Sidney Smith’s third 
letter to Archdeacon Singleton rises above mere 
verbal punning : 


« You must have read an attack upon me by the 
Bishop of Gloucester, in the course of which he 
says that I have not been appointed to my situation 
as canon of St. Paul’s for my piety and learning, 
but because I was a scoffer and jester. Is not this 
rather strong for a bishop, and does it not appear to 
you, Mr Archdeacon, as rather too close an imita- 
tion of that language which i is used in the apostolsc 


occupation of trafficking tn fish?” 


3. The highest poetic harmony and keeping 
may be rendered ludicrous by the appropriate 
infusion. Shakspeare produces this effect by 
bringing low characters on the stage to comment, 
in their dialect, upon the high matters and inci- 
dents of the play, as in the grave-digger'’s scene 
in “ Hamlet.” Faust contains powerful instances 
of the same combination ; the demeanor of Mephis- 
topheles, in the opening scene, is intensely poeti- 
cal and comic in the same breath. Few artists 
have brought out the highest harmonies of nature 
and life, and fewer still have been able to work 
into therh the ludicrous. But we shall allude to 
this again in commenting upon humor. 

4. Life pictures and striking representations of 
the actual, where the finest concords are not 
expressly sought so much as genuine fresh reality 
in its natural colors and unharmonious combina- 
tions, are very susceptible of yielding the ludi- 
crous. ‘They must often be so, in their very 
truthfulness. Pope’s description of Timon’s villa 
is admirable as a ludicrous description of a ludi- 
crous original. With an eye for the incongruous, 
and the requisite power of illustration, he that 
paints life has a boundless command of the laugh- 
able; and if there be, in addition, an express 
design to produce it, and a little license taken in 
departing from the original, we have the comic art 
of Aristophanes and Plautus, Rabelais and Swift. 
Hogarth and Dickens. The following is a very 
remarkable picture of the bustle of warlike prepa- 
ration, as seen in the furnishing out of ships and 
stores, taken from the ‘‘ Acharnians’”’ of Aristoph- 
anes. It is ina defence of a supposed truce 
made with the Lacedemonians against a war- 
loving party :— 


and so they went to war. 
You ‘Il say, ‘ They should not!" Why, what should 
they have done! 
Just make it your own case. Suppose the Spartans 
Had manned a boat, and landed on your islands, 
And stolen a pug-puppy from Seriphos ; 
Would you then have remained at home inglorious ? 
Not so, by no means; at the first report, 
You would have launched at once three hundred 
galleys, 
And filled the city with the noise of troops; 
And crews of ships, crowding and clamoring 
About the muster-masters and paymasters ; 
With measuring corn out at the magazine, 
And all the porch choked with the multitude ; 
With figures of Minerva, newly furbished, 
Painted and gilt, parading in the streets ; 
With wineskins, kegs and firkins, leeks and onions : 
With garlic crammed in pouches, nets, and pokes; 
With garlands, singing girls, and bloody noses. 
Our arsenal would have sounded and resounded 
With bangs and thwacks of driving bolts and nails ; 
With shaping oars, and holes to put the oar in; 
With hacking, hammering, clattering, and boring : 
Words of command, whistles, and pipes and fifes. 
Such would have been yourconduct. Will you say 
That Telephus would have acted otherwise ?’’* 


Sydney Smith’s description of what he calls as 


* Mr. Freer’s translation, extracted in the ‘Classica 
Museum,” Vol. I. 
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ordinary clergyman, is abundantly comic, from the 
choice of the phrases :— 


‘ But substitute for him an average, ordinary, 
uninteresting minister; obese, dumpy ; neither ill- 
natured nor good-natured, neither learned nor ig- 
norant; ésériding over the stiles to church with a 
second-rate wife, dusty and deéliquescent, and four 
parochial children, full af catechism and bread-and- 
butter; or let him be seen in one of those Shem- 
Ham-and Japhet buggies, made on Mount Ararat 
soon after the subsidence of the waters, driving in 
the High-Street, Edmonton, among all his penuri- 
ous, saponaceous, oleaginous parishioners.”’ 


5. When, instead of full, genuine, life description, 
we have reality picked and garbled to unfold and 
illustrate some one character or feature—some 
passion, idea, or inoral—it is very easy to produce 
comic effect by selecting the points in character or 
doctrine that yield it most readily. By choosing 
vanity, affectation, coxcombry, or ambition, the task 
is easy. Cowards with high pretensions to honor 
and valor, like Bessus and the bullies, in Beau- 
mont and Fletcher’s ‘‘ King and no King,” hypo- 
crites, gallants, flunkeys, are easily dressed up in 
the mirthful garb of mingled high and low. Fool- 
ish admiration of glitter, and the fondness of 
women for the men of the sword, are vividly por- 
trayed in Swift’s ‘‘Grand Question Debated.”’ 
From this we extract three lines of the lady’s 
description of a captain— 


“ For a captain of horse never takes off his hat, 
Because he has never a hand that is idle; 
For the right holds the sword, and the left holds 
the bridle.” 


Caricature is generally a peculiar point of char- 
acter, or an idea, rendered comic by the due mix- 
ture of opposites in the composition. In this 
department the painter has peculiar advantages. 

6. Sentiments, and opinions, and situations, may 
be illustrated in the ludicrous as well as in the 
serious manner, by the suitable choice of circum- 
stance and uccompaniment— l 


“A lively faith will bear aloft the mind, 
And leave the luggage of good works behind.” 


Or Sydney Smith's illustration of the peculiar 
forms of the Natural History of Botany Bay. 


“ Then comes a quadruped as big as a large cat, 
with the eyes, color, and skin of a mole, and the 
bill and web-feet of a duck—puzziing Dr. Shaw, 
and rend-ring the latter half of his life miserable, 
from the atter inability to determine whether it was 
a bird or a beast. Add to this, many other pro- 
ductions ¿hat agitate Sir Joseph, and fill him with 
mingled emotions of distress and delight.” 


7. Eloquence, horne out and strengthened by wit, 
might be exemplified at any length both in our 
poetic and prose literature. Dryden’s abuse of 
Shadwell, the laureate, is a perfect specimen. 
The supposed speaker is Fleenoe, who is on the 
search for a successor. 


“ Shadwell alo.c my perfect image bears, 
Mature in dulness from his tender years, 


WIT AND HUMOR. 


Shadwell alone, ofall my sons, is he 

Who stands confirmed in full stupidity. 

The rest to some faint meaning make pretence, 
But Shadwell never deviates into sense.” 


8. Ludicrous insinuation has always a richer 
effect than the laughable direct. Byron’s ‘‘ Eng- 
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers” contains many 
good examples of it. An extract given by Mr. 
Hunt, from Rabelais, yields a beautiful illustration 
in point. The cowardly and lazy Panurge, in a 
storm, where shipwreck is imminent, becomes 
intensely and of course most ludicrously pious, | 
praying himself, and reproving the oaths of the 
busy sailors. 


“Oh! you sinn’d just now, Friar John, you did 
indeed ; you sinn’d when you swore ; think of that, 
my former crony! Former, I say, because it’s all 
over with us, with you as well as with me. Oh, I 
sink, I sink. Oh to be but once again on dry 
ground ; never mind how or in what condition; oh 
uf I was but on firm land, with somebody kicking 


me.” 


Rabelais might be given as our very greatest 
example of the ludicrous in splendid profusion and 
power :—a vast genins appropriating materials 
from all regions of life and thought, and producing 
nurth and laughter as his first and foremost effect, 
with pictorial, moral, and doctrinal tendencies 
behind. 

Parody and travesty and the mock heroic may 
be cited, as very clearly illustrating our general 
description of the ludicrous. In these, a low sub- 
ject1s clothed in a dress borrowed from a subject 
of an elevated character. Thus Philips, in ‘‘ The 
Splendid Shilling,’’? makes great havoc of the style 
of Milton. 


‘¢ Happy the man, who, void of cares and strife, 
In silken or in Jeathern purse retains 
A splendid shilling: he nor hears with pain 
New oysters cried, nor sighs for cheerful ale : 
But with his friends, when nightly mists arise, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town-hall repairs ; 
Where, mindful of the nymph, whose wanton eye 
Transfixed his soul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe or Phyllis, he each circling glass 
Wishes her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he smokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury surrounds, 
And hunger, sure attendant upon want, 
With scanty offals, and small acid tiff, 
(Wretched repast) iny meagre corpse sustain ; 
Then solitary walk, or doze at home 
In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill fingers; or froin tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well polished jet, 
Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming scent. 
Not blacker tube, nor of a shorter size, 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (versed in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Authur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale,) when he 
O’er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of famed Cestrian cheese, 
High overshadowing rides, with a design 
To wend his wares at the Arvonian mart, 
Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
Ycleped Brechinia, or where Vaga’s stream 
Encirles Aricinium, fruitful soil.” 
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Peter Pindar’s parodies of Boswell and Johnson! discovery have been reserved for these modern and 
(although the subject is exceedingly susceptible of | degenerate times? Besides, sir, if the measure 


parody) are a powerful condensation of wit and 
ludicrous effect. Boswell’s story of imitating a 
cow at Drury Lane, is a good instance. 


“ When young (’t was rather silly, I allow,) 
Much was I pleased to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury Lane, with Doctor Blair, 
My imitations made the playhouse stare ! 
So very charming was I in my roar, 
That both the galleries clapped, and cried ‘Encore.’ 
Blest by the general plaudit and the laugh, 
I tried to be a jackass and a calf; 
But who, alas! in all things can be great? 
In short, I met a terrible defeat ; 
So vile I brayed and bellowed, I was hissed ; 
Yet all who knew me wondered that I missed. 
Blair whispered me, ‘ You ’ve lost your credit now ; 
Stick, Boswell, for the future, to the cow.’ ”’ 


Burlesque brings about the clash of dignity and 
vulgarity in the opposite manner from travesty. It 
is the application of low terms to high subjects : 
which is a very easy effort of art, being often pro- 
duced when not intended. It generally requires 
a great artist to make either of these modes at all 
endurable. 

Irony is not necessarily ludicrous, but it is often 
made so. The great power of this mode of address 
lies in its embarrassing an opponent's reply; the 
Meaning to be conveyed being given intelligibly 
enough, but not being contained in the language 
used, it becomes hard to grapple with it.. The 
master of well sustained irony is Swift, and prob- 
ably his masterpiece is the ‘‘ Modest Proposal for 
preventing the Children of Poor People in Ireland 
from being a Burden to thcir Parents or the Coun- 
try, and for making them beneficial to the Coun- 
try.” Never was there so much coolness and 
gravity maintained in an exposition of a monstrous 
project; and the effect of the whole as a severe 
rebuke is tremendous, while every now and then 
there occurs an uncontrollable burst of the ludi- 
Crous. 

Lest ihe details of a cannibal project, although 
only a jest, should he too coarse for the present 
age, we prefer to give, as a good example of irony, 
Sydney Smith's exhibition of the common-place 
attacks made upon political innovations and new 
measures ın general. Itis a happy aggregation 
of the fallacies so well dissccted and exposed by 
Bentham. We may suppose it pronounced in 
parliament as 
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“ What would our ancestors say to this, sir? 
How does this measure tally with their institutions ? 
How does it agree with their experience? Are we 
to put the wisdom of yesterday in competition with 
the wisdom of centuries? (Hear, hear!) 1s beard- 
less youth to show no respect for the decisions of 
mature age? (Lond cries of hear! hear!) If this 
measure is right, would it have escaped the wisdom 
of these Saxon progenitors, to whom we are in- 
debted for so many of onr best political institutions? 
Would the Dane have passed it over? Would the 
Norman have reject t? Would such a notable 
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itself is good, I ask the honorable gentleman if this 
is the time for carrying it into execution 1—whether, 
in fact, a more unfortunate period could have been 
selected than that which he has chosen! If this 
were an ordinary measure, I should not oppose it 
with so much vehemence ; but, sir, it calls in ques- 
tion the wisdom of an irrevocable Jaw—of a law 
assed at the memorable period of the revolution. 
hat nght have we, sir, to break down this firm 
column, on which the great men of that day stampt 
a character of eternity? Are not all authorities 
against this measure—Pitt, Fox, Cicero, and the 
attorney and solicitor-general! ‘The proposition 
is new, sir; it is the first time it was ever heard of 
in this house. Iam not prepared, sir—this house 
is not prepared to receive it. The measure implies 
a distrust of his majesty’s government: their dis- 
approval is sufficient to warrant opposition. Pre- 
caution only is requisite where danger is appre- 
hended. Here, the high character of the individuals. 
in question is a sufficient guarantee against any 
ground of alarm. Give not, then, your sanction to 
this measure ; for, whatever may be its character, 
if you do give your sanction to it, the same man by 
whom it is proposed will propose to you others, to 
which it will be impossible to give your consent. 
I care very little, sir, for the ostensible measure ; 
but what is there behind? What are the honorable 
gentleman’s future schemes! If we pass this bill, 
what fresh concessions may he not require? What 
further degradation is he planning for his country? 
Talk of evil and inconvenience, sir—look to other 
countries—study other aggregations and societies 
of men, and then see whether the laws of this coun- 
try demand a remedy or deserve a panegyric. Was 
the honorable gentleman (Jet me ask him) always 
of this way of thinking? Do I not remember when 
he was the advocate in this house of very opposite 
opinions? I not only quarrel with his present sen- 
timents, sir; but I declare very frdnkly I do not 
like the party with which he acts. If his own 
motives were as pure as possible, they cannot but 
suffer contamination from those with whom he is 
politically associated. This measure may be a boon 
to the constitution, but I will accept no favor to the 
constitution from such hands. (Loud cries of hear! 
hear!) I profess myself, sir, an honest and upright 
member of the British parliament, and I am not 
afraid to profess myself an enemy to all change and 
all innovation. I am satisfied with things as they 
are.; and it will be my pride &nd pleasure to hand 
down this country to my children as I received it 
from those who preceded me. The honorable 
gentleman pretends to justify the severity with which 
he has attacked the noble lord who presides in the 
court of chancery ; but I say such attacks are preg- 
nant with mischief to government itself. Oppo 
ministers, you oppose government; disgrace minis- 
tera, you ‘disgrace government; bring ministers 
into contempt, you bring government into contempt ; 
and anarchy and civil war are the consequences. 
Besides, sir, the measure is unnecessary. Nobody 
complains of disorder in that shape in which it is 
the aim of your measure to propose a remedy to it. 
The business is one of the greatest importance ; 
there is need of the greatest caution and circum- 
spection. Do not let us be precipitate, sir; it is 
impuss*hle to foresee all the consequences. Every- 
thing should be gradual; the example of a neig 
boring nation should fill us with alarm! The hon- 
orable gentleman has taxed me with illiberality, sir. 
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I deny the charge. I hate innovation, but I love 
improvement. I aman enemy to the corruption of 
government, but I defend its influence. I dread 
reform, but I dread it only when it is intemperate. 
I consider the liberty of the press as the great 
palladium of the constitution; but, at the same 
time, I hold the licentiousness of the press in the 
greatest abhorrence. Nobody is more conscious 
than I am of the splendid abilities of the honorable 
mover; but I tell him at once, his scheme is too 
good to be practicable. It savors of Utopia. It 
looks well in theory, but it won't do in practice. 
It will not do, l repeat, sir, in practice ; and so the 
advocates of the measure will find, if, unfortunately, 
ìt should find its way through parliament. ( Cheers.) 
‘The source of that corruption to which the honora- 
Ale gentleman alludes is in the minds of the peo- 
, ple ;—so rank and extensive is that corruption, that 
‘no political reform can have any effect in removing 
„lt. Instead of reforming others—instead of reform- 
' jng the state, the constitution, and everything that 
is most excellent, Jet each man reform himself! Jet 
him look at home ;—he will find there enough to 
_do, without looking abroad, and aiming at what is 
out of his power. (Loud checrs.) And now, sir, 
as it is frequently the custom in this house to end 
with a quotation, and as the gentleman who pre- 
ceded me in the debate has anticipated me in my 
favorite quotation of the ‘Strong pull and the long 
pull,’ I shall end with the memorable words of the 
assembled barons—‘ Nolumus leges Anglie mu- 
tari.’ ” 


“ The merchant’s opinion of wives,” in Chaucer, 
is irony of the keenest character. Butler also pro- 
duces it of a rare quality, sometimes laughable, 
sometimes not. One instance we shall give from 
him, which has the genuine ludicrous infusion— 


“ This we among ourselves may speak, 
But to the wicked or the weak 
We must be cautious to declare 
Perfection truths, such as these are.” 


The ludicrous, mixed up with contempt, hatred, 
,or dislike, becomes ridicule, derision, scorn, and 
mockery ; and of these unamiable kinds the genius 
.of man has produced great examples. But we 
turn from them to the consideration of a mixture 
of a very different character, that is to say, Hu- 
mor. 

Humor is felt to be a higher, finer, and more 
genial thing than wit, or the mere ludicrous; but 
the exact definition of it has occasioned some dif- 
ficulty. It is the combination of the laughable 
with an element of love, tenderness, sympathy, 
warm-heartedness, or affection. Wit, sweetened 
by a kind, loving expression, becomes humor. 
Men who have little love to their fellows, or whose 
language and manner are destitute of affectionate- 
ness and soft, tender feeling, cannot be humorists, 
however witty they may be. ‘There is no humor 
in Butler, Pope, Swift, Dryden, Ben Jonson, or 
Voltaire. 

It is, in fact, very difficult to unite the warm 
glowing sympathies with mirthful creations. Even 
when the laughing mood is also a loving mood, 
the embodiment of such a compound in expression 
or creation would not be easy. There are many 
points of character that it is hard to combine to- 
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gether; to find fault without giving offence; to 
be affectionate and authoritative at the same time ; 
to exhibit in conduct both the fortiter and the 
suaviter. Laughter is from its nature more easily 
allied to contempt and egotism than to affection 
and devotedness. 

Mr. Carlyle, in his various critiques on Jean 
Paul Richter, (an admirable subject to study hu- 
mor on,) has presented this view of the essence 
of humor in all variety of phrases. ‘‘ In Richter’s 
smile itself a touching pathos may lie hidden, a 
pity too deep for tears.” ‘* The essence of hu- 
mor is sensibility; warm, tender fellow-feeling 
with all forms of existence,” and the power of 
exhibiting this in sportful ways. 

Don Quixote we would place at the head of 
humorous creations. The hero, with all his ludi 
crousness, is so continually radiant with true good 
feeling ; a chivalric devotion sits so naturally and 
genially upon him, that the picture of a kind heart 
is ever before us. Knicht-errantry is taken down 
by the exhibition, but not ridiculed; we have a 
feeling for it far different from what is given by 
the heartless mockeries of Voltaire. 


‘ The reason, Sancho,” said his master, ‘ why 
thou feelest that pain all down thy back, is, that the 
stick which gave it thee was of length to that ex- 
tent.” 


The sympathetic feeling of Quixote is on every 
occasion real and strong, but his manner of ex- 
pressing it makes it highly ludicrous. 

Addison is among our greatest English humor- 
ists. Sir Roger de Coverley is a noble example 
of genuine humor; for while he is making fun to 
us by his simplicity and his irrelevance, he main- 
tains a warm kindlincss of manner, that would 
make him a delightful character apart from his 
incongruous features. But in everything that 
Addison writes we discern the fit and perfect ex- 
pression of a genial and loving turn of mind, which 
converts ridicule into raillery and wit into humor. 
We shall quote a few paragraphs from the delin- 
eation of the worthy knight. 


« I was this morning surprised with a great knock- 
ing at the door, when my landlady’s daughter came 
up to me and told me that there was a man below 
desired to speak to me. I immediately went down 
to him, and found him to be the coachman of my 
worthy friend, Sir Roger de Coverley. He told me 
his master came to town last night, and would be 
glad to take a turn with me in Gray’s Inn walks. 
As I was wondering with myself what had brought 
Sir Roger to town, not having lately received any 
letter from him, he told me his master was come 
up to geta sight of Prince Fugene, and that he 
desired I would immediately meet him. 

«I was not a little pleased with the curiosity of 
the old knight, though I did not much wonder at it, 
having heard him say more than once in private 
discourse, that he looked upon Prince Eugenio (for 
so the knight always calls him) to be a greater man 
than Scanderberg. 

€ I was no sooner come into Gray’s Inn walks, but 
I heard my friend upon the terrace hemming twice 
or thrice to himself with great vigor, for he loves 
to clear his pipes in good air, (to use his own 
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phrase,) and is not a little pleased with any one 
who takes notice of the strength which he still ex- 
erts in his morning hems. 

“ Our salutations were very hearty on both sides, 
consisting ef many kind shakes of the hand, and 
several affectionate looks which we cast upon one 
another. After which the knight told me my good 
friend his chaplain was very well, and much at my 
service, and that the Sunday before he had made a 
most incomparable sermon out of Dr. Barrow. 

‘¢ He then proceeded to acquaint me with the 
welfare of Will Wimble, upon which he put his 
hand into his fob and presented me in his name with 
a tobacco-stopper, telling me that Will had been 
busy all the beginning of the winter in turning great 
quantities of them; and that he made a present of 
one to every gentleman in the country who has good 
principles, and smokes. He added that poor Will 
was at present under great tribulation, for that Tom 
Touchy had taken the law of him for cutting some 
hazel sticks out of one of his hedges. 

“ Among other pieces of news which the knight 
brought from his country seat, he informed me that 
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had a hand in the pope’s procession? But without 
piving me time to answer him, well, well, says he, 

know you are a wary man, and do not care to talk 
of public matters. 

“ The knight then asked me, if I had seen Prince 
| Eugenio, and made me promise to get him a stand 
' in some convenient place where he might have a 
| full sight of that extraordinary man, whose presence 

does so much honor to the British nation. He dwelt 
very long upon the praises of this general, and I 
| found that since I was with him in the country, he 
! had drawn many observations together out of his 
reading in Baker’s Chronicle and other authors, 
| who always lie in his hall window, which very 
! much redound to the honor of this prince. 
“ Having passed away the greatest part of the 
; Morning in hearing the knight's reflections, which 
'were partly private and partly political, he asked 
ime if I would smoke a pipe with him over a dish 
of coffee at Squires’. As I love the old man, I take 
delight in complying with everything that is agree- 
able to him, and accordingly waited on him to the 
cufice-house, where his venerable figure drew upon 
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Moll White was dead, and that about a month after | us the eyes of the whole room. He had no sooner 
her death the wind was so very high, that it blew | seated himself at the upper end of the high table, 
down the end of one of his barns. But for my part, | but he called for a clean pipe, a paper of tobacco, 
says Sir Roger, I do not think the old woman had | a dish of coffee, a wax candle, and the Supplement, 
any hand in it. with such an air of cheerfulness and good-humor, 

« He afterwards fell into an account of the diver- | that all the boys in the coffee-room (who seemed to 
sions which had passed in his house during the holi-! take a pleasure in serving him) were at once em- 
days ; fur Sir Roger, after the laudable custom of | ployed on his several errands, insomuch that nobody 
his ancestors, always keeps open house at Christ- | else could come at a dish of tea, until the knight 


mas. I learned from him that he had killed eight 
fat hogs for this season, that he had dealt about his 
chines very liberally amongst his neighbors, and 
that in particular he had sent a string of hog-pud- 
dings with a pack of cards to every poor fanily in 
the parish. tine often thought, says Sir Roger, 
it happens very well that Christmas should fall out 
in the middle of winter. It is the most dead, un- 
comfortable time of the year, when the poor people 
would suffer very much from their poverty and cold, 
if they had not good cheer, warm fires, and Christ- 
mas gambols to support them. I love to rejoice 
their poor hearts at this season, and to see the whole 
village merry in my great hall. Tallow a double 
quantity of malt te my small-beer, and set it a run- 
ning for twelve days to every one that calls for it. 
I have always a piece of cold beef and a mince-pite 
upon the table, and am wonderfully pleased to see 
my tenants pass away a whole evening in playing 
their innocent tricks, and smutting one another. 
Our friend Will Wimble is as merry as any of them, 
and shows a thousand roguish tricks upon these 
occasions. 

“I was very much pleased with the reflection of 
my old friend, which carried so much goodness in 
it. He then launched out into the praise of the 
late act of parliament for securing the church of 
England, and told me with great satisfaction, that 
he believed it already began to take effect, for that 
a rigid dissenter who chanced to dine at his house 
on Christmas day, had been observed to eat very 
plentifully of his plum-porridge. 

“ After having dispatched all our country mat- 
ters, Sir Roger made several inquiries concerning 
the Club, and particularly of his old antagonist, Sir 
Andrew Freeport. He asked me with a kind of 
smile, whether Sir Andrew had not taken advantage 
of his absence to vent among them some of his re- 
publican doctrines ; but soon after gathering up his 
countenance into a more than ordinary seriousness, 
tell me truly, says he, don’t you think Sir Andrew 


had got all his conveniences about him.” 


Sir Walter Scott has given us humorous char- 
acters; and Gult’s novels abound with exquisite 
specimens: but Burns represents, perhaps, the 
best that Scotland can show in this region of art. 
His intense feelings both of tenderness and mirth. 
and his creative force of intellect, acting through 
the Scotch dialect, produced the intense humor 
that we find in ‘The Jolly Beggars,” ‘‘ The 
Address to the Mouse,” ‘t The Farmer’s Mare,” 
and ‘‘ Tam o’ Shanter.” The opening stanzas 
of “ The Jolly Beggars’? may be quoted (if not 
too Scotch for many readers) to show how the 
most disgusting objects can receive a loving as we)l 
as a ludicrous color :— 


« When lyart leaves bestrew the yird, 
Or, wavering like the bauckie bird,* 
Bedim cauld Boreas’ blast ; 
When hailstanes drive wi’ bitter skyte, 
And infant frosts begin to bite, 
In hoary cranreughf drest ; 
Ae night at e’en, a merry core 
O’ randie gangrel bodies, 
In Poosie-Nansie’s held the splore 
To drink their ora duddies : 
Wi’ quaffing and laughing 
They ranted and they sang ; 
Wii’ jumping and thumping 
he vera girdle rang. 


« First, neist the fire, in auld red rags, 
Ane sat, weel brac’d wi’ mealy bags, 
And knapsack a’ in order ; 
His doxy lay within his arm, 
Wi’ usquebae and blankets warm, 
She blinket on her sodger ; 
And aye he gies the tousie drab 


* The bat. t Hoar frost. 
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The tither skelpin’ kiss, 
While she held up her greedy gab 
Just like an a’mous dish ;* 
Ilk smack still did crack still, 
Just like a cadger’s whup, 
Then staggering and swaggering 
He roared this ditty up.” 


In “ Tam o’ Shanter,” humor is only one of 
the many effects of that wonderful creation. The 


humor predominates in the opening of the sto- 
ry 
«c O Tam! had’st thou been but sae wise, 
As ta’en thy ain wife Kate's advice! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was nae sober; 
That ilka melder,t wi’ the miller, 
Thou sat as long as thou had siller ; 
That every naig was ca’d a shoe on ; 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on: 
That at the L——d’s house, ev’n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi’ Kirton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesied that, late or soon, 
Thou would be found decp drown’d in Doon; 
Or catched wi’ warlocks in the mirk, 
By Alloway’s auld haunted kirk. 


Ah! gentle dames! it gars me greet, 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How monie lengthen‘d sage advices, 
The husband frae the wife despises ! 


But to our tale. Ae market night, 

Tam had got planted unco right; 

Fast by an ingle, bleesing finely, 

Wi’ reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, souter Johnnie, 

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 

Tam Jo’ed him like a vera brither ; 

They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter ; 
And aye the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious; 
Wi’ favors, secret, sweet, and precious ; 
The souter tauld his queerest stories ; 
The landlord’s laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam didna mind the storm a whistle. 
Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 

E'en drown'd himsel’ amang the nappy. 
As bees flee hame wi’ lades o’ treasure, 
The minutes wing`d their way wi’ pleasure. 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious ; 
O’er all the ills o’ life victorious.” 
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Falstaff must be set down as a humorous char- 
acter; the kindly, loving ingredient being shown 
in his resigning himself with such good heart and 
good grace to be the butt of all his merry com- 
panions. Justice Shallow has also well-marked 
traces of humor. 

The finest poetic harmony is so much akin to 
love, which is the harmony of human souls, that 
it may constitute the sweetening element of humor. 
Of this we know no better example than Chaucer’s 
“ Disappearance of the Fairies’ — 


* A wooden bowl or platter, which the heggars carried 
with them to receive their alms in, these usually consist- 
ing of meal. 

+ Corn sent to the miller. 
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« Tn oldé dayés of the King Artour, 
Of which that Bretons speken great hondur, 
All was that Jand full filled of faerie ; 
The elf queen, with her jolly company, 
Danced full oft in many a greene 
This was the old opinion as I read ; 
I speak of many hundred years ago, 
But now can no man sce none elvés mo; 
For now the great charity and prayers, 
Of limitours and other holy freres, 
That searcben every land and every stream, 
As thick as motés in the sonné beam, 
Blessing halls, chambers, kitchenés, and boures, 
Cities and burghs, castles high and toures 
Thropés and bernés, shepénés and dairies, 
This maketh that there be no faeries ; 
For there as wont to walken was an elf, 
There walketh now the limitour himself. 
Women may now go safely up and down ; 
In every bush and under every tree, 
There zs none other incubus than ke.” 
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It is more easy to produce a humorous effect by 
bodily expression and manner than in wntings. A 
warm, beaming countcnance, an affectionate smile, 
and tones mirthful and soft, are more common than 
the power of combining wit and endearment ip 
words. Hence, we find many humorists in com- 
mon life, and on the stage; and hence painters 
and sketchers have been more successful in this 
region than poets. In our own day the sketches 
of George Cruickshank often exhibit the most gen- 
uine humor. 

With regard to Wit and Humor generally we 
have to remark that they are most effective in small 
doses, or with a large mixture of sterling matter 
of the serious kind. Interesting information, strong 
guod sense. vivid pictures, powerful eloquence or 
pathos, with a touch of wit occurring now and 
then, give the effect with the greatest degrce of 
relish. If Swift, Addison, and Sydney Smith, 
had not possessed intellects that would have made 
them great without their wit, they never would 
have been great with it. Nothing but a certain 
amount of sensible remark, and a few touches of 
character, keeps Sam Slick'’s writings from being 
unendurable. But in our greatest artists, who 
pour forth thought, imagery, and harmony, in 
grand profusion, and touch every chord of human 
nature, the ludicrous cannot easily be overdone ; 
and when it does occur its effect is enchanting. 

This is finely illustrated by a famous passage in 
the “ Birds” of Aristophanes, where the birds ex- 
pound their pretensions to illustrious descent, and 
their superiority to gods and men. It is a piece 
of lofty and vigorous poetry, yielding the ludicrous 
from the purpose it is made to serve :— 


« Ye children of man, whose life is a span, 
Protracted with sorrow from day to day, 
Naked and featherless, fecble and querulous, 
Sicklv, calamitous creatures of clay ! 

Attend to the words of the sovereign Birds, 
(Immortal, illustrious, lords of the air,) 

Who survey from on hich, with a merciful eye, 
Your struggles of misery, labor, and care. 
Whence you may learn and clearly discern 
Such truths as attract your inquisitive turn ; 
Which is busied of late with a mighty debate, 
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A profound speculation about the creation, 

And organical life, and chaotical strife, 

With various notions of heavenly motions, 

And rivers and oceans, and valleys and moun- 
tains, 

And sources of fountains. and meteors on high, 

And stars in the sky. We propose by and by 

(If you listen and hear) to make it all clear, 

And Prodicus henceforth shall pass for a dunce, 

When his doubts are explained and expounded 
at once. 

Before the creation of Æther and Light, 
Chaos and Night together were plight, 

In the dungeon of Erebus foully bedight. 
Nor ocean, or air, or substance was there, 
Or solid or rare, or figure or form, 

But horrible Tartarus ruled in the storm. 

At length, in the dreary chaotical closet 
Of Erebus old, was a privy deposit, 

By Night, the primeval, in secrecy laid: 

A mystical egg, that in silence and shade 

Was brooded and hatched ,—till time came about, 

And Love, the delightful, in glory flew out, 

In rapture and light, exulting and bright, 

Sparkling and florid, with stars in his forehead, 

His forehead and hair, and a flutter and flare, 

As he rose in the air, triumphantly furnished, 

To range his dominions, on glittering pinions, 

All golden and azure, and blooming and bur- 
nished. 

He soon, in the murky Tartarean recesses, 
With a hurricane’s might, in his fiery caresses 
impregnated Chaos, and hastily snatched 
To being and life, begotten and hatched 
The primitive birds; but the deities all, 

‘The celestial lights, the terrestrial ball, 

Were later of birth, with the dwellers on earth, 
More tamely combined, of a temperate kind ; 
When chaotical mixture approached to a fixture. 

Our antiquity proved, it remains to be shown 
That Love is our author and master alone ; 

Like him we can ramble, and gambol, and fly, 

O'er ocean and earth, and aloft to the sky ; 

And, all the world over, we’re friends to the 
lover ; 

And, when other means fail, we are found to pre- 
vail, 

When a peacock or pheasant is sent as a pres- 
ent.” 


Of the uses and benefits of man’s risible faculty 
in human life we should speak largely, if we had 
the power to express them. The amount of 
enjoyment that it causes is only to be described by 
those that can paint the blessings of sunshine, or 
the value of repose. In how many situations does 
it not smooth the intercourse of life? When we 
are thrown among strangers, when we encounter 
our fellows withont the means of sympathizing 
with them, a stroke of merriment is the ‘‘ touch 
of nature that makes the whole world kin.” 

Laughter is a source of prodigious moral power ; 
it is a weapon that can inflict pain and torture, and 
largely inftuence the actions of men. It keeps 
vanity, affectation, and singularity in check ; and 
can sometimes exterminate dignities, and abol- 
ish their worship. When opinions have been dis- 
proved to the satisfaction of all men that can judge 
of truth, their Jast hold of the human mind is 
generally dissolved in floods of ridicule, But, as 
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the masters of this weapon are not always qualified 
or careful to descriminate the false from the true, 
the best things have often to endure the ordeal of 
being laughed at. It was at one time said that 
ridicule is a test of truth; which can only mean, 
that what cannot be dethroned from the respect 
and worship of men by derision. and alliance with 
degrading ideas, is at least well established, and 
has probably some truth on its side. But the 
opinions that defy ridicule in one age often sink 
under it in another. 

We cannot refrain from repeating, that the 
great object that an artist must seek, in gratifying 
men through their sense of the ludicrous, is to 
arrest and delay the outburst of laughter, or so tu 
interweave the mirthful occasion with other feel- 
ings and actions, that the enjoyment may be pro- 
ionged and tranquil rather than brief and violent. 
The laughable should be converted into a season- 
ing of the serious purposes, the weighty actions 
and the elevated pleasures of existence. This is 
exactly what we mean by refincment; it is the 
application of intellect to husband and control the 
animal impulses. He that can use the stimulus 
of mirth to send home a truth, to impress a moral. 
to rouse to useful activity, is both a great artist 
and a benefactor of the species; and he that can 
enliven without fatiguing an assembly through a 
long evening by gentle and variegated touches of 
this one string, is a valuable agent in human life. 
The strong animal feelings are of themselves sud- 
den and exhausting; but it is possible so to 
interrupt and dam their current that they may run 
slowly and sweetly, and with a gradual effusion. 
Out of the most unpromising of passions, the feel- 
ing of terror, Mrs. Radcliffe has distilled the most 
exquisite fascination, by keeping the actual objects 
always at a distance, and merely suggesting them 
indirectly to thé imaginations of her readers. 
Abruptly to present to us a man in a mad fit of 
jealousy, would be simply to torture our sympa- 
thies and give unmixed pain; but to work up the 
case into a complicated tale of circumstance and 
plot—to give along with the main accident the 
entire train of events and the full embodiment of 
the love, the anger, and the despair—is to yield a 
feast of intellect and soul such as nothing but some 
terrible occasion could inspire. The passions 
without the intellect are brutish; the intellect 
without the passions is drivel. The greatest 
orator is not he that can produce sudden impulses, 
but he that can contro] the emotions and kindle up 
by their means an extensive surface of thought and 
resolution. The poet portrays the wrath of 
Achilles only through the manifold scenes and inci- 
dents of a ten years’ struggle. A human passion 
has no greatness except as woven into the varie- 
gated tissue of life; and life uninspired by strong 
emotion is void of interest. 

The greatest formal device for allying the ludi- 
crous with the panoramas and pictures of the living 
world is the superstructure of comedy. Here the 
action and reaction of man on man, in business. in 
pleasure, in ambitious pursuits and inglorious vices, 


358 


are displayed and irradiated by the flashes of 
laughable encounter. The convergence of dignity 
and littleness in one point is very easy when two 
parties are brought on the stage. In the inter- 
course of men, and in the dramatic representation 
of it, there is greater difficulty in keeping up level 
dignity than in producing incongruities. The dia- 
logues of companionship commonly yield more of 
murth than seriousness; and except where the 
ludicrous faculty is castrated, comedy is easier to 
write than tragedy. The smallest attempt of one 
man to influence another, is 80 liable to produce an 
effect different from what is proposed—to issue in 
a cross purpose, a bathos, or some disproportionate 
action—that one can scarcely say a word that 
does not run the risk of causing ajoke. A single 
person apart may keep his dignity unsoiled, and 
avoid being great and little at the same instant ; 
but when there are two, three, or many, acting 
together with all possible differences of character, 
we are sure that comedy and farce, and all the 
occasions of mirth, will be abundant. Accidents, 
the uncertainties of temper, the disappointments of 
daily life, and the whole fund of contradictions 
that occur to try human nature, contain every pos- 
sible mode of incompatibility, and produce, along 
with griefs and sorrows, triumphs and successes, 
the clash of unequal dignity and the outbursts of 
the ludicrous. If, therefore, a good selection of 
different characters, and a story full of cross inci- 
dents and uncertainties are put well together; 
above all, if a really dramatic dialogue can be 
composed, where the production of the ludicrous 
is kept in view, we have the main elements of a 
comedy. Low and vuloar as comedy may seem, 
it is a genuine poetic creation in this sense, that 
every character must be provided with a wide 
variety of specch and action in keeping with itself. 
The more richly each character can be displayed, 
the more abundant and expressive the touches 
whereby it is manifested, the greater means will 
there be of producing the comic effect ; and more- 
over, the ludicrous will be so much the more soft- 
ened and diluted by the presentation of harmonious 
life-pictures. There is of course room for a pecu- 
liar felicity in bringing about encounters of the 
truly laughable sort, which is the test of the high 
comic genius. Aristophanes rules supreme in the 
ancient world in this species of creation. As a 
specimen of his power we may quote the contest 
between Æschylus and Euripides for the tragic 
throne in the shades, before Bacchus, as umpire, 
who had come there to seek a dramatic poet, and 
at his arrival had found the dispute just commenc- 
ing. 
s‘ Bacchus. Come now begin, dispute away; but 
first I give you notice 
That every phrase in your discourse must be re- 
fined, avoiding | 
Vulgar absurd comparisons, and awkward silly 
jokings. 
Euripides. At the first outset I forbear to state my 
own pretensions ; 


, Hereafter I shall mention them, when his have 
been refuted ; 
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After I shall have fairly shown how he befooled 
and cheated 
The rustic audience that he found, which Phryni- 
chus bequeathed him; 
He planted first upon the stage a figure veiled 
and muffled, 
An a or a Niobe, that never showed their 
aces ; 
But kept a tragic attitude, without a word to 
utter. 
Bac. No more they did; ’tis very true— 
Eu. In the meanwhile the chorus 
Strung on ten strophes right-an-end, but they re- 
mained in silence. 
Bac. [liked that silence well enough; as well per- 
haps or better 
Than those new talking characters. 
Eu. That’s from your want of judgment, 
Believe me. 
Bac. Why perhaps it is—but what was his inten- 
tion ? 
Eu. Why mere conceit and insolence :—to keep 
the people waiting, 
Till Niobe should deign to speak—to drive his 
drama forward. 
Bac. O, what a rascal! 
‘used to play me. 
[To Æschylus, who is showing signs of 
indignation by various conturlions. } 
What makes you writhe and wince about? 
Eu. Because he feels my censures. 
Then having dragged and drawled along, half 
way to the conclusion, 
He foisted in a dozen words of noisy, boisterous 
accent, 
With lofty plumes, and shaggy brows, mere bug- 
bears of the language, 
That no man ever heard before. 
| 4s. Alas! Alas! 
Bac. [to Aeschylus] Have done there. 
Eu. He never used a simple word. 
Bac. [to Aeschylus] Don’t grind your teeth 
so strangely. 
Eu. But bulwarks and samanders and hippogriffs 
and gorgons, 
‘On burnished shields embossed in brass,’ bloody 
remorseless phrases, 
Which nobody could understand. 
Bac. Well, I confess for my part, 
I used to keep awake at night with guesses and 
conjectures 
To think what kind of foreign bird he meant by 
griffin-horses ; 
is. A figure on the heads of ships; you goose, 
you must have seen them. 
Bac. Well, from the likeness I declare I took it 
for Fruxis. 
Eu. So! Figures on the heads of ships are fit for 
tragic diction. 
Æs. Well, then, thou paltry wretch, explain— 
; what were your own devices? 
Eu. Not stories about flying stags, like yours, and 
griffin-horses ; 
Nor terms nor images derived from tap’stry, Per- 
sian hangings. 
When I received the muse from you, I found her 
puffed and pampered, 
With pompous sentences and terms, a eumbrous 
huge virago. 
My first attention was applied to make her look 
genteelly ; 
And bring her to a slighter shape by dint of 
lighter dict; 


Now I see the tricks he 
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I fed her with plain household phrase, and cool | 
familiar salad, 
With water-gruel episode, with sentimental jelly, 
With moral mincemeat; till at length I brought 
her into compass ; 
Cephisophon, who was my cook, contrived to! 
make them relish. i 
I kept my plots distinct and clear, and to prevent 
confusion, 
My leading characters rehearsed their pedigrees 
for prologues. 
Zs. °*T was well at least that you forbore to quote ' 
your own extraction. 
Eu. From the first opening of the scene all persons 
were In action ; 
The master spoke, the slave replied; the women, 
young and old ones, 
All had their equal share of talk. 
Æs. Come then, stand forth and tell us 
What forfeit Jess than death is due for such an 
innovation ? 
Eu. Idid it upon principle, from democratic mo- 
tives. 
Bac. Take care, my friend, upon that ground your 
footing is but ticklish. 
Eu. I taught those youths to specify— 
Æs. I say so too—moreover, 
I say that for the public good you ought to have ' 
been hanged first. 
Eu. The rules and forms of rhetoric, the laws of | 
composition ; 
To prate, to state, and in debate to meet a ques- 
tion fairly ; 
At a dead lift, to turn and shift, to make a nice 
distinction.” 


Ludicrous monologue, or general reflections of 
a mirthful kind, do not make comedy. It is not; 
enough to give the dramatic shape to a piece, and ' 
to produce comic effects in it; the effects must; 
arise from the clash of the characters themselves. 
Comedy is the mode of ludicrous embodiment that | 


From the Spectator. 
NEWS OF THE WEEK, ENDING OCTOBER 9. 


Hatr-way between the prorogation and the 
meeting of parliament is the time when rumors of 
‘¢ ministerial intentions’ are sure to appear; and 
the present season is no exception tothe rule. Sev- 
eral rumors are afloat—that the navigation-laws are 
to be abolished; that the Irish poor-law and tithe- 
act are to be abolished, the ecclesiastics and paupers 
to be supported by a kind of income-tax on land : 
that certain new offices are to be created, including 
one at the head of the issue department of the Bank 
of England; that Lord Palmerston is to resist for- 
eign intervention in Switzerland, as well as in Italy, 
&c. The foreign policy imputed to Lord Palmer- 
ston is inferred from the movements of his diplo- 
matic agents, and cannot yet be authentically un- 
derstood. The other reports rest on various grounds. 
It is tolerably certain that some new offices are to 
be created, but of what importance we do not know. 
The appointment of an official head to the issue de- 
partment of the bank has been mentioned by the 
Morning Post; and the idea probably originates in 
a rather general opinion as to the necessity of some 
such measure. If the appointment were made, it 
would seem to involve the absolute separation of 
the issue department from the bank, and its eleva- 
tion into a sort of ‘‘sub-treasury.’’ The rumor 
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essentially requires the form of the drama as its 
foundation. 

But we must consider laughter also as a philos- 
ophy, a mental support and consolation against the 
ills of life. That there should be a sect of laugh- 
ing philosophers, as well as cynics, stuics, epi- 
cureans, hermits, or weeping philosophers, is no 
marvel ; for many have triumphed over much mis- 
ery by the force of mirth. We cannot drive away 
the immediate pressure of distress; but the inter- 
vals of actual hunger, pain, or sickening disap- 
pointment, may be spent in a cheerful mood, rather 
than in gloomy forebodings and recollections. Even 
the sense of present uneasiness may be alleviated 
by a turn given to the thoughts and feelings, which 
is what we call philosophy. Thus we have the 
philosophy of Tullochgorum and John o’Badenym, 
which prescribes music and song ; the philosophy 
of the poet, who, Goethe says, has received from 
nature the right enjoyment of the world ; the phi- 
losophy that bids us drive away care by labor; the 
influence of the affections and friendship ; the love 
of knowledge; and many others. But we have 
Burns, and Jean Paul, and thousands besides, who 
have filled up the periods of life-wearincss, and 
eased the load of pain, by converting everything 
into fun and jollity. The light-hearted Irishman 
has often been known, in the dreary fatigues of a 
campaign, to keep up the spirits of a company by 
turning the laugh against each occurring misery. 
It were well, however, that the gifts of the poor 
Irish in this particular were not quite so great. 
There is a certain seriousness in keeping with the 
realities of life, and the laughing, and all other 
philosophies that blind us to these, only lead us to 
destruction. 
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about the two Irish measures is put forth by an 
evening paper tof Dublin in the landlord interest, 
perhaps as a suggestion ; the suggester, however, 
affecting to deprecate encroachment on the estab- 
lished church. 

The repeal or sweeping modification of the nav- 
igation-laws, is an inference drawn from some symp- 
tomatic phenomena in the press. The current 
number of the Edinburgh Review contains an elab- 
orate and effective exposé of the navigation-laws, 
their profitless restrictions and mischievous inter- 
ference with trade. According to the Rertew, the 
presumption that protection is injurious even to the 
shipping interest is justified by the facts : our ship- 
builders are best protected by their own skill and 
peculiar command of resources. The advocacy, 
indeed, is all on one side ; which might raise a 
doubt of its absolute trustworthiness. But the im- 
portance of the paper, echoed by the Morning 
Chronicleand the Times, consists not so much in 
its arguments as in the probable inference which it 
suggests, that the laws thus assailed by the whig 
organ are to be broken down by the whig govern- 
ment. It looks like the official gift of an ill name 
to the dog as a preliminary to the official hanging. 

As the whig Quarterly is supposed to foreshadow 
the whig policy, so the Quartcr/y Review endeavors 
to establish a policy for the opposition—the veri 
table opposition, the country party, real tories, or 
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anti-Peelites. The principal political paper in the | good French, that “it ought to be so:” if Pope 


new number proclaims the alarming fact that Sir} Pius the Ninth is not diplomatically infallible, Prince: 


Robert Peel is evidently intending to take up a | Metternich virtually admits that his holiness ought to 
neutral position, in order to arbitrate between the | be so; and the Latin construction of the treaty is 
contending whig and country parties; and the | made for the nonce to override the idiom of diplo- 
Quarterly earnestly calls upon the true tories to pre- | macy. This is well for all parties. 
vent his taking or using that commanding position.) The Morning Chronicle, a journal which has 
They are requested to defeat his plan, by not en-| watched Italian affairs with assiduity and discussed 
tering into needless contest with ministers, and by | them with zeal and judgment, observes, that if 
themselves predccupying the coveted position of |‘ Austria has given way for the moment,” it is 
neutrality, so as to arbitrate between whigs and! ‘‘ only to recommence her antagonism to Italian 
Peel-conservatives. The whig policy, we know, | liberty under different circumstances, on more spe- 
has all along been to arbitrate between the conser- | cious pretexts, and at times and places more favor- 
vatives and the tories. There is something very | able to her.’? No doubt; and the warning of our 
ludicrous in this anxious watching of the coun-! contemporary, that Italy should not cease to be vig- 
tenance which Sir Robert Peel maintains with; ilant and united, is just. But still this pacific retro- 
provokingly untranslatable placidity, and in this grade movement on the part of Austria is a true vic- 
intense competition for the post of ‘ arbiter.’’| tory for Italy, not the less valuable in that it costs no 
Neither party is to oppose, scarcely to propose, any- | blood nor any loss even to Austria herself. Quite the 
thing, lest the third party should take advantage of | reverse. Absolutism is a political principle as well 
the equal contest to dispose of events at its own |as popular liberty; it is not yet extinct, and is not 
pleasure. This would be a dead lock. to be disposed of by a stroke of the pen in journal 
Fortunately for the country, however, the balance | or edict ; it will, it must continue to vindicate its 
is not so even as the Quarterly hopes ; nor is cither of existence for some time longer in a region where it 
the two parties to which it stands opposed actuated | has been so long established. The utmost that ean 
by motives of mere neutrality. The whig ministers, | be expected is, that the contest shall be fair and 
in their capacity of liberals, are under a compulsion ! open, without miscalculation or waste of power on 
to be active, not passive—positive, not negative ; | either side ; so that the mean result of the two re- 
and, however they might prefer a neutral policy, it sisting forces shall be ascertained and established 
is clear that they are precluded from it. Neutrality | with as little disturbance as possible. It is well for 
is no characteristic of the ex-premier’s position—let' both sides to know, not only their own, but each 
not the Quartrr/y delude its faithful with any such‘ other’s strength. Jt will save much loss, much 
hope: the policy which he has expressly enunci-| misery, much time, and much future unsettlement, 
ated as the one which he will support is a cautious | if they attain to that useful knowledge. The peace 
but diligent endeavor to promote the material wel- | of Italy will be promoted by nothing more than by a 
fare of the empire in all its parts; a policy above ' clear understanding as to what is possible, and what 
faction, but not neutral, nor one to be counteracted ‘is not yetso. A clear understanding on such points 
by the strategy of neutrality. would tend more thin anything to make even Austria 
revise her policy. The total extinction of absolutism 
The dreaded ‘‘ 4th” of the month appears to have | as an opinion in England, indicated by the extinction 
put a stop to the failures in the city by the neutral- | of the tory party and its ‘* divine nght’’ tenets, is not 
izing effects of a general panic; as homepathic | an isolated fact, nor without its corresponding ad- 


medicines profess to cure a disease by inducing its | vancement of opinion in other countries. Prussia. 
like. After ten days or a fortnight of disasters as; however reluctantly, has altered the standard of 
regularly recurring as the daily post, ‘the 4th’?! opinion for all Germany. ‘The elevation of Pius to 
was expected to bring on a terrific crisis—a kind of the popedom is an historical fact. Even Prince 
universal dissolution. ‘The conduct of the bank! Metternich seems capable of reading these signs. 
was watched with anxiety. It had postponed its; But Prince Metternich is not immortal; and not 
restrictive policy, as if, with malice prepense, it; many years hence, Austria as well as France must 
meant to suffer the pressure to become as bad as/ ‘turn over a new leaf,” if only because the presid- 
possible in order that the reaction might come with ' ing genius of the present system will have disap- 
the more destructive jar. And it did pull up with i peared from the scene. It is well that the native 
a tremendous jerk, refusing to renew loans even on: statesmen should approach that inevitable revision 
public securities! The money-market was as-| of Austria’s position with all the practical experi- 
tounded ; the usual epithets enjoyed by the writers | ence that can be crammed into the interval. Peace- 
of those revolutionary epics the * city articles’ —/ ful energy is the outward sign of commanding 
such as ‘‘ agitation,” ‘‘ sensation,” ‘alarm,”’ or; power: if Italy can display that, Austria will be 
even ‘* panic’ ’—fail to represent the condition of į taught lessons yet unlearned. And it has for- 
the most sensitive of communities : it was stunned | tunately happened that the attention of Furope has 
—an Irishman would say “ kilt ’—a Cockney, still} been drawn to Italy in a manner favorable to the 
more expressively, ‘ flabbergasted.’ Despair, in- | fostering of her independence, and to the friendly 
dignation, and helpless bewilderment, possessed the | checking of any untoward indiscretions. 
enraged multitude on ’change. But, somehow, the —_———— 
succession of downfalls stopped. Odd, but true. Awonce the deaths of the week. that of Mr. R. B. 
—— Peake will be observed with regret. Mr. Peake 
Our peaceful anticipations for Italy are so far jus- | was the author of numerous and for the most part 
tified, that Austria has retracted from its aggressive ' successful dramatic picces ; for several years he had 
position and evacuated Ferrara. Prince Metternich | been treasurer of the Lyceum Theatre; and he was 
has not stood upon the technical right on which his | esteemed for his talents, his probity, and his ami- 
subordinates insisted. He has emulated the denizen | able disposition. The Times states that Mr. Peake 
of the politest nation in the world, who replied to leaves a numerous family in difficult circum- 
the English lady’s fear lest what she had said was not | stances. 
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THE PSEUDO-MESSIAH 


From the Dublin University Magazine. 


NARAYUN BAWA, THE PSEUDO-MESSIAH OF THE 
MAHRATTAS. 


Axsour the end of the year 1829, there appeared 
in the Deckan an extraordinary child, who gave 
rise to one of the strangest, and, for the brief 
period of its duration, one of the most powerful 
movements of religious fanaticism ever witnessed ; 
and whose career, had it not been suddenly cut 
short by a premature and violent death, might 
have led to the establishment of a new form of 
worship, and possibly to some serious political 
convulsion. Although seventeen years have been 
sufficient—in the rapid succession of political 
events of great magnitude, and the constant flux 
to which the British-Indian public is subject—to 
make the memory of this individual almost forgot- 
ten, and his very name unknown to a majority of 
those who now compose Anglo-Indian society, 
those who were in Bombay, the Deckan, or the 
Southern Conkan, in the early part of the year 
1830, must well remember the unbounded excite- 
ment which prevailed on the subject of this child, 
through all the territories subject to the govern- 
ment of Bombay ; and which, sometime before his 
decease, had, from a religious, gradually begun 
to assume a political character. A brief rec- 
ord of his career, therefore, besides presenting a 
peculiar phase of Hindoo supernaturalism, body- 
ing forth in a recent living example their theory 
of divine appearances upon earth, and, perhaps, 
illustrating the mode in which former heroic or 
remarkable men were elevated into incarnations 
of the deity, may be useful also on political 
grounds. 

The proper name of this child was Narayu 
Powar ; but he soon became distinguished by the 
title of Narayun Bawa, the Holy Narayun; and, 
ultimately, by that of Narayun Deo, the God Nara- 
yun. He was the son of a peasant named Powar, 
and born in Pimpoordee, a village belonging to the 
Raja of Sattara, situated about sixteen miles north 
of Sattara, and east of Waee. Of his earlier 
infancy nothing certain is known; but at the age 
of eight years, he had become famous in the 
neighborhood for the extraordinary faculty which 
he possessed, of catching and controlling venomous 
serpents. He went about the fields and the rocks, 
the ditches and walls of loose stones, enticing or 
dragging these reptiles from their holes and lurk- 
ing places, and handled them with the greatest 
fearlessness. He seemed vested with a predilec- 
tion for, and a command over, these creatures, 
equally singular. He had them continually twined 
round his arms and neck; played with them as 
other children would with kittens; petted or 
chided, fondled or chastised them with equal impu- 
nity. They came at his summons, and departed 
at his bidding ; several were constantly around 
him; he appeared, in fact, to live among them 
and contro] them at his will. 

How he had become invested with, or acquired 
0 extraordinary a faculty, his parents could not or 
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would not tell ; and it is difficult now to determine 
If the assumption of his disciples, that he was 
endowed with preternatural power, be, on the one 
hand, inadmissible ; on the other, it is difficult tu 
imagine by what process of tuition an art so diffi- 
cult and dangerous could have been taught so 
young a child. Nor is it easy to conceive a 
motive strong enough to induce parents possessed 
of ordinary filial affection, (a feeling very strong in 
the Hindoos,) to expose their infant to the risks 
of so deadly an experiment—one which, as the 
event showed, must ultimately prove fatal to him. 
It has been imagined that the whole secret lay in 
his having about his person, or being rubbed with 
the juice of, some particular herb, the smell of 
which had the power of attracting the snakes, and, 
at the same time, overpowering their noxious qual- 
ities, by inducing a sort of voluptuous intoxication. 
There are certainly reports of the existence of such 
a plant, and its alleged effects upon the snakes 
would not be greater than those which certain 
herbs produce upon other animals. ‘The existence 
of the antidote which the Mungoos swallow after 
being bitten, is, we believe. unquestioned ; and it 
is, at all events, a more rational wav of escaping 
a difficulty, to give nature credit for powers not 
generally known, than to resort to the supernatu- 
ral without an adequate necessity. 

But, whatever the nature of his power or his 
art, it was soon bruited abroad with considerable 
exaggeration ; and his own family, in conjunction 
with some brahmins, began to turn it to account. 
They gave out that Narayun, whom they now 
began, for the first time, to dignify with the addi- 
tion of Bawa, or ‘ The Holy,” was not an ordi- 
nary mortal, but the incarnation of some divinity, 
born into the world for the deliverance of the 
human, or, at least, the Hindoo race. Strange, 
mysterious words were said to have fallen from 
him at times, revealing glimpses of his real nature, 
and the purpose for which he was come. In gen- 
eral, he was so far from being a grave child, that 
he was distinguished among all his companions for 
his sportive disposition, his love of merriment, and 
his addiction to gambling. He never would wear 
clothes, which, indeed, Hindoo children at his age 
seldom do, but ran about naked; and when not 
engaged with his favorite serpents, he would be 
|found seated among a crowd of children, playing 

with them at cowries. These shells, it should be 
remarked, are used in India as dice; six or seven 
being thrown, the varying numbers of shells which 
fall with the orifice up and down at each throw, 
give the requisite variety of chances. 

This sportive, mercurial character, and this 
habit of gambling, which, in Europe, would have 
been fatal to all pretensions to holiness, rather 
aided than impeded the opinion which his friends 
wished to spread respecting him. For, according 
to the notions of the Hindoos, sportiveness is a 
characteristic of deity, when emerging from eter- 
nity, unity, and quiescence, into time, variety and 
action, All the phenomena of nature are but the 
sporting of the divinity—the maya, or illusion, by 
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which he deceives, confounds, and evades our 
senses. So, the tremendous battles of Rama, and 
the wanton amors of Krishna, were alike but 
‘ KRIDA” and ‘‘ MaYa,” sport and illusion. The 
whole universe is an unsubstantial, cloud-built, 
flitting pageant—a shifting, deceptive panorama or 
phantasmagoria—a sleight, a game, with which 
the divinity, like a skilful juggler, cheats our per- 
ceptions and baffles our inquiry. Cunformably to 
these views, Narayun’s fondness for play and 
gambling were set down and reverenced as KRIDA 
and Maya—divine sport and illusion. The little 
boy, throwing up cowries, or pelting his playfellows 
with mud, beheld by the eye of faith, and through 
the medium of the maya doctrine, was no longer 
the urchin Narayun Powar, but the God Narayun, 
sporting with worlds. 

The false ever stimulates the true—the demo- 
niacal apes the divine. ‘To this imagined Messiah 
of the Mahratta nation, there was not wanting a 
Baptist to go before his face, and prepare his way 
—to announce his mission—to bear testimony to 
his divinity. Balkrishna, the brahmin koolkurnee, 
or village registrar of Pimpoordee, undertook this 
office. Selecting a small rivulet in the neighbor- 
hood, he there established a teerth, or place of 
sacred bathing, in the name of Narayun Deo, the 
living God Narayun. Thither were invited pil- 
grims from all quarters, to come and purify them- 
selves in the sacred waters; thither the sinner was 
summoned to be washed—the faithful to offer up 
their sacred vows—the weary and distressed to 
obtain rest, and a deliverance from worldly cares— 
the sick to be healed, in the name of Narayun. 
The diseased of all denominations flocked to the 
spot from every quarter, bathed in the stream, and 
sat down upon the banks, awaiting the destined 
hour of their deliverance. The blind, the lame, 
the leper, and the cripple, were there in great 
numbers and in great hope ; for rumor had spread 
abroad through the country that many lepers had 
been healed, and many blind had received their 
sight. Parties appeared in Bombay and Poonah, 
who averred they had been cured by Narayun: 
and these assertions of one or two strangers, whose 
history it was impossible to trace, or whose truth 
to test, were multiplied a hundred-fold by the voice 
of popular exaggeration, and increased the gencral 
ferment and delusion. On the spot no cure was 
publicly witnessed ; indeed, none appears to have 
been formally attempted. Each was told to bathe 
—to lay his offering at the feet of Narayun—to 
worship, offer up his prayer or his vow, and then 
retire, and await, in silent resignation and hope, 
conjoined with a frequent repetition of bathing in 
the sacred rivulet, the hour when it might please 
the divinity to fulfil it. 

Evangelists were not wanting to record Na- 
rayun’s actions, nor apostles to proclaim his mission 
and his doctrine. He was saon attended by a 
crowd cf brahmins, of whom four were specially 
employed in registering his words and actions— 
the miracles and cures alleged to have been per- 
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formed by him, and the vows offered ap in his 
name. One of these legendary gospels, of which 
a copy got into circulation, amounted to about three 
hundred foolscap sides in manuscript. Other of 
his bralimin disciples were sedulous in spreading 
his fame and inculcating his doctrine upon all who 
approached the pilgrimage, whether from faith or 
curiosity. The doctrine which he is represented 
as having preached, and which, at all events, his 
apostles preached in his name, amounted to this : 
that men should no longer worship gods of wood 
or stone; that all faith should be placed in Arm, 
the living divinity, come to deliver the world. 
The deliverance thus promised and looked for, 
seems to have been like that expected by the Jews 
from their Messiah, an earthly one—from physical 
evil and political servitude. Foreign dominion 
was to cease—Narayun to obtain supremacy ; the 
wicked and impure to be exterminated, piety to 
flourish, the golden age to return. 

Miracles were not wanting to confirm his mis- 
sion; they are cheap in India. Besides the details 
of cures, alleged to have been performed on the 
blind, the lame, and the leper, who, as all the 
new arrivals were told, had gone away rejoicing ; 
and of vows made in distant places, and fulfilled 
by Narayun ; other marvels were narrated of him. 
When his uncle, unable to pay the balance of his 
land-tax to the revenue officers of the rajah of 
Sattara, was taken before the chowdry, and a 
large stone placed upon his head, (a common mode 
of torture resorted to under Mahratta governments, 
for the purpose of extorting payment from recu- 
sants,) Narayun, beholding his distressed situa- 
tion, and filled with indignation at the outrage, 
miraculously removed the stone, and miraculously 
produced the sum that was demanded. When the 
rajah himself came to visit him and commanded 
his attendance, he refused to obey the summons, 
and ordered the rajah to wait upon him. The 
incredulous rajah demanded a sign, and Naravun 
ordered a large rock to transport itseif from its 
native bed, and move to an opposite hillock in his 
presence. These and similar feats of thauma- 
turgy, were narrated to all comers; and, from the 
wonderful command which they beheld him dailv 
exercise over the snakes that were broucht to him 
from every quarter, such tales reccived a ready 
credence. 

Prophecies were not wanting. An ancient 
prediction of the poet Toolseedas, referring to a 
period not far distant from that in which Narayun 
appeared, was pressed into his scrvice. It foretells 
the appearance of an extraordinary person, who is 
to obtain political supremacy in India, and termi- 
inate all foreign dominion ; and the person so fore- 
‘told is not to be a mere man, though m human 
form, but an incarnation of Indrajit, the son of 
Rawun. Rawun, as perhaps most of our readers 
know, was a gigantic, many-armed, many-headed 
demon, or Titan—-a Hindoo Briareus, who, some 
thousands of years ago, was king of Lunka, or 
Ceylon, and was slain by the god Rama, at the 
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end of the war which is celebrated in the Ra- 
mayun, the Hindoo Iliad.* 

In this war, Indrajit, too, was slain by Luxoo- 
mun, Rama’s brother. It may be wondered at, 
that the son of a demon should have so glorious 
a future destiny predicted him; or that those who 
wished to represent Narayun as a god, should thus 
identify him with a titanic hero. But, through 
the whole Hindoo system, the demoniacal or t- 
tanic nature and the divine melt into each other. 
Their external phenomena are opposed, but this 
is maya, or illusion :—their internal essence is 
one. Indrajit, in his former appearance on earth, 
had himself overcome the god Indra, (the atmos- 
pheric Jove,) and wrested the thunderbolt from 
him.t Rawun, his father, was, although a Titan, 
an ascetic of exalted devotion. His very death, 
at the hand of the god Rama, was a glorious re- 
ward for this virtue. In the pantheistic and mys- 
tic views of the Hindoos, all oppositions and 
diversities are reconciled in unity. ‘The apparent 
enmity and punishment of the devout demon king 
was only external maya, phenomenal illusion ; the 
hostile contact, the death-embrace with Rama, was, 
in reality, union with the divinity ! 

There was, therefore, no difficulty on the score 
of Indrajit’s former titanic character :—this was 
quite consistent with his now coming as a god and 
deliverer of mankind. All that was necessary 
was, to make the verses of Toolsee-das fit Narayun 
Deo. This, with the help of a little interpolation, 
was easily effected ; and the prediction, thus al- 
tered, was speedily circulated, and before long was 
in every hand and on every tongue, through the 
Mahratta country. 


* Rawun had, like Paris, carried off Sita, the wife of 
Rama. Rama and his brother Luxoomun, like the two 
Atrides, laid siege to the ravisher’s capital, which they 
took and burnt, as the Greeks did Troy; recovering the 
imprisoned beauty, and slaying her captor and all his 
family. Every exhibition alarko. transparencies, or 
other pyrotechny, is to this day called Lunka by the Hin- 
doos, as representing the superb conflagration of that city 
produced [ one of Rama's most efficient allies, the 
monkey-god, Hunoomun, commander of the army of 
monkeys, who assisted Rama's operations. Hunoomun 
allowed his tail—a tail some miles long—to get into 
jeopardy among the besieged, and they imprudently 
wreaked their vengeance on this formidable member, by 
setting it on fire, and feeding the flame with all the avail- 
able oil in the city. But as soon as it was well kindled, 
Hunoomun commenced wagging it to and fro through 
their capital, and thereby produced the most magnificent 
conflagration on record. 

t Perhaps, like Franklin, of whom it is said, metaphor- 
ically, Eripuit fulmen cælo. Indeed, one is led to suspect 
that Rawnn and his son were in reality men of great sci- 
entific resources. A remark on this subject was once 
made to us by a Hindoo, which is so curious that we here 
record it :—“ The Hindoos, who watch and reflect upon 
the proceedings and achievements of you Europeans, say 
that all your actions resemble those attributed in our 
Poorans or religious poems, to giants and demons. Thus 
it is said in the Ramayun, that Rawun had taken several 
of the gods prisoners, and made them his household ser- 
vants. The god Agni (fire) was his cook, and dressed 
nis food ; the god Wayoo (wind) was his housemaid, and 
ele his chamber; the god Waroonu (water) was his 

rdener, and watered his trees; and so with the rest. 

ou, too, have mastered and imprisoned these elements, 
and make them serve you. The wind works your ships : 
the ether (gas) lights your houses; you have harnessed 
the fire and water like horses to your carriages and your 
steamers ; they werk in your mills,and coin your money.” 
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The following is a translation of the metrical 
prophecy of the poet Toolsee-das. It was written 
during the supremacy of the Mogul or Turkish 
dynasty, whose fall it predicts; and the first, sec- 
ond, fourth, and fifth stanzas, being found in most 
copies, may be considered genuine. The long 
third stanza, however, is not in any old copy, and 
must have been specially framed to represent the 
rise and fall of the British power in the Deckan. 
The particular locality and the healing of disease 
are evidently introduced to adapt it to Narayun 
Deo. It will be observed, too, that the four last 
lines of this stanza repeat, in a combined form, 
particulars mentioned separately in the first, fourth, 
and fifth stanzas: and the omission of the whole 
third stanza will not injure the sense of the genu- 
ine prophecy. It is clearly an interpolation and a 
forgery. ‘The nineteenth century of Vikrumajit, 
within which the prophecy was to be accomplished, 
terminates in 1844. The fifteenth year of the 
British rule in the Deckan, when it was to be 
overthrown, and the year Nundun, when Indrajit 
was to establish his supremacy at Delhi, and the 
new golden period of eighty years was to com- 
mence, corresvond with 1832—33. 


OF THE MAHRATTAS. 


PROPHECY OF THE POET TOOLSEE-DAS. 


I 


‘© Why, mind, art thou impatient? There shall 
come, 
Within one thousand and nine hundred years, 
A destined period, when Indrajit, 
The son of Rawun, shall again be born. 


II. 


« Why, mind, art thou impatient !—for, behold ! 
The splendor of the Turkish race shall fade, 
Even as a garment fretted by the moth: 

And tothe North, the South, the East, the West, 
The destined one his kingdom shall set up. 


III. 


‘¢ Why, mind, art thou impatient ?—ere that day, 
Large armies of a race impure shall come 
Into the Deckan, and set up a sway 
For a brief period, which shall wane away 
And perish of itself. Behold! behold ! 
Out of the sea—with hat upon his head— 
A reddish-bodied waterman shall come, 
To man nor woman working aught of good, 
And hold dominion for some fifteen years ; 
Till Indrajit, the son of mighty Rawun, 
In Huree Bulevunt Punchal’s land be born ; 
At Delhi he shall rule for eighty years ; 
Shall heal disease, and shall consume the wicked. 


IV. 


‘« Why, mind, art thou impatient? In that day 
Bhoolbula, born in Powar’s ancient race, 
Shall rule at Delhi. In the year called Nundun, 
In the sixth day of Vusunt’s vernal season, 
There shall be spread his regal canopy. 


vV. 


“ Why, mind, art thou impatient? Eighty years 
This golden age shall Jast ;—virtue shall flourish, 
And all the wicked be destroyed ;—by aid 
Of Rughoobeer, thus Toolsee-das [foretells].”" 
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Psalmists were not wanting to hymn Narayun’s 
praise. Many hymns and canticles were composed 
in his honor by the brahmins around him, and for- 
warded to every quarter to increase his celebrity. 
Of these we subjoin one which was circulated at 
an early stage of his appearance, and became very 
widely known— 


TRANSLATION OF AN UBHUNG OR METRICAL HYNN, 
IN PRAISE OF NARAYUN DEO. 


Composed and circulated by Balcrishna, the Koolkurnee or 
Registrar of the village of Pimpoordee. 


I. 


s“ In the hamlet of Pimpoordee, 
In the ancient line of Powar, 
Young Narayun rose to life. 
Numbering only eight brief summers, 
But in glory all outgrowing, J 
Young in years and old in fame. 
Gathering all the children round him, 
On the ground behold him sporting, 
Or with cowries joyous play. 
Hark to Balcrishna’s cry !— Approach all ye who 
will, 
And be delivered from the toils of life!’ 


II. 


« Rumor spread, the infant played with 
Scorpions, snakes, and deadly reptiles, 
Granting every faithful vow. 
On the ocean, oh, Navavun' 
Tempest-tossed a vessel labored, 
And had perished but for thee. 
Thee the mariners remembering, 
Straight thou gavest them assistance, 
And conveyedst the ship to port. 
Hark to Balcrighna's cry !—‘ Have pity on him, 
And keep him free from worldly griefs and cares !’ 


III. 


‘¢ Thou delightest most in serpents, 
Loving still their folds to handle, 
And to twine them round thy neck. 
Thou delightest, too, with children 
Blithe to sport, without apparel, 
And with cowry shells to play. 
Hark to Balcrishna’s cry !— Oh be his guide, 
Nor let him into mental darkness fall !’ 


IV. 


‘¢ From the hills, the vales, the cities, 
Speeding fast to meet Narayun, 
See the trooping serpents come! 
Thou art called by men Narayun, 
But thy real name is hidden: 
What thy nature none can tell! 
Hark to Balcrishna’s cry !—‘ In Powar’s line, 
To free the world, the world’s deliverer ’s come!’ 


vV. 


‘© At the moment most auspicious 
Broken was the cocoa-nut, 
And drawn the lines triangular. 
For Phuta-pooree,* at his bidding, 
Up shall rise a mighty city— 
In his hands the fate of men! 
Hark to Balcrishna’s cry !—‘ Remember, men, 
Remember our deliverer is come!’ 


* i. e., City of Victory. 
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VI. 


« To the king, Narayun’s uncle 
Owed a balance for the impost 
Of his land, rupees fifteen. 
To the chowdry he was taken ; 
On his head, to force the payment, 
Quick they placed a heavy stone. 
Strolling by, Narayan wondering, 
Saw and questioned—* Why, oh! uncle, 
Is this stone upon thy head?’ 
He replied, because a balance 
Of rupees fifteen is due, and 
I have not the power to pay. 
Filled with wrath, the child indignant, 
Heaved the stone from off hia head, and 
Paid the sirkar’s money down. 
Hark to Balerishna’s cry !— To magnify his name, 
From all their woes his worshippers he frees.’ ”? 


» 4 
wn 


Narayun’s fame was now spread throughout 
western India. He was established in the minds 
of men as an incarnation of the deity, and the most 
extravagant expectations began to be entertained 
of the results which he was to achieve. As Rama 
and Krishna had in former times rid the earth of 
demons and giants, and overthrown the dominion 
of wicked men, so he was destined to put an end to 
the rule of the European barbarians. One writer 
from the Deckan, describing the excitement which 
had been prevalent there, says, in a letter published 
just after Narayun's death— 


‘s Thousands flocked from every part of the 
country to see this new deity; and besides those 
who went expressly for the purpose of prostrating 
themselves before him, all travellers were sure to 
take that road, who had any business at Waee or 
Sattara. Crowds of blind and of lepers also flocked 
to Pimpoordee from all quarters, expecting to obtain 
deliverance, now that a god had condescended to 
dwell with men. Many lepers were seated beside 
a rivulet, waiting for a miraculous cure, and it was 
given out throughout the country that several 
lepers had been cured, and several blind had received 
their sight.’’ 


In another published letter from Poona is the 
following— 


‘‘T suppose you must have heard of Narayun 
Bawa, the miraculous child of Pimpoordee, who 
was said to raise the dead, tu make the blind to 
see, the deaf to hear, the lame to walk, &c. The 
general infatuation respecting him here was truly 
astonishing ; even the most sensible natives did not 
escape. Immense crowds left Poona every day, to 
visit him during his brief career. One day I was 
told that there had been a report thata large snake 
summoned by Narayun Bawa from Peitun, had 
arrived at the temple of Mumma Devee, (the Prot- 
estant church, dedicated to St. Mary,) whither a 
great many people had gone in consequence.” 


Even in Bombay, where the commercial spirit, 
the spread of education, the constant intercourse 
with Europeans, and the impressions received from 
daily witnessing the resources of British power 
and science, displayed in the arsenal, shipping, 
dock-yard, and mint, have generated a wholesome 
scepticism as to the miraculous power of pretended 
gods and saints; even here the madness took to 
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such an extent, that, within two or three months, 
no less than ten thousand pilgrims, many of them 
men of wealth and rank, set off to bow before the 
feet of Narayun. ‘The plain around Pimpoordee 
had by this time become an immense encampment 
of pilgrims, and bid fair to realize the prophecy of 
amighty city arising at the bidding of Narayun. 
The house of his parents had now become a sacred 
shrine, as the neighboring rivulet had become a 
stream for holy ablution. Both throve apace. 
His family and the administering brahmins were 
rapidly growing rich ; for on all that bathed in the 
waters, or bowed to the divinity, a tax was levied. 
Even the blind beggars were not exempt. Many 
persons also at a distance, who were themselves 
unable to come, made vows, which they forwarded 
with their offerings to the shrine. 

To complete the establishment of Narayun, a 
little girl at the village of Sonee, who was also 
said to be gifted with miraculous powers, was set 
up as his intended bride (for the former incarna- 
tions, Rama and Krishna, had married) and on a 
certain day, it was rumored, he would cause a 
magnificently caparisoned steed to rise out of the 
earth, on which he was to proceed to meet her. 
She was given out to be an incarnation of some 
female deity. 

Narayun Bawa had now been about six months 
before the public. His divinity was established. 
His fame, the number of his worshippers, the 
amount of offerings, the vows sent to be regis- 
tered, the pilgrims crowding to his presence, were 
all increasing so rapidly, that men began to won- 
der what would be the upshot of this daily accu- 
mulating enthusiasm. The rajah of Sattara was 
very uneasy. It would appear that he had dis- 
credited and disliked the pretensions of Narayun 
from the first; and, at an interview which took 
place, he allowed something of his doubts and his 
enmity to transpire. His scepticism must not be 
set down entirely to his good sense and enlightened 
views. Facts have since come to light—if we are 
to credit the allegations made in the public papers, 
and at the time uncontradicted—which afford a 
very curious and sufficient reason for his opposi- 
tion, at the same time that they prove that the 
rajah was quite as credulous and superstitious as 
the rest of his countrymen. One of the ladies of 
his court, the wife of one of his ministers, had, it 
appears, been for many years subject to fall into 
trances during which she was filled with a WAREN, 
aveuna, or spirit of vaticination. In these periods 
of inward lucidity, she had given utterance to a 
series of predictions, promising the raja the most 
extravagant destiny—the recovery of the old Hin- 
doo empire over all the nations professing Hindoo- 
ism, &c. These predictions were regularly taken 
down as uttered, by her husband, or some other 
party, for the benefit of the raja. Copies of them 
were found in the Zenana after the raja’s deposi- 
tion by Sir James Carnac; and of other papers, 
showing that his highness placed implicit credence 
in them, and acted upon them. There is little 
doubt that they mainly contributed to his ruin. It 
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was wittily remarked by a native, when speaking 
on this subject—‘‘The Jady’s warén (familiar 
spirit) promised that he should remove his throne 
to Delhi, (an expression implying his obtaining 
the whole empire of Hindostan;) and the proph- 
ecy is now fulfilled—he has been removed to 
Delhi or its neighborhood.” This fact, only 
recently discovered, fully accounts for the opposi- 
tion which the raja alone, of all the Mahratta nation, 
offered to Narayun Bawa's pretensions. Looking 
upon himself as the person, who, according to the 
voice of prophecy, was destined to achieve univer- 
sal dominion, and expel the British, he could ill 
brook the rival claims set up for this child, as the 
incarnation of Indrajit, foretold by Toolscerdas. 
The progress of his worship, therefore, caused 
him considerable uneasiness, not unmixed with 
fear. But, indeed, this is not to be wondered at; 
for stronger minds than his had been shaken by 
the accounts which every day brought, of new 
wonders performed by this extraordinary child, 
and by the rapidity with which all men seemed 
forced to own and bow to his divinity. At the 
time the mania was at its height, the writer of this 
paper asked a European gentleman of distinguished 
attainments as a scholar, and a firm believer in 
Christianity, what was his opinion of Narayun 
Bawa? His reply was as follows :—‘ The facts 
which I have heard have quite staggered me: the 
whole Hindoo population are thoroughly convinced 
of the divinity of this child, and are going mad 
after him. Kt is impossible to say what extraordi- 
nary means God may see fit to adopt for the spirit- 
ual recovery of the Hindoos. Ordinary means and 
missions secin to have failed with them.” 

But in the midst of all this enthusiasm and 
expectation, a message of dismay came to every 
city—‘* Narayun Bawa is dead!” At first no 
one would believe it; but the next day cume other 
messengers with further tidings; and while they 
confirmed the fact of his death, they brought with 
them the assurance that he was to rise again in a 
few days. 

Jt appears that while Narayun was as usual 
exhibiting his control over al] the snakes brought 
to him by strangers, a mhar, or pariah, produced 
a very large one, which he said he had brought 
all the way from Benares, or some other far-off 
place. Narayun laid hold of the reptile with his 
usual boldness, and attempted to play with it; but, 
for the first time, he found a serpent which he 
could not manage. The snake became irritated, 
and bit him mortally. In a few hours, the 
wretched child, whom imposture, or delusion, or 
both, had elevated into a divinity, was a corpse— 
affording one more example in confirmation of an 
awful remark, which has been more than once 
made, that no human being has long survived the 
assumption of divine honors. By his disciples his 
death was attributed to the malice of the raja of 
Sattara, who, it was asserted, had sent the mhar 
that presented the fatal snake. The mhar himself 
was believed to have been a magician in disguise. 
But, though Narayun was dead, the delusion a 
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imposture did not die with him. It was confi- 
dently given out that he would rise from the dead 
on the third or eighth day ; and a vast multitude 


of the pilgrims, clinging to this hope, awaited on | bay, a similar occurrence took place. 


the spot to witness his resurrection. 
dicted days passed; no resurrection took place ; 
and the disappointed and sorrowing crowd, awak- 
ing too late to their delusion, began to disperse. 
But even here the infatuation did not terminate. 
Reports continued to be circulated that Narayun 
was shortly to reippear in different places, and, 
now and then, that he actually had appeared. In 
Poona it was for a time believed that his soul had 
lodged itself in the body of a brahmin, who would 
fulfil all that had been predicted of the peasant 
boy ; but this imposture speedily died away. 

In the Conkan it was in like manner given out 
that he was to reappear there, and the town of 
Hurnee, on the coast, was specified as the appointed 
place. The inhabitants, in consequence, were in a 
state of great excitement and expectation ; and, at 
one time, it was thought Narayun had really ap- 
peared. 

One evening at dusk, some people going to the 
temple to pay their vesper worship, found a per- 
son lying prostrate before the idol, apparently in a 
trance. His features were unknown to any pres- 
ent, and the idea struck one of the party that it 
must be Narayun. ‘‘The sound of his name,” 
to quote a letter written from the spot, ‘‘ flew like 
lightning, and ‘ Narayun has appeared! Narayun 
has appeared!’ was soon proclaimed throughout 
the village. The workmen threw down their im- 
plements and ran; the bazaar was soon deserted, 
and the fat and slecky brahmin hobbled along with 
the moving crowd to pay his adoration to this new 
incarnation. Some brought flowers, and others 
rice or ghee, or pice, or other offerings ; one ran 
ror lamps to light up the temple; others for tom- 
toms, without which, of course, nothing can go 
off with eclat; and as large a crowd as a large 
village can turn out was soon collected around the 
temple. Narayun, in the mean time, appeared to 
play his part pretty well. He raised himself, so 
soon as those who first discovered him began to 
adore him, and received afterwards the prostrations 
and offerings of the crowd with a great deal of 
calmness, but spake little or none; and all went 
off well for the first night. Next morning, a few 
of the more intelligent of the people thought proper 
to inquire into the claims of this said person to be 
recognized as a second Narayun. They began to 
question him as to the truth of these claims, when 
the poor man honestly confessed that such claims 
he had never made. He was a poor weaver, who 
had come from a distance, and was going further 
down the coast on some business. He had been 
taken ill in going through Hurnee, and had thrown 
himself down in the temple, as he was unable to 
proceed further. He had no idea of ever being 
recognized as Narayun; but being awoke by peo- 
ple paying their adorations, he sat up and calmly 
received all they had to give him. Thus ended 
Narayun’s second appearance, and with it appear 
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to have ended al] the hopes of the peopie in this 
quarter.” 

In the village of Nagaon, on the island of Bom- 
A stranger 


The pre-, had been discovered in the temple, seated beside 


the idol; the report spread that it was Narayun, 
and three or four hundred persons assembled, pros- 
trated themselves before him, and presented their 
offerings. But two brahmins from a distant vil- 
lage happening to come in, recognized in the ob- 
ject of all this homage an idiot boy who had strayed 
from his home. 

Some days afterwards a Mahratta peasant, who 
was said to have a warén, or Pythonic spirit, 
prophesied that Narayun would, on a certain day, 
rise from the ground near the tank of Cowasjee 
Patell, in the middle of the town of Bombay. His 
declaration met with implicit belief, and a large 
crowd assembled on the spot, loaded with cocoa- 
nuts, and other offerings ; and, planting a TOOLSEE 
or shrub of sacred basil in the ground, near the 
place whence he was expected to emerge, sat 
down to wait the event. But the day waned 
away, the sun went down, and the coming dark- 
ness at length forced them to retire. 

Similar expectations and reports continued to 
prevail in many parts of the country for two or 
three months after Narayun’s death ; but all these 
hopes at last ended, and though a few still clung 
to the persuasion of his divinity, the majority at 
length came to the conclusion that he was nothing 
but a Rakshus or demon, who came for a while 
on earth to amuse himself by deluding mankind. 

The foregoing history is calculated to throw 
light on the manner in which some of the gods of 
the Hindoo Pantheon may have originally come to 
be deified ; and, perhaps, on hero worship in gen- 
eral. It isadmitted by the ablest Sanscrit scholars 
of the present day, that the Bhagvut, and many 
other of the Hindoo Poorans, which celebrate the 
praises, and advocate the worship of these divini- 
ties, are of a comparatively modern date, though 
compiled from older materials. Perhaps it would 
not be a very improbable conjecture, that they 
were framed from popular ballads, not very differ- 
ent in character from the hymn in praise of Nara- 
yun Bawa, above translated. 

One thing is calculated to strike the Christian 
reader in this history—the resemblance, whether 
casual or intentional, between sume of the attend- 
ant circumstances and pretensions of Narayun, and 
those which are narrated of Christ in the Gospel. 
When it was boldly asserted that Naravun Bawa 
cleansed lepers, gave sight to the blind, and re- 
stored the lame to the use of their limbs, a suspi- 
cion naturally arose, that some parties, well ac- 
quainted with the gospels were endeavoring to get 
up a Pseudo-Messiah, in imitation of the Christian 
Saviour; when prophecy was brought forward in 
support of his mission, and it was stated that four 
brahmins attended the child daily, to register his 
words and actions, the suspicion was strengthened : 
and when it was given out, on his death, that he 
would rise again on the third, and afterwards on 
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the eighth day, it almost became converted into a 
certainty. Yet, it must be allowed, the resem- 
blances, in some degree, spring naturally, almost 
necessarily, from the very nature of the design of 
enacting incarnate deity. 

If, however, such imitation was really intended, 
the attempt was a signal failure. The tax levied 
upon all who came to seek relief, presented, at the 
very outset, a striking contrast with the gratuitous 
benevolence of the merciful Redeemer. The want 
of reality in the alleged miracles was another con- 
elusive point of difference. The Jews, who were 
contemporaries of Christ, never disputed the reali- 
ty of his miracles, but imputed them to demoniacal 
agency. ‘Those who succeeded equally admitted 
their reality, but accounted for them by his having 
obtained possession of the Tetra grammaton, or 
sacred name of the Most Hicu from the temple ; 
by his having watched the secret devotions of his 
preceptor in the night-time, and thus learned the 
mystic words which invested him with thaumatur- 
gic power; and by other asserted means, which 
will be found in the Toldoth Yesu, and similar 
Rabbinical works. But, of all the alleged mirac- 
ulous cures by Narayun Bawa, which were so 
loudly bruited in his life-time, not one was event- 
ually well authenticated, or survived the decline 
of his reputation. When the mania was at an end, 
it was admitted by the most respectable natives 
who had visited him, that the only thing miracu- 
lous they had seen was his manner of handling 
serpents. 

The blind, who had gone to meet him in hope 
came back complaining that they had paid their 
money and consumed their time, and were now 
nothing the better for it; they had, in the em- 
phatic language of Isaiah, spent their money for 
that which was not bread. If the history of Na- 
rayun Bawa afford, on the one hand, a remarkable 
example of the facility with which religious delu- 
sion may be propagated among a credulous people, 
it evinces, on the other, in the most striking man- 
ner, the difficulty of counterfeiting genuine proph- 
ecy and miracles, and gives a new value to the 
evidence of that kind, which is admitted, by its 
greatest enemies, to exist in support of Christianity. 
Of the prophecies in the Old Testament, the Jews 
themsclves are the providential guardians; to the 
genuineness of the miracles recorded in the New, 
the Toldoth Yesu and other Rabbinical writings 
bear conclusive testimony. 

It is sad, it is wonderful, to contrast the blind 
enthusiasm and worship which greeted this tool 
and victim of imposture, with the reception which 
the real Saviour of mankind met, notwithstanding 
the splendor of his miracles, and the divine purity 
of his life and doctrine. 


THE EFFECTS OF THE PRESSUKE. 


Ir seems to be an established fact that nobody 
has got any money, and therefore, if the business 
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of the country is to go on, (which we humbly sup- 
pose it is,) we see no alternative but resorting to an 
exchange of commodities, since transactions for 
cash have become almost impossible. Though a 
man may be without gold in his purse, he has prob- 
ably a gold watch in his pocket; and those who 
are without silver coin may be possessed of silver 
spoons. We think it exceedingly likely that a sys- 
tem of barter will shortly. be established to prevent 
that stagnation in business which must otherwise 
ensue from the limited quantity of cash that is Jest 
now available. We wish a few enterprising trades- 
men would lead the way in the great plan we have 
hinted at, by advertising their intention somewhat 
in the following fashion :— > >n 
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In consequence of the tightness of money, the 
proprietors of the Hounpspirch Mart or Eus- 
cance and Magazin des Modes des Minories have 
resolved on reducing all their articles from a price 
in cash to a price in commodities. A gentlemanly 
wrap-rascal, lined throughout with best blanketing, 
and hitherto charged one pound, will be supplied 
for THREE SILVER DESSERT-SPOONS, and can be made 
to measure for THREE TABLE-spoons. ‘Trowsers 
from A PLATED CANDLESTICK ‘upwards, and Fancy 
Vests beginning at A SILVER PENCIL-CASE. 


Or we may see something like the following :— 


It has been said that money is the root of all evil ; 
and, there being now no money, it is to be presumed 
that everything is good. Inspired with this suppo- 
sition, Messrs. Screw and Doo have determined on 
offering their first-rate stock of linen-drapery to the 
public without the intervention of money, by receiv- 
ing the value of their various elegant novelties in 
kind. They have some exquisite shawls, which 
S. and D. are enabled to offer at A LEG OF MUTTON 
EACH; and there are several soiled muslins that 
may be had at the surprisingly moderate rate of a 
MUTTON-CHOP PER YARD. 

Gloves of the best town-make can be put in ata 
QUARTERN LOAF THE PAIR; and Hats may be pro- 
cured at all prices, from a BASIN OF SOUP TO A 
TUREEN. 


We are perfectly aware that the system of labor 
exchange was tried some few years ago by Robert 
Owen, the philanthropist, and a few other Sons of 
Harmony, who, if they were legitimate Sons of 
Harmony, behaved very ill to their parent, for they 
literally kicked poor Harmony out of doors. The 
labor exchange, in those dage, being got up by a 
few people bonded together in brotherly love, turned 
out a most quarrelsome business, and the police had 
to be called in every five minutes to preserve that 
peace which it was the aim of the united brothers 
to promote. We do not, however, argue from the 
failure of the former undertaking any reason for 
discouragement to that which is now proposed. 
The little differences of the Owenites arose from 
their very natural anxiety to get a bookcase worth 
ten pounds for a pair of boots value ten shillings, 
and as there were several seized with the same sort 
of predilection, the thing fell to the ground. 

hings are now quite altered, and as nobody has 
any money, everybody will of course be flocking to 
the tradesman that offers to take labor in exchange 
for labor, as long ag the practice lasts.— Punch. 
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TRADING MORALS. 


Tue great crisis which has so dismayed the 
money world is characterized by some very remark- 
able traits. ‘‘ Anomalies,” we call them, in the 
hasty impatience of a superficial glance: but an 
anomaly is generally an imaginary thing, and when 
we use the word it only means that we have mis- 
construed a rule. The crisis, with all its anomalies, 
is an effect following its cause just as legitimately 
as a burn from the application of fire; and the sup- 
posed anomalies are traits peculiarly instructive. 

It is observed, not only that trade generally has 
been on the whole in a ‘‘ healthy” state in spite of 
these exceptional failures, but that houses which 
have stopped pussess ample assets to pay all, and 
that among the houses that have fallen an extraor- 
dinary proportion were firms of the greatest magni- 
tude. ‘The causes at which people glance are as 
many as the commentators—the act of 1844, want 
of accommodation, want of one-pound notes, over- 
speculation in corn, unpunctuality of remittances 
from India, the ten-month bills which have survived 
the establishment of the overland route, transition 
state of the sugar trade, &c. But one cause of a 
more sweeping kind, we suspect, overrides all these 
—the very extension of business taken within the 
grasp of particular traders. 

Instances are common just now of houses falling 
which have for years carried on the most extensive 
and complicated affairs; have all that while con- 
ducted their operations in the usual way; have 
books to show kept in the most approved fashion ; 
and yet have for years been “* shakey.” As a mat- 
ter of account, their credit was complete; yet their 
paper was viewed with distrust. Nobody could 
tell why, but somehow there was a vague idea that 
their liabilities were too gigantic. In spite of an air 
of the utmost straightforwardness, they incurred 
some kind of suspicion that attaches to mystery. 
This seems odd, but it is not unaccountable. An 
instinctive sense of one important fact would gradu- 
ally steal into the minds of the least theorizing and 
generalizing among their fellow traders, The very 
extension of the business transacted by one of these 
monster houses implies that its accounts are mixed 
up with the accounts of other houses and dealers ; 
that its assets are virtually made to consist, in great 
part at least, of the assets of other houses whose 
accounts cannot by any means be subject to any 
effectual scrutiny ; its credit is involved in the oper- 
ations of a host of other dealers over which it can 
have no control whatever. The more business is 
extended, the more these remote connections become 
multiplied and extended beyond scrutiny or control. 
In truth. a house thus placed cannot compass a 
clear and definite understanding of any one bargain 
which it undertakes; it cannot see the ramifications 
of its liabilities, but rushes into a lax kind of part- 
nership with strangers, trusting to Providence for 
coming through safe at last—hke the huge French 
diligence with six or seven horses driven at a hand 
wallop by a singłe rope and a restless whip. In 
such a position, the utmost prudence, the most 
longheaded sagacity of the chief, cannot effectively 
rude the machine; its operations go beyond the 
ken of ordinary intellect or calculation. Such a 
state of things implies the necessity of a bankruptcy 
law like that of Egypt, under which the insolvent 
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debtor is never made bankrupt, but is helped by his 
very creditors to go on. And indeed the increasing 
tendency to demand and reciprocally to allow enor- 
mous loans—‘‘ accommodation” to the amount of 
tens of thousands, or even a million or two sterling 
—to ‘support credit,’ while a house is under 
threat of actual bankruptcy, partakes strongly of 
that Levantine practice. But such a practice is 
totally inconsistent with our commercial code, 
totally inconsistent with the railway speed and 
gigantic dimensions of our mercantile operations : 
it can therefore never become a recognized principle 
in our system of credit; and those houses which 
suffer their business to extend beyond their own 
powers of supervision and control, must be content 
to incur the chance of these enormous disasters, 
bringing ruin upon others as well as upon them- 
selves. 

But probably it would be nearly as easy to make 
all mankind pure and virtuous as to make our mon- 
etary magnates abandon “‘ the system.” It is so 
difficult for any ‘‘ practical” class, that lives and be- 
haves by rule of thumb, to abandon any ‘‘ system.” 
These vast transactions, too, have in them their 
peculiar dignity: it is ‘* princely” not to be able 
to tell the bounds of your own business. Multiply 
your trading income by one or two places of figures, 
and it becomes a ‘‘revenue.’? You must have a 
house at the West-end—next door perhaps to a 
duke’s. You must indulge in a ducal expenditure, 
and if you fail it must be for a ducal sum. The 
spirit of lavish expenditure pervades all society, and 
is increasing. It is the natural reaction on the 
baser spirit which made money-getting the end. A 
more generous spirit is begotten by greater intelli- 
gence and better taste. The best taste, indeed, is 
not necessarily costly: beauty and grace, if not 
common among the meanest and humblest classes, 
are not monopolized by the wealthiest. An extray- 
agant use of costly materials is barbaric. But such 
necessarily is the condition of a better taste in its 
infancy. Meanwhile, if you happen to be a trader 
of the ‘* princely” order, it is incumbent on you to 
let your business grow to be as big as a province, 
to let its confines be as remote from your own 
inspection as an Irish estate, and to know it chiefly 
in its results—its ‘‘ revenue.” 

A nice morality, indeed, might suggest to these 
lordly spenders—both traders and dukes—the ques- 
tion whether it is honest to incur habilities of an 
extent defying measurement, so that you are unable 
to tell, in a thoroughly plain, honest, commercial 
sense, whether you can discharge them or not. 
You may presume that your immense liabilities will 
be covered by the immensity of your resources ; but 
unless you know it to a farthing, you are no fair 
trader—you are prostituting your ‘‘ promise to pay.” 
« My word is my bond,” the trader's boast, is be- 
coming an equivoque; and, to support the dignity 
of your mansion in Belgravia, you are suffering the 
honest business which you inherited from your 
father to degenerate into something like a magnifi- 
cent swindle. If you were to sell your West-end 
house and furniture, go back into the city, and 
attend to business, your connections would sleep 
o’ nights with a renewed sense of safety, and you 
would be the honester man. But ‘‘ nobody does so 
ee and you are ashamed to begin.— Spectator, 
9 Oct. 
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From Chambers’ Journal. | being has some inner life which the world outside 
TIS USELESS TRYING. knows nothing of. Thus from his earliest child- 
“« You will never succeed—'t is useless trying,” | hood the passion of Reuben Vandrest had been 


was the answer we received one day when talking | Music. He would follow the itinerant minstrels 
of something quite unimportant to you, dear reader, of the city through one street after another, often 
but very near our own heart. ‘The voice was one thus losing his meals, his rest, every thing except 
we always listen to, and not seldom follow ; but |his schooling, which precious thing he was too 
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this time its discouraging arguments were un-|Wise to throw away even for music. He made 
friendships with blind pipers, Italian hurdy-gurdy- 


ists, and, above all, with wandering fiddlers ; for, 
with an intuitive perception, the violin—the prince 
of stringed instruments—was his chicf favorite. 
From all and each of these wandering musicians 
Reuben was intent on gaining something: they 
were won by his childish manners and his earnest 
admiration—for love of praise is the same in a 
blind fiddler as in an opera-singer—and by degrees 
Reuben not only listened, but learned to play. No 
instrument came amiss to him; but his sole private 
property was an old fife; and with this simplest 
of all orchestral varieties the poor barber’s boy 
used to creep to his garret, and there strive, with 
his acute ear and retentive memory, to make out 
the tunes he had heard in the streets, or invent 
others. 

But the grand era in the boy’s life was coming.. 
One day as he stood wistfully looking at a violin 
which he held in his arms fondly and lingeringly, 
prior to returning it to its right owner, a poor 
street musician, the idea of its construction first 
entered Reuben’s mind. He had been accustomed 
to regard a violin as a mysterious thing—a self- 
creating, sound-producing being; and never once 
had he considered of what it was made, or how. 
Now he began to peer into its mysteries, and to. 
find out that it was only wood and catgut after all. 
He questioned his friend the fiddler, but the man 
had scraped away during a lifetime without once 
casting a thought on the mechanism of his instru- 
ment. True, he could replace a broken, string, 
and at times even manufacture a bridge with his 
penknife, but that was all. When Reuben in- 
quisitively wanted to learn how violins were made, 
the fiddler shook his head, and said he did not 
know. 

‘“ Do you think I could malone?” pursucd:the 
anxious boy. 

A burst of laughter, so cuttingly derisive, that 
Reuben’s face grew crimson, was the only answer. 
“ Why, you little simpleton,” cried the fiddler when 
his mirth had subsided, ‘‘ surely you ’ll not be so 
silly as to try? You could as soon build a 
house.’’ 

‘¢ But violins must be made by somebody.” 

“« Yes, by people who know all about it; not 
by a lad like you. Take my advice, and don’t 
try.” 

Reuben said no more; but he could not get 
the idea from his mind. Every violin that he saw 
he begged to look at: he examined the varieties 
of construction, the sort of wood used, the thick- 
ness and fashion of the stringa; and after weeks 
of consideration, he at last determined to try and 
make one for himself. During the long light 


heeded. We did try, and we did succeed. 

The fact set us moralizing on the good or evil 
tendency of these three words—‘‘ ’T is useless try- 
ing.’? And the conclusion we came to was this, 
that for one vain idea dispelled, one wild project 
overturned by their prudent influence, these chilling 
words have rung the knell of a hundred brilliant 
and life-sustaining hopes, and paralyzed into apa- 
thy a thousand active and ardent minds, who might 
otherwise have elevated themselves, and helped 
the world on in its progress. What would Amer- 
ica have been if that strony-hearted Columbus had 
been discouraged by sneers and arguments about 
the uselessness of his attempt to discover a new 
world! Or where would have been Newton's 
stupendous theory, if, at the commencement of 
his researches, some meddling friend at his ear had 
whispered, ‘‘ Don’t try ; you will be sure to fail Y”? 
In aid of the ‘‘ Never-try’’ doctrine comes vanity, 
with its potent arguments that no attempt at all is 
better than a failure. We deny the fact in toto. 
Should a man fail in a project too high for him, 
he at least becomes acquainted with the extent of 
his own powers ; he loses that inflated self-exalta- 
tion which is the greatest bane to real merit; and 
in finding his own level, he may yet do well. And 
better, far better, that all the pretenders in the 
world should sink back into deserved obscurity, 
than that one spark of real talent should be extin- 
guished by the cold-hearted check—‘‘ `T is useless 
trying! Now, having prosed enough, let us 
enlighten our arguments by a story. 

Between ten and twenty years ago—the precise 
date is immatcrial—there was in the city of New 
York a barber's apprentice, a young boy named 
Reuben Vandrest. His Dutch lineage was shown 
by his surname, which, in course of years and 
generations, had been corrupted from Van der Dest 
to Vandrest, while for his Scriptural Christian 
name he was indebted to a worthy Quaker, his 
maternal grandfather, who had come over with 
William Penn. Theso names were, in truth, all 
the boy owed to his progenitors, as from his cradle 
he had been an orphan, cast on the charity of the 
wide world. But the excellent sect to which 
Reuben’s mother had belonged, is one of the few 
who never cast the lambs from their bosom, and 
the orphan child was not deserted. The Friends 
took care of him; and when he was able to earn 
a livelihood, one of their number received him as 
an apprentice. Such was the short and simple 
story of the barber’s boy.* 

Without entering on metaphysics, every human 


*The barber's boy! Did anybody ever see a barber 
of the society of Friends ?—Liv. Age. 
CUXXXIV. LIVING AGE. VOL. XIV. n 
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summer nichts, he worked hour after hour in his 
garret, or on the roof of the house; his natural 
mechanical skill was aided by patience and ardor: 
and with the few tools which he borrowed from 
the good-natured carpenters who had given him 
the wood, he succeeded in forming the body of 
the violin. But here a long cessation took place 
ia Reuben’s toil; for he had not even the few 
pence necessary to purchase strings; and the 
bow, which he could not make, it was utterly out 
of his power to buy. He sat looking in despair 
at the half-finished instrument—a body without a 
soul—and even his fife could not console him. 

But one day a kind-hearted customer noticed 
tue slight, pale-looking boy who had arranged his 
locks so gently and carefully, and Reuben became 

ahe glad recipient of a dollar. He flew to buy 
„catgut and an old bow, and with trembling hands 
„stringed his instrument. Who can describe the 
mportant moment? Leverrier’s crowning calcula- 
tion for the new planet, Lord Rosse’s first peep 
through his giant telescope, are little compared to 
poor Reuben’s first attempt to draw sounds from 
his violin. ‘The sounds came ; string after string 
was tuned ; the bow was applied; and the violin 
hada soul! Feeble and thin the notes were, but 
still they were distinct musical tones ; and the boy 
hugged his self-made treasure to his beating heart, 
actually sobbing with joy. 

He played tune after tune; he never noticed 
that evening darkened into night; he forgot his 
supper; he forgot too—what but for his musical 
„enthusiasm would long sinee have come into his 
.mind—that though the childish fife might pass 
-muster in the house of his master, a violin never 
-would. The good Quaker, one of the strictest of 
his sect, thought music was useless, sinful, hea- 
thenish ; and a fiddler in his eyes was equal with 
a thief. Therefore who can picture Reuben’s 
consternation when his garret-door opened, and his 
master stood before him? Reuben bore all Ephra- 
im’s wrath in silence, only he took care to keep 
his darling violin safe from the storm, by pressing 
it closely in his arms. 

“ Thou hast beeg§eglecting thy work and steal- 
ing fiddles,’’ cried the angry man. 

“I have not neglected my work,” timidly an- 
swered the boy; ‘‘and I have not stolen the violin 
— indeed I have not.” 

** How didst thou get it?” 

“ I made it myself.” 

Old Ephraim looked surprised. All the music 
in the world was nothing to him, but he had a 
fancy for mechanical employments, and the idea 
of making a violin struck him as ingenious. He 
examined it, and became less angry. ‘“ Will it 
play ?” asked he. 

Reuben, delighted, began one of his most touch- 
ing airs; but his master stopped him. “That 
will do,” said he; ‘I only want to see if it sounds 
—all tunes are the same. And I suppose thou 
wilt turn musician ?”’ 

Reuben hung his head and said nothing. 

« Well, that thou canst never do, so I would 


TIS USELESS TRYING. 


advise thee not to try. Forget the fiddle, and be 
a good barber. However, I will say no more; 
only thou must play out of doors next time.” 

But all the discouragements of the old Quaker 
could not repress Reuben’s love for music. He 
cut, and curled, and shaved, as in duty bound, and 
then fled away to his violin. From the root of 
the house his music went forth ; and in this most 
original sonnet-room, with the open sky above 
him, and the pert city sparrows, now used to his 
melody, hopping by his side, did the boy gradually 
acquire the first secrets of his art. It is ncedless 
to enumerate the contrivances he resorted to for 
instruction—how he wandered through the streets 
with his violin at night, to gain a few cents 
wherewith te purchase old music; and how he 
gradually acquired skill, so as to be admitted into 
a wandering band. 

One night when this primitive orchestra was 
engaged for a ball at a private house in the city, 
the first violin mysteriously disappeared. In this 
dilemma young Reuben found courage to offer 
himself as a substitute. It was a daring thing. 
The other musicians first laughed at him; then 
heard him play the part, which no one else could 
take ; and finally suffered him to try. For the 
first time in his life the barber’s boy witnessed the 
glare of a ball. It seemed to him a fairy scene: 
he was dazzled, bewildered, excited, and in his 
enthusiasm he played excellently. The night 
wore away; the dancers seemed never weary ; 
not so the aching fingers of the musicians. Reu- 
ben especially, to whom the excitement was new, 
grew more and more exhausted, and at last, just 
as he had finished playing a waltz, fell cainting 
from his chair. Most of the gay couples passed 
on—it was only a poor musician ; but one young 
girl, in whom the compassionate and simple nature 
of a child had not been swept away by the formal- 
ities of young ladyhood, held a glass of water to 
the boy's lips. 

‘*Cora Dacres bringing to life a fainting fid- 
dler!’’ said a tittering voice. ‘‘Oh what a nice 
story when we go back to school !”’ 

The girl turned round indignantly, saying, 
‘** Cora Dacres is never ashamed of doing what is 
right. Are you better now !”’ she added gently to 
poor Reuben, who had opened his eyes. 

The boy recovered, and she disappeared again 
among the dancers; but many a time did the au- 
burn curls, and soft, brown, sympathizing eyes of 
the little school-girl float before the vision of Reu- 
ben Vandrest; and the young musician often 
caught himself repeating to his sole confidant— 
his violin—the pretty name he had heard on his 
waking, and dimly recognized as hers—Cora Da- 
cres. 

Long before he was twenty-one, Reuben had 
entirely devoted himself to the musical profession. 
The turning point in his career was given by a 
curious incident. One moonlight night, as he was 
playing on the roof as usual, he saw a head peep 
out from the uppermost window of the opposite 
house. This head was drawn in when he ceased 
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playing, and again put forward as soon as he re-; which made him relinquish a trade so unpleasing 
commenced. A natural feeling of gratified vanity to him for the practice of his beloved art. 
prevented the young man from yielding to his first: lt is a mistake to suppose that the profession 
shy impulse of retiring ; and besides, sympathy in of music is an easy, careless life, to which any 
anything relating to his art was so new to Reu-'one may turn who has a distaste for more solid 
ben, that it gave him pleasure to he attentively pursuits. In no calling is intellectual activity and 
listened to even by an unknown neighbor over the | arduous study more imperatively required. He 
way. 
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He ‘threw all his soul iato his violin, and who would attain to even moderate eminence in it, 
played until midnight. must devote years of daily patient toil to dry and 
Next day, while at his daties in his master’s ' uninteresting branches of study. A poet may be 
shop, the apprentice was sent for to the house op- | one by nature: it is utterly impossible that a mu- 
posite. Reuben went, bearing the insignia of his | sician can be great without as dcep science as ever 
lowly trade; but instead of a patient customer, he | puzzled a mathematical brain. He must work— 
saw a gentleman who only smiled at his array of pork eror inch of his way ; must dig the foun- 
brushes. dation, and enrich the sil, before he can form his 
“I did not send for you to act as barber,” said garden and plant his flowers. Thus did our young 
the stranger in English, which was strongly tinc- 'ex-barber of New York: he studied by science 
tured with a foreign accent, ‘‘ but to speak to you ' what he had before learned through his natural 
about the violin-playing which I heard last night. ' genius, and rose slowly and gradually in his pro- 
Am I rightly informed that the performer was fession. Sometimes his slight and ordinary ap- 
yourself!” pearance, which made him look more boyish than 
‘* Tt was, sir,’’ answered Reuben, trembling with he really was—his quaint old-world name—and, 
eagerness. ‘above all, a simplicity and Quaker-like peculiarity 
“ Who taught you t” in his dress and manner, aroused the ridicule of 
“I myself.” his companions, who followed music more for 
“ Then you love music?” show than through real genius and love of the art. 
“ With my whole heart and soul!” cried the But the story of his early perseverance always dis- 
young man enthusiastically. armed them; and it was a common saying, with 
The stranger skilfully drew from Reuben the reference to young Vandrest, that he who could 
little history of himself and his violin, and talked | make a violin, would surely learn to play it. 
to him long and earnestly. ‘‘ You have a true! By degrees the young violinist rose into note. 
feeling for that noble art, to which I, too, belong,” ‘and became received iuto society where he could 
he said. ‘‘ You may have many difficulties to en- hardly have dreamed that he should ever set his 
counter; but never be discouraged—you will sur- foot. But it is a happy peculiarity in the domes- 
mount them all. You have had many hindrances ; tic manners of the new world, that real talent ever 
but listen, and I will tell you what befell me at finds its way, and takes its own rank in society. 
your age. [I once came, a poor boy like you, to; Thus many a rich citizen was pleased to welcome 
the greatest capital in Europe, my heart full of to his house Mr. Vandrest, the young and unas- 
music, but utterly without means. My only wealth | suming musician, whose gentle manners and ac- 
was my violin. I left it one day in my poor cham- knowledged talent were equally prized. The 
ber, while I went out to buy a loaf with my last barber’s apprentice of New York was utterly for- 
coin. When I came back, my violin was gone! gotten, or only thought of as a proof of how much 
It had been stolen. May God forgive me for the 'a man’s fortune lies in his own hands, if he will 
crime I contemplated in my mad despair! I only try. 
rushed to the river; I plunged in: but I was! In one of those elegant refinions which were 
saved from the death I sought, and saved to live | established when worthy Brother Jonathan was 
for better things. My friend,’’ continued the first beginning to show his soul and mind—when 
musician after a Jong silence, during which his | Bryant's songs, and Allston’s pictures, and Chan- 
face was hidden by his hands, ‘‘ in all tke trials of | ning’s lectures, first gave evidence of transatlantic 


your career remember this, and take warning.” 

“ I will—I will!” cried Reuben much moved. 

** And now, after having told you this terrible 
secret in my life, it is as well that I should not 
reveal my name; and besides, it could do you no 
good, as I set out for Europe to-morrow. But 
should you ever be in Paris, come to this address, 
leave this writing, and you will hear of me.” 

The gentleman wrote some lines in a foreign 
language, which Reuben could not make out, 
though among his musical acquaintance he had 
gained a little knowledge of both French and Ital- 
ian. He then gave Vandrest the address, and 
bade him adieu. The young man long pondered 
over this adventure, and it was the final point 


genius— Vandrest again heard the name which had 
;never utterly gone from his memory through all 
his vicissitudes——Cora Dacres. He turned round, 
anid saw the altered likeness of the girl who had 
held the water to his lips on the night of the ball. 
She had grown into womanly beauty ; but he re- 
membered the face still. She had not the faintest 
memory of him—how could it be so? Light and 
darkness were not more different than the pleasing, 
intellectual, gentleman-like man who was intro- 
duced to her, and the pale, angular, ill-clad boy 
whom she had pitied and aided. Sometimes Van- 
drest thought he would remind her of the circum- 
stance ; but then a vague feeling of sensitiveness 
and shame, not entirely the result of the memory 
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of those poverty-stricken days, prevented him. He 
went home, and again his old violin might have 
heard breathed over it the name of Cora Dacres ; 
but this time not in boyish enthusiasm for whatever 
was pleasing and beautiful, but in the first strong, 
all-absorbing love of manhood, awakened in a na- 
ture which was every way calculated to receive and 
retain that sentiment in its highest, purest, and 
most enduring character. 

Reuben Vandrest (hate him not, dear reader, 
for having so unherolike a name: I will engage 
that, if Cora loved him, she thought it most beau- 
tiful; and so would you, if any one dear to you 
bore the same :) well, Reuben Vandrest, who had 
hitherto cared for nothing on earth but his violin, 
soon learned to regard Miss Dacres with the en- 
thusiastic attachment of an earnest and upright 
nature ; for with all the allurements of a musical 
career, Reuben continued as simple-minded and 
guileless in character as the primitive sect from 
which he sprung. And Cora was worthy to in- 
spire the love of such a man: whether she re- 
turned it or not, Reuben did not consider—he was 
too utterly absorbed in the new delight of loving, 
and of loving her, to think of asking himself the 
question. He visited at her house, and became 
a favorite with her father—a would-be amateur, 
who took pleasure in filling his drawing-roons 
with musicians, and treating them as costly and 
not disagreeable playthings. 

But at last Mr. Dacres was roused from his 
apathy by the evident and close friendship between 
his daughter and young Vandrest. Though he 
liked the violinist well enough, the hint of Reu- 
ben marrying Cora sounded ill in the ears of the 
prudent man, especially when given by one of 
those odious, good-natured friends with whom the 
world abounds. ‘The result was a conversation 
between himself and Vandrest, in which, utterly 
bewildered and despairing, poor Reuben declared 
his hidden and treasured love, first with the shrink- 
ing timidity of a man who sees his inmost heart 
rudely laid bare, and then with the firmness given 
by a consciousness that there is in that heart noth- 
ing for which an honest man need blush. 

“I am sorry for you, Mr. Vandrest,”’ said the 
blunt yet not ill-meaning citizen. ‘‘ But it is im- 
possible that you can ever hope for Cora’s hand.” 

“ Why impossible ?”’ said the young man, recov- 
ering all his just pride and self-possession. ‘‘ I am 
not nch; but I have an unspotted name, and the 
world is all before me. Do you object to my pro- 
fession 1” 

‘* By no means ; a musician is an honorable man, 
just as much so as a storekeeper.” 

At any other time the very complimentary 
comparison would have made Reuben smile; but 
now he only answered, while the color deepened 
on his cheek, ‘‘Is it because of my early life? 
My father was of good family ; but, it may be, 
you would blush to remember that your daughter’s 
husband once served in a barber’s shop ?”’ 

‘* My dear sir,” said Mr. Dacres, ‘‘ you forget 
we are Americans, and talent and wealth are our 
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only aristocracy. The first you undoubtedly pos- 
sess ; but without the second, you cannot marry 
Cora; and there is no chance of your ever becom- 
ing a rich man.” 

“« Will you let me try?” eagerly cried Vandrest. 

“ It would be of no use; you could not suc- 
ceed.” 

“ I could—I could !”’ exclaimed the young man 
impetuously. ‘‘ Only let me hope. I would try 
anything to win Cora !” 

And in this earestness of love did Reuben 
pursue his almost hopeless way. He had pledged 
his word that he would not speak of his love to 
Cora, that he would not try to win hers—this her 
father imperatively demanded; but Mr. Dacres 
also promised that he would leave his daughter 
free, nor urge her to accept any other husband 
during the three years of absence that he required 
of Reuben Vandrest. 

They parted—Reuben and Cora—with the out- 
ward seeming of ordinary acquaintance ; but was 
it likely that a love so deep and absorbed as that 
of the young musician should have been entirely 
suppressed by him, and unappreciated by her who 
was its object? They parted without any open 
confession ; but did not Cora’s heart follow the 
wanderer as he sailed towards Europe t—did she 
not call up his image, and repeat his unmusical 
name, as though it had contained a world of mel- 
ody in itself'—and did she not feel as certain in 
her heart ef hearts that he loved her, as if he had 
told her so a hundred times? 

When Vandrest was preparing for the voyage, 
he accidentally found the long-forgotten note of 
the stranger musician. It directed him to Paris; 
and to Paris he determined to proceed, as all Eu- 
rope was alike to one who knew not a single sou} 
on the wide expanse of the old world. He arrived 
there ; and found in his unknown friend the kind- 
hearted and talented Swede, who, on the death of 
Paganini, had become the first violinist in the 
world—Ole Bull. 

The success of the young American was now 
made sure. ‘The great violinist had too much true 
genius to fear competitors, and no mean jealousy 
kept him from advancing the fortunes of Vandrest 
by every means in his power. Reuben traversed 
Europe, going from capital to capital, everywhere 
making friends, and, what was still more impor- 
tant to him, money. He allowed himself no 
pleasures, only the necessaries of life; and laid 
up all his gains for the one grand object of his 
care—the acquiring a fortune for Cora. He rarely 
heard of her; he knew not but that her love might 
change ; and sometimes a sense of the utter wild- 
ness of his project came upon him with freezing 
reality. But intense love like his, in an otherwise 
calm and unimpassioned nature, acquires a strength 
unknown to those who are alive to every passing 
impulse ; and Reuben’s love, 


“ By its own energy, fulfilled itself.” 


Ere the three years had expired, he returned 
to America, having realized a competence. With 
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a beating heart the young musician stood before 
his mistress, told her all his love, and knew that 
she loved him too. It was very sweet to hear 
Cora reveal, in the frankness of her true heart, 
which felt no shame for having loved one so wor- 
thy, how her thoughts had continually followed 
her wandering lover, and how every success of 
his had been doubly sweet to her. But human 
happiness is never unmixed with pain; and when 
Cora looked at the altered form of her betrothed, 
his sunken and colorless face, and his large bright 
eyes, a dreadful fear took possession of her, and 
she felt that joy itself might be bought with too 
dear a price. It was so indeed. Reuben’s en- 
ergy had sustained him until came the reaction of 
hope fulfilled, and then his health failed. A long 
illness followed. But he had one blessing ; his 
affianced wife was near him; and amidst all her 
anguish, Cora felt thankful that he had come home 
first, and that it was her hand and her voice which 
now brought comfort to her beloved, and that she 
could pray he might live for her. 


THE WHITE QUAKERS OF DUBLIN. 


We have occasionally seen, in the English and 
Irish papers, allusions to these people, but the first 
complete and thoroughly intelligible account of 
them that we have ever met is given in the follow- 
ing letter to the Anti-Slavery Standard, dated 


Dustin, October 1, 1847. 

I have been a good deal interested by a paper 
in a recent number of Howitt's Journal. It is 
entitled ‘* Singular Sects—A Day with the White 
Quakers,” and it gives an account of a number of 
seceders from the Society of Friends who have 
settled in community on a handsome farm of 130 
acres, about six miles from Dublin, where they 
eschew animal food, hats and bonnets, and mahog- 
any. They wear white clothes, and shoes made 
of leather of the natural color. They go to rest 
with the sun, and rise at a very early hour, ‘‘ to 
commence their labors of weaving, sewing, spin- 
ning, basket-making, &c., while one of the mem- 
bers reads aloud from some instructive and amusing 
work, selected for the purpose. Having break- 
fasted, they adjourn to the fields. Men, women 
and children alike assist in the cultivation of the 
farm, for it is one of their axioms that every hand 
is able and ought to supply its owner’s mouth with 
food. The community consists at present of thirty 
persons, children included ; it was at one time still 
more extensive, but the increasing strictness of 
their rules a caused the lukewarm and unworthy 
to fall away.’ 

They have large gardens, a handsome green- 
house and grapery, abundance of fruits and flowers, 
native and exotic, luxuriant crops of wheat, oats 
beans, &c.—the whole the produce of spade labor. 
Their whole establishment is a model of neatness 
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And Reuben did live. Love struggled with 
death, and won the victory. In the next year, in 
the lovely season of an American spring, the mu- 
sician wedded his betrothed, and took her to a 
sweet country home, such as he had often dreamt 
of when he used to sit on summer evenings on the 
house-top in New York looking at the blue sky, 
and bringing music from his rude violin. And in 
Reuben’s pleasant home was there no relic more 
treasured than this same violin, which had first 
taught him how much can be done with a brave 
heart and a good courage to try. 

Reader, the whole of Reuben Vandrest’s life 
was influenced by his acting up to that little word 
—“‘ try!” Two old proverbs—and there is much 
sterling wisdom in old proverbs—say, ‘‘ Every- 
thing must have a beginning,” and ‘‘ No man 
knows what he can do until he tries.” Now, 
kind reader, keep this in mind; and never, while 
you live, damp the energies of yourself or of any 
other person by the heartless and dangerous sen 
tence, ‘°T is useless trying.” 


to the poor in their neighborhood. They hold 
that the earth was given to us all for a heritage, 
and that the distinctions of noble and peasant, rich 
and poor, are but the creation of a corrupt order of 
things, which is sure to give place to a brighter and 
happier day. Besides all thcir other possessions, 


‘|they have a library well stocked with books, the 


walls covered with maps, and the ‘‘ tablea strewed 
with several volumes of beautifully illustrated 
works.” ‘‘ What struck us most was the chaste 
simplicity and exceeding purity of the whole.’ 

Now this report is all very pleasant, and I 
believe it is true, for it agrees substantially with an 
account I had of this community, from a friend of 
mine who visited it about a year ago. Yet it is 
difficult to comprehend how such a civilized and 
peaceful Arcadia, so near an approach to an unex- 
ceptionable monastery, could have been the work 
of such a people as the White Quakers were but 
a few short years ago. The leading members of 
the sect were, without exception, rigidly strict, and 
consistent, strait-laced members of the Society of 
Friends, severe against all departures from the 
“ testimonies,” stern upholders of the discipline— 
very worthy, good people—kind to the poor, and 
wishing well to all, but chiefly interested for the 
prosperity and purity of their own little corner of 
Mount Zion. Among them was the most valued 
of the society’s ministers, a female Boanerges, 
who denounced mixed marriages with such awful 
warnings as must often have made the blood of 
“ young women Friends” curdle within them , 
and she enforced plainness of dress with terrible 
energy. ‘There was an elder and an overseer or 
two among them, and all the rest were steady 
Friends, pillars i in the society, with the profound- 
est faith in all stories of Quaker miracles, dreams, 


and cleanliness. They appear to live very happily | portents, revelations and prophecies. They were, 
together, and are extremely kind and charitable] in short, the very last of its members from whom 
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the society could have apprehended an insurrection. |in the rapid progress of his reforms. He also 


But they revolted, nevertheless, and on this wise : 

Joshua Jacob, their leader, who was at that 
time a prosperous trader, a Friend in good stand- 
ing, a regular attender of meetings for worship and 
discipline, a good neighbor, kind to the poor, and 
greatly respected—began to *‘ appear in the minis- 
try,” or, in plain English, he began to preach. 
An uninitiated person, like you and me, would 
not have been able to perceive much difference 
between his communications and those of the most 
approved ministers. Suffice it to say that they 
were marked by all the peculiarities of the Quaker 
gallery—equally free from the text-taking, con- 
nectedness, and other trammels of pulpit eloquence. 
But his preaching did not satisfy the elders, the 
appointed judges, among Friends, of the accept- 
ableness and right mission of the candidate for the 
ministry. Joshua was advised to withhold his 
communications; he was counselled and labored 
with, and a degree of patience was exhibited to- 
ward him, such as I verily believe would not have 
been extended to a refractory priest in any other 
community in Christendom. He kept on, never 
heeding, and preached all the more, the more he 
was advised to be silent. At length the elders 
brought the matter before the monthly meeting. 
But the monthly meeting had no terrors for Joshua ; 
he refused to withdraw when his case was undcr 
consideration ; and when they sent messengers to 
him he denied their jurisdiction. 

At length he was formally disowned. But as 
he held stoutly to the doctrine of the inward light, 
and did not look on himself as a ‘‘ man-made 
minister,” or as amenable to man’s judgment for 
the exercise of his gift, he preached without intcr- 
mission ; and when the Friends, wearied with his 
obstinacy, kept him out of the meeting-house, he 
preached in the passage. He had a fine ringing 
voice, and a tremendous sing-song, which I would 
have thought very holy when I was a little boy. 

The disapproval of his course was pretty gen- 
eral in the society, but there were important excep- 
tions among the more rigid professors, in many of 
the monthly meetings. They looked on him, as 
he looked on himself—that is to say, they had a 
very high opinion of him ; they espoused his cause, 
talked of “a persecuted recusant,” prophesied an 
evil day to the society, preached like him, were 
equally refractory, and were in like manner dis- 
owned, were kept out of the meeting like him, 
and held forth in the passages as he did. 

Joshua then assumed a white dress, of undyed 
cloth, wore untanned leather in his shoes, banished 
all his mahogany furniture, using deal instead, 
pulled down his bells, abstained from clocks and 
watches, brought forth his flooking-glasses and 
broke them in pieces in the open street for a testi- 
mony to the people, cramped his business as much 
as possible, and at last and at length he put away 
his wife. This last extremity he resorted to 
because she seemed unable to keep up with him 


denounced, with unsparing fidelity, all his follow- 
ers who faltered by the way, who clung to dark 
clothes or mahogany, or their husbands and wives 
when these displeased him. I should say, to give 
him his due, that he allowed his own particular 
rib to return to the community as an humble com- 
panion, on her earnest entreaty. She is the 
mother of his six children, who are all living with 
him. 

Meanwhile all the ‘‘ White Quakers” bitterly 
abhorred and denounced the ‘‘ Black Quakers,” 
and refused to hold any intercourse with them on 
any terms—looking on them as apostates and ene- 
mies of all good. No ties of kindred or friendship 
shielded any from this condemnation ; mothers left 
their grown-up children and grandchildren, hus- 
bands their wives, and wives their husbands and 
children, denouncing and inveighing all sorts of 
bitter things against all their old aequaintanccs 
who were unprepared ‘‘to go the whole hog” 
with them. There were many rich people—par- 
ticularly rich women—among them. They threw 
their property mto a common fund, and made 
Joshua Jacob their chancellor of the exchequer, 
as well as the keeper of their consciences. A 
sister-in-law of Joshua’s, being left a widow with 
five children and £9,000, threw the whole of the 
money into their treasury at his instigation: and 
when he was summoned before the Court of Chan- 
cery to explain this appropriation of the property 
of orphans, who, as such, are its wards, he refused 
to appear, and was sent to prison for contempt of 
court. There he lay for many ycars, attended by 
his faithful friend and fellow-laborer, Abigail Beale, 
with whom he openly contracted a Platonic union. 

_It was during his incarceration that he adopted 
the patriarchal habit of wearing his beard—and 
now he has a fine long one, and so have all his 
masculine followers. Previous to this imprison- 
ment, the little community were indefatigable in 
the distribution of tracts and papers in explanation 
of their views, relating their sufferings and perse- 
cutions, and denouncing all their foes; in fact, 
‘* dealing damnation round the land,” and terribly 
hot and heavy against the unhappy ‘‘ Black Qua- 
kers,” sparing neither age nor sex, ignorance nor 
innocence. Joshua and his followers have becn 
haled out of steeple-houses, mobbed in the streets. 
brought up before magistrates, mocked at by silly 
people in the streets, and by the more respectable 
(behind his back) in drawing rooms. In short, 
they suffered a very sufficient share of petty mar- 
tyrdom, and they rejoiced accordingly. During 
the imprisonment of their leader thcy subsided a 
good deal, became a very quiet set of bodies, and 
are now hardly ever spoken of even in ‘the 
society,” which they once convulsed to such an 
extent that they formed the staple subject of the 
gossip at quarterly meetings, and on all occasions 
when it is customary or proper for people to gossip 
at all. 
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Tre change which a few years have wrought in 
the commercial position of Great Britain is truly 
surprising. Her influence, once all-powerful for 
good or for evil, is now impotent with respect to 
the commerce of the world. But twenty years 
since, any change in the current of credit in Lon- 
= don, would be sensibly felt to the remotest regions 
of the commercial world. At this moment all the 
leading houses of the kingdom are tottering into 
bankruptcy, yet not a mpple undulates the smooth 
surface of American prosperity. A hundred firms, 
whose aggregate liabilities are not less than $80,- 
000,000, have failed, and every packet brings news 
of additional disasters, with predictions of the fail- 
ure of the Bank of England, yet curiosity, and per- 
haps some anxiety, as to the future markets for 

roduce, are the most important feelings awakened. 

his arises from the total change which the rela- 
tions of England have undergone to the rest of the 
world. When the peace of 1815 took place, she 
was the only manufacturer, and supplied the world 
with goods at prices which produced for her enor- 
mous profits. Her capital rapidly accumulated, 
and she had a large surplus to lend, which she did 
freely on stocks to governments, and on open cred- 
its to buyers of goods all over the world. In fact, 
when the United States and Europe began to rival 
her in manufactures, her favorable terms of credit 
enabled her long to command the markets. Her 
mercantile powers, having command of great cap- 
ital, would advance freely on produce in all parts 
of the world, having it consigned to their houses 
for sale. By these means vast commerce was con- 
centrated in the British Islands. With these rami- 
fications extending in all directions, a moment of 
pressure in London, by compelling houses to call 
in debts due for goods, and ceasing to loan on pro- 
duce, caused the distress to be felt in every market 
with which England had dealings. The payments 
flowing back to London, eased the market there at 
the expense of all the world. Of late years, how- 
ever, her large capital has accumulated far less rap- 
idly in years of apparent prosperity. The keenness 
of foreign competition has reduced prices, until 
profits have become both small and uncertain. At 
the same time the crops of food have become yearly 
more important, because they have necessarily been 
larger, to feed the advancing population; conse- 
quently the loss of a crop, or any proportion of it, 
took from her larger capital than formerly, and 
which she can less afford because she is earning 
less; and it is very probable, that with less profits 
in favorable years, and larger and more frequently 
recurring losses by short harvests, that her capital 
has actually been impaired in the last ten years; 
her merchants have less means of giving credit, and 
less to advance on produce, while the capital of 
other countries, especially the United States, has 
‘been accumulating, so that they require less ad- 
. vances on sales and are more independent of credit 
on purchases. Hence, when revulsion overtakes 
the London market, the impulse is not communi- 
cated to her correspondents. 

At such a juncture—viz., with capital largely 
diminished by lessened profits and enormous losses 
in erops, she has undertaken to invest incredible 
sums in railways. That is to say, $5,000,000 per 
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plete lines in process of construction. This state 
of things has deprived merchants and manufact- 
urers of the use of that capital, which on good 
securities they. have been accustomed to command 
in the prosecution of their business, and they have 
found it impossible to procure money to meet their 
engagements. Many manufactories have been forced 
to close, and others to work short time. By these 
means the consumption of United States cotton has 
been greatly diminished, and the prices fall. The 
operations in all produce are paralyzed ; and deal- 
ers, instead of their accustomed stocks, buy from 
“ hand to mouth.” They cannot command capital 
to hold stocks. Hence prices are much less than 
they otherwise would be. In view of these diffi- 
culties, many eminent bankers contend that if the 
Bank of England were allowed again to control the 
currency and issue notes at its pleasure, that there 
would be money enough. Others contend that it is 
necessary to repeal the act passed in 1819, requir- 
ing specie ‘payments, and so to return to irredeem- 
able paper. At all events, the position of the bank 
was such at the latest date as to excite the liveliest 
alarm, and its ex-governor, J. Horsely Palmer, 
wrote a letter to a gentleman of this city to the 
effect that within the three days after the sailing of 
the packet of October 4. an event would occur that 
“ would shake the credit of the commercial world.”’ 
Many suppose that by this he meant the suspension 
of the Bank of England. This does not seem prob- 
able immediately, although the danger is great that 
within the year it may become inevitable. It is 
possible that the charter of 1844 may be so changed 
that the institution will again have control of the 
circulation, This must hasten its insolvency, be- 
cause it is obvious if the bank regain the right to 
issue notes at its will, and it does so, producing 
greater ease in the money market, all the opera- 
tions of trade will immediately be renewed, cotton 
again be in demand, and produce become active at 
advancing prices, stimulating renewed imports and 
a further drain of bullion, while the railroads will 
progress with increased vigor. This would be 
highly beneficial to the United States, and would 
cause an increased import of specie from England, 
until finally the bank will explode. She lost last 
year £8,300,000 of specie, and has now about as 
much more to lose, while the business prospects 
for the year are no better than those of last. Should 
she fail, the whole paper fabric of England, her 
paper system and enormous debt, would sink in one 
common ruin, while perhaps her regular business 
conducted on a specie basis would be better than 
ever, and United States produce come in greater 
requisition. The first effect of bank suspension 
will be a great rise in prices, and consequently 
rapid sales of produce for paper, which will mostly 
be converted into specie at the best terms and 
brought home. The paper will gradually depreci- 
ate, and as it does so the actual capital of England 
will be the more rapidly transferred to the United 
States. ; 

In the impregnable position the United States 
occupy, with great natural wealth and a specie cur- 
rency, nothing can happen to our position injuriously 
in Great Britain. Should she be able to maintain. 
the present struggle for a specie currency, our mar- 
ket for provisions would be considerably curtailed, 
and the best news which we could receive would 
be that of a suspension of the bank, or at least its 


week for 100 weeks, is the amount required to com- | preliminary relaxation in the system now pursued., 
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From the Examiner, Oct. 9. 
PEEL'S BILL—THE BANK OF ENGLAND. 


In our number for May 18, 1844, we gave mer- 
ited but qualified praise to Sir R. Peel for his cur- 
rency bill. It did not come up to our notion of 
what was requisite, but perhaps he went as far in 
the right direction as the state of public ignorance 
and private interests at the time would allow. The 
bill aimed merely at the regulation of the issue of 
notes by the bank. It said to the bank, ‘‘ You 
shall enjoy the lucrative privilege of issuing prom- 
issory notes to the extent of 14,000,000/.; beyond 
that amount you shall not issue, except in exchange 
for gold; and your transactions shall be published 
weekly, so that all the world may see whether gold 
is coming in or going out of the country, and reg- 
ulate their actions accordingly.’? This was all 
that Peel's bill did. Those who now lay to its 
charge in any degree the present crisis mean either 
that this has been caused, or else that its sever- 
ity has been increased and continued, by the re- 
striction which prevents the bank from issuing more 
than 14,000,000/. of promissory notes, unless in 
exchange for gold. Proposals for suspending or 
sweeping away Peel's bill mean, ‘‘ Let the bank, at 
its discretion, issue as much more than 14,000,000/. 
as it likes.” 

To state the fact of what Peel’s bill really is, in 
the plain and simple manner that we have done, is 
sufficient by itself to show that ‘‘ the incapability 
of the bank during the last three years to issue its 
promissory notes for more than 14,000,000/., ex- 
cept against gold,” cannot possibly have been the 
cause of the present crisis—cannot now aggravate 
it—and that it would not be overcome were the 
bank invested to-morrow with the capability with- 
held. In so far indeed as vague mistrust mingles 
with justifiable mistrust, anything whatever on 
which the public imagination happens to fix might 
dissipate the vague apprehensions, and produce an 
interval of unsubstantial repose. But passing over 
this portion of the crisis—to which the name of 
panic has been very properly affixed, and which is 
unamenable to rational treatment-—the suspension 
of Pecl’s bill—that is to say, the giving power to 
the bank to issue beyond the 14,000,000/.—would 
immensely increase the severity of the crisis itself. 

And this leads us to consider what the ‘‘ crisis” 
is. The crisis, then, consists in a gradually in- 
creasing inability of a continually-increasing num- 
ber of persons to provide the capital they have 
contracted to find, reaching a point at last in which 
very great numbers of merchants and manufacturers 
are symultancously unable to fulfil their contracts. 
This is the crisis, and as these contracts to find 
capital are inter-dependent—that is to say, as I 
contracted to find capital for you because A had 
previously contracted to find it for me—in other 
words, as I undertook to pay my acceptance in your 
favor because A undertook to pay hès in my favor 
—there is a general chaos of confusion. 

Now this state of things originates in the fact 
that the trading and producing classes in general 
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| have undertaken to invest, in a given time, a greater 
amount of capital than they possess ; and they do 
not possess this anticipated amount, for the simple 
reason that it does not exist anywhere to be pos- 
sessed. A certain and definite amount doss exist, 
and is susceptible of investment ; they have pledged 
themselves to one another that a greater aggregate 
amount shall be invested, and they are necessarily 
incapable of redeeming an impossible pledge. Such 
is the real state of the case, stripped of all fal- 
lacious, metaphorical, and misleading phraseology. 
Now where is the nostrum-monger who will 
aver that the bank, by being permitted to issue at 
discretion, will become capable of enabling the 
trading and producing world to find what does not 
exist ? 

In this part of the investigation, some one rushes 
in to the rescue armed with metaphor and exclaims, 

| ‘J aver it—ZJ say the capital does exist, but it is 

locked up; and if you do away with that absurd 
bill and Jet the bank issue in support of trade, cap- 
ital will be unlocked—pcople will be able to pay— 
or find capital, as you call it—you will pay your 
acceptance to me, because A will pay Ais to you, 
and in a little while the tumult will subside.” 

What, then, is capital which it seems is thus 
“ locked up?” for in the fallacy conveyed by the 
metaphor of ‘* locking up” lies the necessity of the 
question. Capital consists of all those products of 
human industry which are capable of being em- 
ployed in reproduction, and the term is relative to 
production. A man who has got his capital, as it 
is called, ‘‘ locked up” in pictures cannot build a 
factory with them; he must first of all buy gold 
with them, and exchange the gold for the mate- 
rials he wants. The gold and the materials are 
capital. 

Now the essential cause of the crisis is, that the 
trading and manufacturing world has covenanted 
to bring forward in a given time a greater quan- 
tity of capital, in this sense, than does really exist. 
An issue of notes would enable the first receivers 
of them to perform contracts in which they would 
otherwise have failed, and, likewise, the second 
class of receivers, &c. &c. This augmentation 
of the circulating medium would necessarily enable 
the possessors of capita] to sell it for higher prices 
than they would have obtained otherwise; but as 
the total quantity of capital will not be increased by 
the increase of the circulating medium, the per- 
formance of the whole number and amount of pre- 
viously existing contracts 1s quite as impossible as 
before. Moreover—the temporary movement in 
produce and other capital, which ensued upon the 
issue of the notes, necessarily ceasing as this un- 
moved and unmovable disproportion between cap- 
ita] and contracts begins again to make itself felt, 
and as the securities upon which those notes were 
issued become due and redeemable and the notes, 
in consequence, repayable—a more dreadful erisis 
occurs. For the primary cause of the evil, viz., 
an actual inferiority in the quantity of capital com- — 
pared with that covenanted to be brought forward, 
is now reinforced by sundry auxiliary and additional 
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contracts into which people have been tempted to 
enter during the fallacious lull. In short, as in 
the Tulipomania in Holland, no augmentation of 
the currency could have enabled contractors to de- 
liver roots which did not exist, so neither in the 
railroad mania of to-day can it, or any other con- 
ceivable contrivance, enable the whole body of 
covenanters to find a total of capital greater than 
the existing total. 

But this is a branch of the subject of the last 
practical importance, big with the fate of thousands, 
and, in the very grave circumstances under which 
we are now writing, we should indeed be descend- 
ing from the conscientious discharge of our duty if 
we permitted any consideration to deter us from 
declaring our full mind regarding it. We implore 
those who are tempted, in the gloom and despair 
of the moment, to cry out for ‘‘ the suspension of 
Peel’s bill and an immediate issue of notes,’’ to 
ask themselves whether a measure of this disas- 
trous nature was not inflicted upon them five weeks 
aco—whether the derangement it was calculated 
to produce was not predicted at the very times, (see 
Times, City Art. Sept. 6)—and whether the pe- 
culiar agonies of the past week are not directly 
traceable to it. Five weeks ago, when money was 
selling in the market at six per cent., the mana- 
gers of the Bank of England having a great mass 
of that commodity accumulating on their hands 
belonging to the public, notwithstanding that their 
published weckly returns proclaimed that the value 
of money was steadily increasing, commenced 
underselling their rivals in the market, and offered 
their commodity at five per cent. The immediate 
effect of this extra issue was what is called 
** relief ;’’-—-money was easier, traders obtained 
discounts rather more freely, and at a lower rate 
than before, property moved, and persons were 
tempted to accept contracts which they would 
otherwise have rejected. In the mean while, the 
weekly bank returns went on announcing that the 
stock of gold was diminishing, and that the natural 
value of money was enhancing, and such bystand- 
ers as ourselves awaited in breathless expectation 
the inevitable result of this terrific proceeding on 
the part of the managers of the bank. It came— 
those managers met one morning last week and 
found that they had got no more money than they 
should want for paying the public dividends. 
They turned round in an instant upon the unfortu- 
nates whom thcy had been pampering with treach- 
erous nourishment, (as they have often done before, ) 
and whom they had led and lulled into a fatal 
security, and, by a contraction and denial of loans 
more sudden, more perfidious, and more remorse- 
less than we ever before heard of, (but indispensably 
necessary to save themselves from the consequences 
of the criminal act of which they had been previ- 
ously guilty,) plunged thousands into distress, and 
hundreds into ruin. We say that this last act 
was indispensable because they were compelled to 
provide notes in time to pay the October dividends, 
but it was optional with them whether they would 
make this provision by selling their own stock, 
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&c. &c. at a heavy loss to themselves, or by scat- 
tering ruin among others. Still the act of con- 
traction, in whatever way performed, was an 
unavoidable necessity springing out of the antece- 
dent act of expansion. We say nothing more of 
this act at present than that it was—on the 2nd of 
last September and subsequently—an act of ‘ ex- 
pansion of the currency,” an act of what is called 
‘* relief ;’’ that it was just such an act in its own 
nature (though dictated by the most wretched and 
self-defeating hopes of profit) as is now earnestly 
demanded by a large part of the public from 
motives praiseworthy, and at any rate honest— 
but, as we are convinced, entirely erroneous. The 
panic woe that befell us in the early part of this 
week is entirely distinct from the general distress, 
and was superinduced upon it wholly and solely by 
the managers of the Bank of England tampering 
in most barefaced breach of their duty with the 
natural value of money—on the 2nd September 
last and since. But if the public itself should 
refuse the warning this recent occurrence affords, 
and now invoke a tampering with the natural 
price of money by calling for the suspension of 
Peel’s bill—we speak advisedly, and after the 
observation and reflection of years—it will draw 
down on its own head a repetition of those agonies 
under which it is now laboring, and which the 
bank managers have inflicted upon it. 

We return to our proposition that the essential 
cause of the crisis is, that the trading and manu- 
facturing world has engaged to bring forward a 
greater quantity of capital in a given time than can 
be found existing. And we say further, that it is 
in the specific engagements to bring forward cap- 
ital for railroad works that the active malignity of 
the general cause resides. We shall not waste 
words to prove this—we think it has been proved 
elsewhere to demonstration—and we now assume 
it. We are perfectly aware that the country 
expended more capital last year by the value of 
20,000,0007. to purchase the same quantity of food 
than it did the year before—we know that the 
price of cotton has cooperated with the last named 
cause, but the great cause of the crisis is the 
1,000,0007. per week of capital that is to be 
invested in railroads. If we find that this is dis- 
puted, we shall show in detail next week how it 
operates to raise the rate of interest to merchants 
and manufacturers, and to annihilate their profits. 
But at present we pass to another branch of the 
subject. 

Does the present state of things admit of admin- 
istrative mitigation? We think it may to a cer- 
tain extent, admitting that the means are adapted 
to an extraordinary and extreme case of embarrass- 
ment, to be excepted from all common rules, and 
that the palliation we venture to propose is sur- 
rounded with very considerable difficulties. We 
think that the chancellor of the exchequer should 
direct a return to be made by every railroad in the 
kingdom of its actual and prospective investment: 
the latter should be divided into the prospective 
investments per week for the next year; each 
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should state the time in which it proposes to com- 
plete its works. When a table shall have been 
formed showing what are the engagements of the 
companies, the Frankenstein public will be for the 
first time enabled to look this monster fairly in the 
face. The legislature may then interfere and say 
—so many millions shall be invested annually in 
railroads, and no more;—that amount shall be 
duly apportioned out among all the railroads, and 
each shall only obtain its allotted amount by calls 
on its shareholders, and not by loans. It will be 
exclaimed, ‘‘ You can’t interfere with rights you 
have created unless you make compensation.” 
We answer, the legislature did not consider the 
rights it conveyed to railroad companies as rights 
and privileges only, but also as obligations and 
duties for which they are the trustees, and the 
public the cestayuz trust. A mining company is 
endowed with rights solely for its own benefit, 
and, beyond paying a premium for the grant of the 
mine, has no connection with the public; but the 
public zs directly interested in railroads—its nights 
are inalienable and cannot be legislated away. 
This the companies know, and that they take their 
own right subject to the major right of the public ; 
and when the two rights come into competition 
those of the companies must properly and justly 
give away. 

This is the case now, and this is the ground on 
which the action of the legislature is justifiable : 
unless this palliative be adopted there is none 
other, and we shall expect for the next two or 
three months a state which we will not attempt to 
describe. 

What was the real defect in Peel's bill, and 
where it ought to be repealed, and why the public 
neither sees this nor calls for it, we will explain in 
our next number. 

From the Examiner, 16th Oct. 


We proceed to point out the real defects of 
Peel’s bill, and we take up the question where it 
was when he undertook to settle it. All persons 
admitting that the English paper currency, con- 
ditioned as it long had been previous to the year 
1844, disturbed the metallic prices of commodities, 
Sir Robert Peel framed his measure to remedy 
this enormous evil. Correctly concluding that the 
empire would always require for the interchange 
of its vast wealth a quantity of legal-tender paper 
money greatly exceeding 14,000,000/., he chose to 
draw a line at this amount, and to decide that the 


surplus should only be issued in exchange for the | proceeded as to produce a panic in April last. 
rp y p 


universal commodity, and the measure of the value 
of all other commodities—gold. Every ounce of 
this was to be retained to pay the note issued 
against it, while the 14,000,000/. itsclf was to be 
held as having been already issued and in part 
secured upon the credit of a much inferior value 
of government stock. 

The principle of this measure had been gradu- 
ally making its way in the public mind for many 
years—and thus far Sir Robert adopted a plan for 
carrying it out, not unlike, on a superficial view, 
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year by Mr. Cowell, in his letters to the Right 
Hon. F. T. Baring on the currency. But while 
in reality he deviated considerably from the scheme 
itself, he rejected two indispensable provisions with 
which the only vulnerable point of Mr. Cowell’s 
plan had been guarded—a point which was more 
exposed in his plan; and, besides this, he chose 
very different machinery of execution. We called 
public attention to the first of these defects in our 
number for May 18, 1844, but in vain, and the 
bill came into existence bearing in its bosom the 
seeds of a fatal disease, which the parental hand 
had implanted. Our words were—‘‘ There is a 
poiut of great importance on which Sir Robert 
is quite silent. At present the rate of inter- 
est is much disturbed by the operations necessary 
for paying the dividends of the public funds. 
Previous to this trimestral payment the chancellor 
of the exchequer is compelled to impound as much as 
he can of the produce of the taxes, and he borrows 
the remainder of the bank. ‘This process pro- 
duces a temporary scarcity of money and enhances 
the rate of interest ; then in the course of three 
or four days an immense sum is suddenly paid out 
to the public, which creates a temporary plethora 
of money, and lowers the rate of interest. Sir 
Robert’s scheme contains not even an allusion to 
this great and certain cause of monetary disturb- 
ance. It certainly requires serious attention. 

It received, however, no attention whatever ; 
not asingle public man, as far as we know, even 
glanced at it publicly, and the circumstances which 
attended the operation of the bil] during the years 
1845 and 1846 appeared to justify their indifference. 
For in those years the operations of commerce and 
of the Chinese war caused an uncxampled flux of 
gold to set into England ; and the natural price of 
money being reduced to two and a half per cent., 
the bank, although deprived of the power of issu- 
ing discretionally, was still enabled, without cre- 
ating any marked monetary disturbance, to assist 
the chancellor of the exchequer in the payment 
of the dividends, as its permitted issues of paper 
were, throughout, below their legal maximum. 
But when prices abroad invited gold to foreign 
shores, and its price began to advance at home as 
its quantity diminished, the formidable difficulty to 
which we are now referring began to make itself 
felt. The managers of the bank who, we cannot 
doubt, had misled Sir Robert Peel in 1844 on this 


‘matter, came forward to treat it in 1547, and so 


In 
July Sir C. Wood was enabled to take the affair 
out of their hands, by discounting the Irish loan ; 
and at present, the managers of the bank, resums 
ing their former position, and incapable of profit- 
ing by the experience of last April, have produced 
a still more disastrous panic ; deliberately imposing 
on others immense pecuniary sacrifices, which 
their own mean and ignoraat covetousness of prokt 
a few weeks before most righteously called upor 
them to undergo themselves. What these author- 
ities will do in January next—but surrexit mudas 


one which had been proposed in the preceding [Justis furiis, and we trust that the sagacity of Sir 
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Charles Wood, backed by the honest indignation | as it accrued, to the circulation, in direct accom- 


of the country, will limit powers so grussly abused. 

We will now briefly show how the difficulty in 
the trimestral payments of the public dividends 
was obviated under the old system of discretionary 
issue of notes by the bank, and thus the indis- 
pensable necessity of providing for it under any 
scheme intended to carry out the principle on 
which Peel's bill professed to be founded, will 
come clearly forth to the view. We shall abridge 
our exposition from Mr. Cowell’s pamphlet. 

Twice a year the government was under the 
obligation of paying in the course of a few days 
the enormous sum of 9,000,000/., and twice a year 
likewise that of 3,000,000}. According to any 
system of taxation, it would require a considerable 
time to cullect either of these vast amounts, during 
Which a painful contraction of the circulating me- 
dium would arise, followed by a sudden and de- 
ranging expansion of it consequent upon the pay- 
ment of the dividends. To prevent these incon- 
veniences, the Bank of England, about six weeks 
before the dividends became payable, and while 
the produce of the taxcs was accumulating, prof- 
fered to lend its notes on exchequer bills, bills 
of exchange, &c., &c., at a somewhat low rate 
of interest, to be repaid in a few days after the 
dividends should be paid. Thus, as fast as the 
tax-gathcrer was abstracting notes from the cir- 
culation, the bank was restoring them to it by 
making these loans, and no real contraction of the 
circulation took place before, or violent expansion 
of it after the dividends. And if the government 
funds fell short of what was requisite for paying 
the dividends, as was frequently the case to the 
extent of millions, the bank, having power to issue 
its notes at discretion, temporarily advanced the 
difference on what are called ‘‘ deficiency bills.” 
When the bank was to be deprived of the power 
of discretionary issue, how were these adjustments 
of the circulating medium to be made, and how 
was the chancellor of the exchequer to be provided 
with notes to pay the dividends if he should 
happen at the moment to fall short of the neces- 
sary supply? These were the questions. 

If there are any other methods of preventing 
the monetary disturbances naturally incident to the 
payment of the dividends, than the two which Mr. 
Cowell proposed, we are unacquainted with them. 
We can only advert, therefore, to that gentleman's 
suggestions. He first recommends that the pay- 
ment of the dividends of the national debt should 
be spread over the whole year, instead of being 
made, as is now the case, at four periods only; 
that the debt should be divided into twelve series ; 
that six months’ interest on the first series should 
be payable in January and July, six months on the 
second series in February and August, and so on 
for the whole twelve. By this means an end 
would he put to such inconvenient accumulations 
as 6,000,000/7. or 8,000,000/. four times a year for 
one purpose only, and the public’ revenue, con- 
stantly accruing from customs, excise, stamps, 
taxes, &c. &c., would be returned, almost as fast 


plishment of the object for which it is collected, 
instead of being indirectly so returned through the 
intermediation of the Bank of England loaning it 
out for its own profit, to the disturbance—and 
occasionally, as at present and in March last—to 
the destruction of commercial prosperity. 

The other provision was that the chancellor 
of the exchequer—who will always be under the 
necessity of borrowing large sums of money for 
short periods of time, because the in-comings of 
the revenue do not coincide in time for the de- 
mands upon him for disbursements—should make 
these temporary loans by means of a new instru- 
ment, viz., by means of selling in the market 
“ obligations to pay on certain days specified sums 
bearing no interest.” He would sell these ‘‘ ob- 
ligations’’ for less amounts than those specified on 
them, and thus have to redeem them by greater 
amounts than he received. They should never 
have more than three months to run, and should 
be for any shorter periods that his convenience 
from time to time might recommend. They should 
be for amounts of 2002., 500/., and 1,0002. each, 
Thus—if money were worth five per cent. on the 
Ist of January, and the chancellor were to sell an 
‘obligation’ for 1,0007., payable on the Ist of 
April, he would only receive 957/. 10s. into the 
exchequer. The sales of these obligations would 
supply his temporary wants for moncy, and he 
could keep down all temporary accumulations of 
useless balances by buying them back again before 
they should be due. Such an instrument would 
be the ne plus ultra of all securities in convenience 
and convertibility, and would thercfore always 
enable the chancellor to command money on the 
cheapest terms. 

It is clear that the managers of the Bank of 
England in 1844 must have been perfectly aware 
of the dangers that would menace Sir Robert’s bill, 
from the immense amounts periodically required to 
pay the dividends ; and it is equally clear that they 
did not provide him with any protective arrange- 
ments against them. Is it possible that they could 
have concealed these dangers from him? We can 
hardly conceive it. Then, if they set them before 
him, why did they not propose some safeguard? 
And if they had none better, why did they not 
propose to him those safeguards which Mr. Cowell 
had provided, and with which we are entitled to 
assume that they were perfectly acquainted? Al- 
though they foresaw that these safeguards, by 
enabling the chancellor of the exchequer to utilize 
the public balances, would deprive the bank of the 
immense profit of them and transfer it entirely to 
the nation, yet they could have negotiated with 
Sir Robert on this basis, and have shown him that 
the bank performed certain services for the publie 
for which it was unpaid otherwise than by being 
permitted to use the public deposits, and that it 
would therefore be justly entitled to compensation 
if the deposits were made to yicld a profit of 
200,000/. or 300,000}. per annum to the nation 
instead of to the bank. This natural course was 
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open to them, and we cannot account for their not 
having taken it, unless 1t was because they were 
as little acquainted as we ourselves are with any 
services whatever rendered by the bank to the 
public for which the public did not already pay it. 

However, Sir Robert was not only led into 
leaving his bill entirely unguarded on this vital 
point, but he rejected the machinery that had been 
elsewhere suggested for carrying it out, and was 
persuaded to place its future fate entirely in the 
hands of the bank, and to arm the bank with 
weapons of more power than would have been 
sufficient to destroy a measure capable of making 
a much better defence. 

What is called ‘‘ the issue department” of the 
measure appears to us to have worked as well as 
Sir Robert could have expected, and has given out 
an amount of legal-tender paper money which we 
will call 20,000,000/., inaccessible to discretional 
augmentation and diminution, and varying only as 
gold seeks or quits the country. But what of this, 
when he placed from 12,000,000/. to 15,000,- 
000/. of money in the hands of the managers of 
the bank, to be issued and absorbed by them 
entirely at their discretion, and which he ought to 
have known would have been—as it has been— 
entirely at their indiscretion. This step has been 
fatal to his bill. When the managers of the bank 
engaged, on the 2d of last September, to issue on 
government stock and exchequer bills at one per 
cent. under the natural price of money, they ne- 
cessarily over-issucd, because they sold more of 
the commodity (money) than they would have done 
had they asked for it the full natural price. This 
over-issue necessarily disturbed the natural price 
of money, and what more could an unwarranted 
issue from the issue department have done? The 
essence of the evil which Sir Robert Peel under- 
took to remedy by his bill, consisted in this, that 
the metallic or natural prices of commodities were 
disturbed by our currency, conditioned as it was 
previous to 1844, and here we see the natural 
price of commoditics disturbed in the same manner 
under his bill, and by the same cause, viz., the 
discretion or indiscretion of the bank managers 
tampering with the natural market price of money 
by means of the enormous power which Sir Rob- 
ert left at their command when he omitted to 
fetter their employment of the public balances by 
sound rules and extrinsic agency. Therefore the 
bill is at at end unless corrected immediately in 
these two respects. 

Sir Robert Pecl and the present chancellor of 
the exchequer may rely upon it that nothing can 
render the bill efficient for the purpose at which 
it aims, unless the difficulty regarding the pay- 
ment of dividends be removed, and the managers 
of the bank be, moreover, deprived of the power 
of all indiscretion in the banking, as they have 
been in the issuing, department. We will make 
the last point clear, although we are far from 
pledging it as our opinion that Sir Robert’s bill 
would have proved perfectly efficient if the mana- 
gers of the Bank of England had both understood 
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and practised sound principles of banking; we 
lean, nevertheless, to that side of the question. 
But the practice of the bank managers has been 
such that the bill may be said not to have had a 
fair trial. The principle of the bill certainly has 
had no trial at all, because the machinery and the 
details of it were never adequate to carrying out 
its Intention. 

Sound principles of banking require that the 
banker should lend the universal commodity at its 
full natural price, and for short periods of time 
only. The necessity of lending it at its full nafurat 
price is obvious, but the reason for lending it thus 
for short periods only is not so obvious. This is 
founded on the observed fact that the natural value 
of gold—on every mercantile spot over the whole 
globe—is in a continual state of fluctuation, gen- 
erally slight, but occasionally considerable. We 
do not propose here to point out the cause of this 
incessant fluctuation, but merely the fact. Now 
as the fluctuation in value is continual, so the nat- 
ural price of gold is continually varying, therefore, 
if the banker lends it for so long a period as six 
months, (that is to say, if he discounts a six 
months’ bill,) he may be sure that during the cur- 
rency of the bill the natural price of his money 
will have repeatedly changed. 

Now the managers of the bank never lend at 
the natural price of gold, unless it be by an acci- 
dental concurrence, lasting only for an hour or two, 
between their rate and the natural rate. They are 
forever tampering with the price of money. They 
announce that they are selling the commodity 
at three, three and a half—at four, five, or six per 
cent., just as if there were no market price to 
which sound principles would compel them to con- 
form ; as if they were invested with a jurisdiction 
over value ; as if their announcements were edicts. 
We say, therefore, that the principle of Peel's 
bill has never had any trial at all. That measure 
armed the managers of the bank with private and 
public deposits, amounting to more than half of 
the issues of bank notes, and these persons were 
just as much enabled to disturb the natural price 
of money—and through it, of everything else 
whatever—as in any previous moment of their long, 
evil, and consistently misdirected career. They 
were enabled to do this, and they have donc it 
accordingly. They will never change; reascn 
and advice are thrown away upon their obtuscness 
and conceit ; the direful manner in which they have 
been sporting with the property and happiness of 
millions during these last six weeks passes the 
power of language to describe. We do not know 
how much pain is inflicted, and over how wide 2 
surface it may extend, when a savage conqueror 
sacks a great city; but second to this alone is the 
pain and the long-extending and wide-spreading ruin 
which the wantonness of these men has caused. 
We can name from twenty to thirty persons within 
the circle of our own acquaintance who among 
them have undergone a loss at the hands of the 
bank managers of little less than a million sterling 
during the last six weeks. The desolation of 


CHOLERA. 


hearths—children taken from school because their 
parents were suddenly deprived of the means of 
continuing their education—parents posting at a 
day’s notice to distant lands—the agony of plight- 
ed hearts that part—deserted infancy—the solitude 
of helpless age—all these and many other forms 
of social misery are the results of their proceedings 
during these few weeks—are the fruits of the ra- 
pacious greed for profit which impelled them to 
tamper with the price of money on the 2nd of 
September. Compel the merchants, bankers, and 
manufacturers of England to risk their property 
at the common gaming-table, with Louis Philippe 
tor dealer, M. Guizot for croupier, and the Duke 
of Lucca, Queen Christina, or any other Bourbon, 
as stakcholder—do this—but save them from the 
vulturous discretion of the managers of the Bank 
of England. It is a national misfortune at this 
moment that the great bankers are mainly pre- 
vented from a public demonstration against the 
Bank of England by a groundless apprehension 
that the activity of any one of them might be mis- 
construed into a betrayal of alarm on his own 
account; and thus they sit, with Spartan endur- 
ance, while the monster is preying upon them. 
Let them descend from this lofty, and we think 
over-strained, punctilio, and do their duty to the 
thousand sufferers who have hoped for safety under 
the outspread of their mighty wings, and who have 
been surprised by the dart of the enemy, piercing 
through that potent protection. Is it for such per- 
sons as we refer to, whose wide possessions strike 
the eye in every county of England, to stand on 
the threshold of duty, letting ‘‘I dare not” wait 
upon ‘‘ I would?”? A noble field is now before 
them. 

In conclusion, we say that the legislature must 
be called upon without loss of time to stop the 
long-continued misdirection of the managers of the 
Bank of England. Even while we were writing, 
the Times brought the fact before us that they had 
been agreeing to lend 270,000/., a sum equal to 
one sixty-ninth of the whole bank circulation, to 
the copper miner's company, at 5 percent.! These 
bankers have done this at a time when they them- 
selves were lending at 7, 8, and 9 per cent. to the 
general public; and, in further defiance of the 
principles of banking, they have lent this vast sum 
for a Jong period of time, while to the public their 
loans, at the heavy rates mentioned above, were on 
short bills! And it is the public money which 
they are permitted to employ, thus tyrannically and 
unjustly in the particular instance—and in the 
general effect upon the circulation, so injuriously 
both to public and private interests !! 

When we saw and reflected on this extraordi- 
nary transaction last Thursday, it struck us, at first, 
as being so bad that nothing could make it worse. 
We changed our opinion when we subsequently 
learnt that the governor of the copper miner’s 
company—himself indebted to that company in the 
large sum of 20,000/.—was, up to the time of his 
failure, three weeks ago, an influential member 
of the bank direction ; that another director of the 
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company was also, up to the time of his failure a 
week ago, a bank director ; and that a third was a 
very near relation of a bank director. 
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CHOLERA. 
Mr. Chadwick, Dr. Southwood Smith, and the 


other members of the specral sanatory commission 
for the metropolis, have been engaged for several 
days past examining witnesses as to the present 
state of those districts where the cholera was the 
most prevalent in 1832; Shadwell, Rotherhithe, 
and the Borough.— Globe. 

The steady advance of the cholera westward has 
induced Mr. William Herapath, of Bristol, to pub- 
lish for the public benefit the results of his chemi- 
cal experiments on the nature of the infection during 
the visitation in 1832. Mr. Herapath gives reasons 
why the recently discovered disintectants will be of 
no avail in grappling with this particular form of 
infection :— 

« For some time I attended almost daily at the 
cholera hospitals, and experimented in every way 
I could think of, upon the dead and living subjects, 
their contents and ejecta, the atmosphere surround- 
ing them, and their articles of cluthing. The con- 
clusions I arrived at I forward for the information 
of those who have not had the same opportunities. 

‘© 1. That the cause of cholera is a putrid animal 
poison, capable of being recognized by the smell by 


| some, emanating from and surrounding the dead or 


living cholera subject or articles of clothing. 

“2. That it is not sulpluretted hydrogen or 
hydrosulphuret of ammonia, as it docs not decom- 
pose salts of lead or zinc, and when passed through 
nitrate of silver it only forms a red solution when 
exposed to light. 

«3. That it is only received into the living body 
through the lungs, and cannot be propagated by in- 
oculation. 

“4. That infection can be conveyed by articles 
of clothing, bedding, &c.; and that washerwomen 
are more subject to infection than ordinary persons 
from that cause. 

«5, That all persons are not equally hable to 
infection from equal exposure, and even the same 
individual becomes more sensitive under certain cir- 
cumstances. 

«6. That the poison is destroyed by chlorine 
gas and a heat of 300 degrees Fahrenheit. 

“« As the object of the present communication is 
merely to give the public opinion a right direction 
so as to help the future boards of health to combat 
this insidious and powerful enemy, I must at once 
state that the two most popular disenfectants of the 
day—the chloride of zinc and the nitrate of lead, 
known as Sir W. Burnet’s and Ledoyen’s—will be 
of no avail, although they will promptly remove 
ordinary putrid effuvia. The only chemical pre- 
ventive I depended upon in my numerous exposures 
to the virus was chlorine gas; and this | believe to 
be a perfect one if the fumigation is complete. I 
invariably passed through an atmosphere of it on 
my return home, and kept it escaping in my resi- 
dence during the continuance of the discase in the 
city. I also placed large quantities of the substance 
necessary for the evolution of this gas in the hands 
of a Bristol druggist, who was kind enough to dis- 
tribute 1,200 quantities of it gratuitously to appli- 
cants during-three days, with instructions for the 
use; and am happy to say that during that time 
the deaths fell from ten to one per day; and I have 
but little doubt that if every ship arriving in Eng- 
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land from an infected place should be exposed to a! the table of that leading statesman that the scientific 
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perfect fumigation with chlorine, we shall be pre- | 
served from the infection. If the disease should 
pass this cordon by any accident, then every house 
in the infected district should be simultaneously 
fumigated with it—say three times a day; unless 
done in all houses at the same time, it would be 
useless, or nearly so; and to do it effectually, a 
mixture of three parts of common salt and one of 
black oxide of tnanganese should be placed just in- 
side the outer or street door of the dwelling-house, 
and a little common vitriol poured upon it. The 
inward current of air will convey the chlorine gas 
to every part of the interior; and wherever it can 
be smelt the effect is produced—the miasm is de- 
stroyed. If articles of clothing are infected, and 
the colors are likely to be injured by the gas, they 
may be heated in an oven or ona kiln, to 250 or 
300 degrees, (about the heat of baking bread,) 
when they might be handled or used with perfect 
impunity.” 


— 
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Sır Rosert Peev’s present mission is a fit 
sequel to his career as a conservative reformer. 
Heretofore, it has been the privilege of statesmen 
who have left office, either to intrigue for a return 
to power, or, abandoning political intrigue, to in- 
dulge in merely personal recreations. But the re- 
tired premier of our times inclines to neither. It is 
well understood that he is not a candidate for office 
—that he at least does not contemplate a return to 
it, whatever others may do for him; he has not 
entered into party intrigues ; ae he is not idle 
or regardless of public objects. The emancipation 
from the exigencies of party has only served to 
enlarge the sphere for the exercise of his useful- 
ness, Of all our statesmen, he is acknowledged to 
be the one that centres in his own person the great- 
est influence, and that influence he is bringing to 
bear beneficially for his country in promoting that 
one of all the sciences which most immediately con- 
cerns her—agriciiltural science. This he does 
more effectually than if he were himself to enter 
into active competition with experimentalists ; al- 
though he has not neglected the subject. But such 
social meetings as that recently held in his mansion, 
of scientific experimentalists and practical farmers, 
command far more attention than common agricul- 
tural dinners or scientific gatherings. It was not 
merely the admirable expositions of a nascent 
science which gave value to the meeting—they can 
be heard elsewhere ; nor was it the testimony of 
working practice to scientific investigation—that 
also, though still possessing the interest of novelty, 
is to be found in other places: but it was the social 
position given to the young science and its pro- 
fessors. 

The spectacle presented to the country by the 
hospitable board is instructive and encouraging. 
At its head sat the most successful statesman of 
the country—a man still in the full vigor of his in- 
tellect, still warmed by public zeal, yet with judg- 
ment tempered by maturity of years: he has re- 
tired, after a great peaceful victory, from active 
political contest ; but his unfailing energy needs 
action, and, habituated to public service, he must 
have employment useful to the public. Having in 
the legislature freed the industry of the country 
from its shackles, he retreats to aid in developing 
its resources. He summons to his council natural 
philosophers and practical agriculturists. Is is at 


investigators learn the full appreciation of their 
labors: there they learn that natural science ap- 
plied to agriculture is a branch of intellectual 
activity which takes its place with politics and 
political economy as a recognized part of states- 
manship: does it not follow that they will carry 
away a prouder zeal than ever in the pursuit of a 
knowledge not only vitally interesting, but now 
authoritatively admitted to be so? No doubt, the 
innate love of it would have stimulated those excel- 
lent persons in their avocations; but a worldly 
recognition of philosophy is both gratifying to the 
teacher and useful to the dissemination of the doc- 
trine. ‘The doctrine is stamped, as it were, with 
an official authority, which must smooth its way 
towards those whom it most immediately concerns. 
Plodding men, dull time-serving fellows, who would 
sneer at doctors and professors, at new-fangled 
practices and theoretical notions, will be disposed to 
receive with respect doctrines that come direct from 
the table of the wealthy and powerful. Besides, 
the pride of the working farmers will be conciliated 
by the consideration shown to their order in being 
summoned to the hospitable council: farmers are 
now among the recognized company of statesmen 
and philosophers, not merely as pupils or listeners, 
but as parties to the deliberation. A Woodward 
sits with a Huxtable and a Peel to consult how the 
welfare of the nation can be best and most directly 
promoted. 

It is true that Sir Robert Peel, great and power- 
ful as he may be, derives perhaps the brightest lus- 
tre in his fame from the companionhood ; but that 
fact only renders his countenance the more influen¢ 
tial for good. Apart from the effect which such 
investigations have in enlarging and reinvigorating 
the mind of the statesman, there is the renewed 
prestige which he derives on reéntering the dry 
walls of the national debating-chamber, from the 
knowledge that he comes fresh from a consultation 
with the true Egeria of all statesmen—Nature. 
Sir Robert Peel is not alone in applving to fresh 
and original sources to enrich his statesmanship 
withal. Lord Clarendon’s recently commenced at- 
tempt to promote agricultural knowledge where it 
is still more needed than in England, is based upon 
the same clear and candid view of state wisdom— 
that it ought to be dictated by the practical neces- 
sity of the times. Mr. Cobden’s tour of Europe is 
in the same spirit. Here we have three of our 
statesmen, who might all of them claim the highest 
position in point of knowledge and estimation, 
teaching by example that the principle of the wisest 
practical philosophy is never to cease learning, but 
ever to renew strength for wordly affairs by apply- 
ing at the original sources of knowledge. Sucha 
reference must tend to infuse anew spirit of life 
into the deliberations of parliament.— Spectator, 
9th October. 


Tue Times recounts a truly ‘ extraordinary in- 
stance of the application of the electric telegraph,” 
at the London Bridge terminus of the South-eastern 
Railway, on Thursday, 7th October. 

‘* Hutchings, the man found guilty and sentenced 
to death for poisoning his wife, was to have been 
executed at Maidstone jail at twelve o’clock. 
Shortly before the appointed hour fur carrying the 
sentence into effect, a message was received at the 
London Bridge terminus from the home office, 
requesting that an order should be sent by the elec- 
tric telegraph, instructing the under-sheriff at Maid- 
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stone to stay the execution two hours. By the! The dearth by a visitation of Providence diminished, 


agency of the electric telegraph the communication 
was received in Maidstone with the usual rapidity ; 
and the execution was for atime stayed. It seems 
that the under-secretary of state had been in con- 
ference with a gentleman who had interested him- 
self in the case, and a re€xamination of the evi- 
dence was humanely determined on; pending the 
consultation, the under-secretary ordered the tem- 
porary respite. Shortly after the transmission of 
the order deferring the execution for two hours, a 
messenger from the home office conveyed to the 
railway the secretary of state’s order that the law 
was to take its course, and that the culprit was to 
be at once executed. As we have heard it stated, 
Mr. Macgregor, chairman of the South-Eastern 
Railway, happened to be at the terminus when this 
order arrived. The telegraph clerk hesitated in 
sending such a message without instructions ; and 
the propriety of transmitting it was accordingly 
submitted to Mr. Macgregor. The messenger from 
the home office could not be certain that the order 
for Hutchings’ execution was signed by the home 
secretary, although it bore his name; and Mr. 
Macgregor, with great judgment and humanity, in- 
stantly decided that it was not a sufficient authority 
on such a momentous matter. 

‘Tt now became the duty of Mr. James Walter, 
the chief superintendent of the South-Eastern 
Railway, to see the home secretary on the subject 
of the message: Mr. Walter proceeded to Down- 
ing street, and stated to Sir Denis le Marchant, the 
under-secretary of state, that the railway com- 
pany, in being required to deal with such a matter 
as a man’s execution, must have the signature of 
the order affixed in the presence of their responsible 
Officer ; that the second telegraphic message was 
in fact a death-warrant, and that Mr. Walter must 
have undoubted evidence of its correctness. On 
Mr. Walter drawing the attention of the secretary 
of state to the fact that the transmission of such a 
message was, in effect, to make him the sheriff, 
the conduct of the railway company, in requiring 
unquestionable evidence and authority, was warmly 
approved. The proper signature was affixed in 
Mr. Walter's presence; and the telegraph then 
conveyed to the sad criminal news that the suspen- 
sion of the awful sentence was only temporary. 
Hutchings was exccuted soon after it reached Maid- 
stone. i 

‘*An extraordinary sensation was created in 
Maidstone. It was gencrally believed that the man 
would not be hanged. The sheriff delayed the exe- 
cution the full time of two hours, and did not get 
the second mandate, ordering the execution, until 
after the expiration of the time. This was in con- 
sequence of the wires being engaged in transmit- 
ting a message from the sheriff to the home office, 
so that the secretary of state’s order could not pass 
through until the sheriff’s conversation had ended. 
We believe this is the first instance of the employ- 
ment of the electric telegraph on such a service.” 


THe revenue accounts for the year and quarter 
ended on the 10th of October are alarming—a 
decrease on the year of above a million, on the 
October quarter of above a million and a half! This 
was to be expected: the famine in Ireland and the 
overtrading in England, with all the consequent 
dislocation, fiscal and commercial, could not happen 
and not mark the formidable effects of scarcity and 
imprudence in the aggregate accounts of the nation. 
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while the speculative madness wasted, our re- 
sources ; and that ‘‘ burning of the candle at both 
ends’’ exhibits its natural results in straitened means. 

If we look to particulars, the account for the year 
is not so very bad; there is an increase on all the 
great branches of ordinary revenue, amounting in 
the aggregate to £673,000; the striking exception 
is the excise, which shows a decrease of £160,000 ; 
but the great apparent decrease on the year is mainly 
attributable to the falling off in the receipt of 
‘ China-money”’ and other casual items. 

The account for the quarter is dark indeed. 
Taking the particular season, the country is in a 
much worse position than it was at this time last 
year: all the great branches of the revenue exhibit 
decrease, with small exceptions under the heads of 
taxes and post-office; the gross increase under 
every head is only £18,667. On the other hand, 
there is a decrease in customs, (£374,000,) excise, 
(£641,000,) stamps, (£66,000,) and property-tax, 

£53,000 ;) the gross decrease being £1,525,000. 

o doubt, the receipts of the customs in the third 
quarter of 1846 were unduly swelled by receipts for 
corn-duties, now in abeyance; the affluence of the 
stamp revenue was an unhealthy excess; and the 
apparent abundance of the property-tax was un- 
sound: but even with those deductions, the fact 
remains, that the diminished and wasted resources 
of the country, a bad harvest in the previous year, 
and disturbed commerce, are telling on the revenue 
at a most serious rate. 

Will it stop here? The prospect is not cheering. 
The present deficiency belongs to a stage before 
the recent storm in the commercial world could have 
had time to operate greatly upon the public receipts ; 
short time is the order of the day in the manufac- 
turing districts; in railway matters, heated specu- 
lation is succeeded by icy stagnation: diminished 
exports must be accompanied by diminished imports 
—deficiency in customs; wages will continue low 
—deficiency in excise; incomes will be lower, 
sometimes imaginary—deficiency in income-tax ; 
even a healthy reaction in railway affairs must tend 
to induce a deficiency of revenue under the head of 
stamps. To these pinching straits add, that the 
Irish subsidies will probably be renewed ; and that 
the French government is going to take from the 
general money-market its long-threatened loan, in 
instalments at the rate of £400,000 a month for the 
next two years. It does not seem probable that 
Lord John Russell’s administration will be able to 
boast the happy ornament of rich revenue-tables.— 
Spectator 16 Oct. 


OmnisuseEs have appeared in Turkey; a regular 
course of them has been established between Con- 
stantinople and Adrianople, by an Armenian com- 
pany. These carriages carry twelve passengers 
inside, two out, and are drawn by six horses. The 
journey occupies thirty-two hours; and the fare is 
130 piastres. 

THE joint Stratford and London committees have 
reported, that they have paid 3,823/. for Shak- 
speare’s house and the adjoining property; and 
that the subscriptions fall short of that amount by 
1,4007. ; leaving the committee liable. 


Grace Acui.ar, the authoress of many popular 
works in favor of the Jews, urging their claims to 
free and equal civil and religious rights throughout 
the civilized world, died on the 10th September, at 
Frankfort, in her thirty-second year. 
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RAILWAY ĪNTELLIGENCE.—Such is the pressure ‘er two. About eighty sugar properties are thrown 


for money among some of even the largest and 
wealthiest railway companies, that, in addition to 
their offers of five per cent. for money advanced on 
their debentures, they contemplate allowing a bonus 
on fares paid in advance by passengers. Thus, a 
person going by the twelve o'clock train will be 
allowed a handsome drawback if he takes out his 
ticket at eight o’clock, for the company gets the 
play of his money during four hours, which in the 
present state of things will be found a most desira- 
ble accommodation. It is expected that some of 
the leading lines will speedily put forth an announce- 
ment that ‘‘ interest at the rate of five per cent. per 
hour will henceforth be allowed on all fares paid in 
advance on sums not exceeding fifty shillings ;’’ and 
preference tickets will be issued, with a corner seat 
guaranteed, to the twenty first passengers by each 
train who shall have paid up the whole sum upon 
their fares a quarter of an hour previous to starting. 


Istanp oF Jamatca.—The following is an ex- 
tract of a letter from a gentleman who inherited a 
landed estate in the island of Jamaica, the slaves 
attached to the same having been emancipated un- 
der the act of Parliament. Encouraged by the 
British and American abolition reports on the suc- 
cessful progress of the emancipation policy, and 
hoping that he could revive his abandoned sugar 
estate with free black labor, he recently visited 
Jamaica, and on his return gave the result in the 
extract furnished. 
~ “ The condition of property in Jamaica is as low, 


as regards value and production, as can well be im- | 
-numbers, through the press of Messrs. Gould, Ken- 
-dall & Lincoln. | 


agined, yet the people there think they have not 
yet reached the lowest point, and will not for a year. 


up, not paying the expenses of cultivation, and 
everything on them gone to ruin. Before the 
emancipation, the export of sugar was about 200,- 
000 hogsheads-; last year it amounted to little more 
than thirty thousand. ‘The negroes are very loyal 
and humble in their deportment and pretensions, 
but very indolent; and being able to maintain 
themselves with little work, sufficient labor cannot 
be had. The coffee properties (which are in the 
mountains) are doing somewhat better: but bad is 
the best. All the white inhabitants able to leave 
the island have gone away.’’— Charleston Mercury. 
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Evangeline, a Tale of Acadie. By Henry Wads- 
worth Longfellow. We can only acknowledge the 
receipt of this welcome book now, but shall here- 
after find opportunity of introducing it to our read- 
ers. Published by Messrs. Ticknor & Co., Boston. 

Messrs. Harper & Brothers have published Cam- 
paign Sketches of the War with Mexico. By 
Capt. W.S. Henry. The officers of the army, 
and other reporters, have drawn from the life and 
given us many vivid and picturesque scenes in 
Mexico. This. is not a sufficient reason for the 
war, but it may be called ‘‘ one of its advantages.” 
And yet not so, dear friend, if it create a love of 
war. ae, 

Also—The Life of Henry the Fourth, King of 
France and Navarre, by G. È. R. James ; and No 31 
of the excellent and beautiful Pictorial History of 


England. 
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From the Edinburgh Review. 


The Progress of America, from the Discovery by 
Columbus to the year 1846. By Jonn MACGREGOR, 
Secretary to the Board of Trade ; author of Com- 
mercial Statistics, &c. &c. 2 vols. large 8vo. 
London: 1847. 


TuEse volumes contain by far the most valuable 
store of facts which has ever been collected respect- 
ing the commercial and social history of the New 
Continent. It requires, indeed, some courage even 
to glance over the enormous mass of details, which 
these 3000 closely printed pages present to the eye. 
But a very brief examination dispels any doubt as 
to the serviceable and practical character of the 
work. Mr. Macgregor is so thoroughly conver- 
sant with the art of dealing with statistical figures, 
and long habit has rendered him such a master of 
arrangement, that an inquirer even moderately fa- 
miliar with such studies will find himself easily 
enabled to turn to the particular pigeon-hole in 
which the materials he is in search of are deposited. 
The first volume embraces a general sketch of 
the history of discovery in the New Continent ; its 
more recent political annals ; the separate history and 
geography of British America, Brazil, and Spanish 
America; and the statistics of the two latter coun- 
tries, together with those of Hayti and the foreign 
West Indies. In the second volume, Mr. Mac- 
gregor returns to the statistics of the United Sates 
of North America; and this is by far the most 
complete part of the work, as the subject is more 
important, and the materials more trustworthy. 

We do not understand on what principle the 
British dominions in America are left out, or rather 
treated of in part only ; a sketch of their history 
and geography being given, while the statistics 
both of British North America and the West 
Indies are wholly omitted. Perhaps Mr. Mac- 
gregor was of opinion that these regions, forming 
part of the British empire, would be more properly 
included in compilations treating of our own domes- 
tic affairs. Perhaps he intended at some future 
period to supply the omission. If otherwise, we 
cannot but regret it; not only on account of the 
peculiar interest which those parts of America 
possess for the British reader, but also because 
Mr. Macgregor is personally familiar with them. 
He illustrated their condition some years ago in 
his ‘‘ British America,” of which the statistical 
part is already antiquated, from the rapid changes 
which the subject-matter has undergone. 


‘< The enthusiasm,” says Mr. Macgregory* which 
accompanied me in my youth to the British settle- 
ments in America, was first inspired by the writings 
of Robertson, Charlevoix, and Raynal—by poring 
over Hakluyt and Purchas, and the more recent 
collections of voyages and travels; and an ambition, 
eatertained on perusing with delight the travels of 
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a near relation, the late Sir Alexander Mackenzie, 
to the Arctic shores, and afterwards across the 
broadest part of America to the Pacific. The more 
I study the progress of the European settlements in 
America, the more thoroughly am I convinced of an 
infallible truth, that the history of navigation and 
commerce is the history of civilization.” 


To enthusiasm of this order the history of 
American progress affords the most ample nourish- 
ment. The visions and speculations of the people 
of a new country are almost wholly of a material 
order. Wrestlers against nature, conquerors of 
the wilderness, their chief attention is concentrated 
on a struggle which, among inhabitants of the 
Old World like ourselves, is long ago over, and 
forgotten ; and excites only the interest of ro- 
mance. We have become settled in our present 
condition. ` There are many among us—nay, most 
of us, in some mood, have shared the feeling— 
who could be content to remain stationary, and to 
be neither more numerous, nor wealthier, nor more 
advanced in our command over nature, than we 
are at present, provided only the rest of the world 
could gain no advantage by slipping past us. Our 
cherished dreams are generally of other conquests 
and glories than these, and are not easily kindled 
by statistics; but statistics constitute the favorite 
excitement of the imagination of most Americans, 
and of Mr. Macgregor no less. He evidently 
enjoys himself amidst the long array of figures, 
which prove the rapidity of past advance, and 
illustrate the laws of future development. 

A very large part of his first volume, however, 
contains matter more attractive to ordinary read- 
ers, being composed of extracts and summaries of 
modern travels, after the fashion of Pinkerton and 
other compilers; and here Mr. Macgregor has 
drawn very largely on American stores with 
which we were previously unacquainted. This is 
particularly the case in relation to Mexico, the old 
“ Internal Provinces,” so long unvisited, but now 
opened by the commercial and military enterprise 
of the Anglo-Americans—California, Oregon, and 
the interior of Brazil. Many of the sources from 
which he has derived this part of his collections are 
almost inaccessible to English readers in general. 

As to the Spanish-American republics, Mr. 
Macgregor appears to have been perplexed be- 
twecn the necessity of making his work as com- 
plete as possible, and the extremely worthless 
character of the materials with which in their case 
he has had to deal. We place very little reliance on 
his political arithmefjc respecting these regions, 
which, feebly disclosed to us in the personal nar- 
ratives of a few occasional visitors from Europe 
and the United States, are sinking, for the most 
part, back into the darkness which concealed them 
from the eyes of the civilized world during the 
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century before their emancipation ; and are left as 
it were aside in the rapid movement of the rest of 
Christendom. As to these, the statistician has to 
elicit his results from a multitude of old, ill-ar- 
ranged, and contradictory authorities ; and it is not 
altogether to be wondered at, if, with that propen- 
sity, which certainly belongs to his class, and from 
which Mr. Macgregor is not wholly free—to pre- 
fer collecting to analyzing—to fling down cart- 
loads of figures on the desk, and trust to chance 
for the arrangement—his tables are often not only 
inaccurate, but sometimes Inconsistent in their de- 
tails.* These portions of the work, however, will 
be consulted more as matters of curiosity than 
utility ; except the commercial returns from the 
warious ports of South America, which appear to 
Test, for the most part, on better authority, and to 
tbe compiled with great labor from sources gener- 
ally unattainable. 

As matters of political interest, the chapters 
relating to the United Sates constitute the main 
value of the work. Mr. Macgregor is well known 
in this country as the laborious and steady cham- 
pion of the cause of free trade. He has had a 
share, and no trifling one, in directing the move- 
ment of the last few years. To many minds, his 
figures have brought stronger conviction than all 
the eloquence enlisted on the same side, both in 
and out of parliament. And now that the battle 
is won, (or nearly won) in his own country, there 
is no more glorious victory left to be achieved, 
than that which must ultimately be won, over the 
party prejudices and class-interests which still 
govern the commercial legislation of the great 
republic. That legislation may not be worse than 
what still prevails in many European countries ; 
but it stands in more’ striking contrast with the 
character and the other institutions of a people so 
shrewd and far-sighted in all matters concerning 
their interests. Nor has it arisen, as in less 
enlightened states, from the successful intrigues, 
or the arbitrary exercise of power, of a protected 
class of monopolists. Nothing is more clear, to 
any one who has studied the history summed up in 
Mr. Macgregor’s pages, than that the ‘‘ American 
system” of protection arose from political and not 
from commercial motives. We are ourselves the 
fathers of it. It began in a desire of just, but 
impolitic retaliation on England. Once implanted 
in the state—according to the uniform history of 
such evil growths—it struck its roots too deeply 
in popular feeling to be eradicated, so Jong as the 
close balance of parties, and the difficulty of con- 
ducting the government, might render it an object 
with statesmen to bid for the votes of a protected 
class, strong in united self-interest rather than 
numbers. 


* E. g. Lima, at vol. i., p. 955, is made to contain 
54,096 inhabitants, with an average of 2350 deaths annu- 
ally. At p. 956 it is stated to have a population not 
exceeding 45,000, with 3500 interments in the year; a 
mortality at which even Mr. Chadwick would stand 
aghast. Weare ashamed to notice such trifies in a work 
of this magnitude, but we might have multiplied in- 
stances ; and the hint may direct attention in some future 
revision. 
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In 1785, Mr. Adams, then the United. States 
minister at the Court of St. James’, proposed to 
place the navigation and trade between the domin- 
ions of Great Britain and all the territories of the 
United States upon a basis of complete reciprocity. 
The proposal was not only rejected, but “ he was 
given to understand that no other would be en- 
tertained.’”? Mr. Adams, accordingly, advised his 
countrymen (in a letter to the foreign secretary, 
Mr. Jay) :—‘‘ You may depend upon it, the com- 
merce of America will have no relief at present; 
nor, in my opinion, ever, until the United States 
shall have generally passed navigation acts. If 
this measure is not adopted, we shall be derided ; 
and, the more we suffer, the more will our calam- 
ities be laughed at. My most earnest exhortations 
to the states, then, are, and ought to be, to lose 
no time in passing such acts.” 

Advice to adopt a measure of retaliation, so 
justly provoked, however questionable its real 
policy might be, could hardly fail of being received 
with favor. The difficulties which the then con- 
stitution of the United States interposed in the way 
of unity of commercial legislation, prevented Mr. 
Adams’ suggestion from being acted on for a few 
years. But, in 1789, on the adoption of the new 
federal constitution, congress passed a navigation 
law, which has since led to reciprocity treaties 
between us and them. Unfortunately, pursuing 
the same policy, they enacted in the same year 
their first tariff—innocent, indeed, in comparison 
with its successors, but the commencement of a 
series of legislation most mischievous to the peo- 
ple of both countries. 

It is therefore but too true, as Mr. Macgregor 
shows, that ‘‘ the American government, at the 
outset of its independent existence, would have 
agrecd to commence and maintain an intercourse 
which would have enabled England to enjoy every 
possible advantage which could be derived from 
the United States, if they had remained colonies ; 
and all those advantages, without either the per- 
plexity or expense of governing them. The 
advances made with respect to such wise policy 
by the United States, were unhappily rejected.” 
The first consequence of our selfish and sulky pol- 
icy was a famine in the West Indies; of which 
Bryan Edwards gives the details with just indig- 
nation—the slaves, and poorer class of the free 
inhabitants, being deprived of their old supplies of 
food from the revolted colonies. The ultimate 
results were embargoes and restrictions ; the almost 
civil war of 1812—15; the war of tariffs, which 
has continued ever since, though now happily one- 
sided only; and the erippling of our commerce 
with those who possess almost a monopoly of one 
article of the first necessity to us, and great advan- 
tages in the production of others. 

Once commenced and set on foot, the ‘“ Ameri- 
can system’’ of protecting domestic manufactures 
was far too tempting a delusion—flattering the 
prejudices of many, harmonizing with the honest 
but mistaken theories of some, and serving the 
interests of an acute few—not to enlist on its side 
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a large party, and become a great political bond of | became converts to its čoetrines; and no won- 


union. Mr. Hamilton, a great name in America 
—though we could never exactly ascertain the 
basis en which his reputation is founded—pre- 
sented to congress his elaborated ‘‘ Report on 
Manufactures” in 1791: a species of essay, em- 
bodying the favorite principles of the protection 
theory. But the breaking up of old political par- 
ties which followed the French Revolution, and 
the subscquent war with England, adjourned the 
execution of his recommendations until the year 
1816, when an avowedly protective tariff was for 
the first time established. It is a curious fact, 
that this bill and that of 1824 were carried against 
the will of the New England States. In 1816, 
* nearly two thirds of the New England members 
voted for a reduction on the proposed duties on 
cotton manufactures; while out of 43 members 
from New York, New Jersey, and Pennyslvania, 
who voted on the question, nine only were in favor 
of it.” In 1820, a very able speech indeed, in 
favor of free-trade, was delivered at Faneuil Hall. 
Neitker Say nor Ricardo could have uttered sen- 
timents more to the purpose; and the doctrines 
of these abstruse philosophers were clothed in plain, 
home-thrusting, popular oratory, of the best order. 
4t For his part,” the orator declared, ‘‘ he believed, 
that, however derided, the principle of leaving such 
things very much to their own course, in a country 
like ours, was the only true policy ; and that we 
could no more improve the order, and habit, and 
composition of society, by an artificial balancing of 
trades and occupations, than we could improve the 
natural atmosphere, by means of the condensers 
and rarefiers ef the chemists.” The speaker was 
Daniel Webster. Since that time, unhappily, 
falsehood has made its converts as well as truth. 
But the orator was on the popular side ; for prin- 
ciples of freedom as yet commanded a majority 
among those whom Webster then addressed. On 
the introduction of the tariff of 1824, the votes of 
the New England States were fifteen for, and 
twenty-three against it: while those of the states 
of New York, Pennysivania, New Jersey, Ken- 
tucky, and Ohio, stood seventy-cight for, and only 
nine against. And in the discussions on the tariff 
of 1828, the same proportion still continued. 
While, therefore, that portion of the American 
people which alone possessed much manufacturing 
industry, and which has always evinced the great- 
est aptitude for commercial pursuits, continued 
hostile to restrictions which could by no possibility 
‘do good to any but themselves—while they, the 
only parties who could derive a share of profit from 
monopoly, continued to repudiate it—it was liter- 
ally carried through by the votes of the farmers 
and planters of the central states, whose predilec- 
tion for the ‘‘ American system” was simply sui- 
cidal !—a curious proof, among many others in the 
history of commercial legislation, how often mere 
igBorance, or mere party spirit, has done the mis- 
chief ordinarily attributed to self-interest. 

Once started, however, in the cause of protec- 
tien against their will, the New Englanders soon 


der. To them the bencfit was immediate, at the 
expense of all their fellow-citizens ; the loss con- 
tingent and ultimate only. We find, on analyzing 
the tables of Mr. Macgregor, that the six states of 
New England, containing one eighth of the popu- 
lation of the whole republic, produces two thirds 
of its cotton fabrics, three fifihs of its woollens, 
nearly half its leathers, and other articles in almost 
the same proportion. The single state of Massa- 
chusetts owns one sixth of the manufacturing cap- 
ital of the nation. As far, therefore, as protection 
can confer benefit on the producers of the monop- 
olized articles, they, and they alone, have reaped 
it. The remaining eighteen millions of the proud- 
est and most irritable nation upon earth—men to 
whom a dollar paid by way of a salary to a priest, 
or civil list to a king, appears an oppression to be 
resisted to the last drop of blood—are content to 
disburse for the benefit of their Yankee brethren, 
a tribute which, in all probability, would defray 
the civil expenditure of half a dozen small Euro- 
pean monarchies—nay, they have pressed and 
compelled the modest and reluctant Yankees to 
accept it! 

How much those worthy descendants of the 
pilgrim fathers have gained by the advantages thus 
forced upon them, we may by-and-by endeavor to 
estimate. In the mean time, the burden has been 
usually borne by the tributary states with that 
stolid patience, or rather that exulting and self- 
applauding self-denial, with which large bodies of 
mankind are in the habit of offering up their con- 
tributions to the cunning few. But this has not 
been uniformly the case. In the year 1828-32, 
the Union was iu greater danger of disruption than 
at any period before or since, from the nullification 
movement of South Carolina, in which Georgia, 
and even Virginia, very nearly participated. It 
cannot be wondered at that the southern planters, 
amidst their exhausted fields and decaying ports,* 
and suffering severely under the competition of the 
newer soils of Louisiana and the Mississippi, felt 
aggrieved by the pressure of duties, which at once 
narrowed the market for their commodities, and 
increased their cost of production. The report of 
the Carolinian committee, to inquire into the 
power of the judicial government, declared ‘‘ all 
legislation for the protection of domestic manufac- 
tures to be unconstitutional, as being in favor of a 
local interest, and that congress had no power to 
legislate, except upon subjects of general interest”? 
—a difficult proposition to answer on political 
principles, whatever reply American jurists may be 
able to make to it. The movement failed, how- 
ever, as it deserved to fail, because, with an unfor- 
tunate perversity, the people of South Carolina 
chose to include in the same proscription, as 
unconstitutional, ‘* all legislation for the purpose of 
meliorating the condition of the free colored and 


* The exports of South Carolina have remained station- 
ary for the last thirty years. Charleston, its capital, is 
the only large American town of which the population 
diminished between 1830 and 1840. 
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slave population of the United States :”’ 
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mingling | fringe the free Atlantic along his coast; and far 


with one of the most righteous, the basest purpose | larger sums towards the hopeless experiment of 


for which men could band themselves together. 
Their opponents gave up the cause of the negroes, 
and preserved that of monopoly. The Carvlinian 
demand was met by Mr. Clay’s ‘“ compromise bill,” 
which adroitly relieved from duty those articles 
only in which no American competing industry 
existed. But the ‘‘ compromise” was again set 
aside by the prevailing party in 1842, when its 
minimum duties were about to come into operation, 
and a new and more stringent tariff enacted ; car- 
ried rather by the spirit of party, says Mr. Mac- 
gregor, than by the influence of the manufacturers ; 
in which we believe he is perfectly aecurate. An 
attempt was made to reintroduce the ‘‘ compro- 
mise’? in 1844, but without success; the later 
modifications of 1846 hardly deserve notice; and 
America remains burdened with a system which 
would be ruinous to countries of less energy and 
resources, though in her case it may be rather 
inconvenient and absurd than seriously oppressive. 

Taking a comprehensive view of the subject, we 
may say that the causes of American progress are 
so powerful and rapidly operative, that even the 
commercial measures of her government cannot 
materially retard it, as assuredly they have hitherto 
done nothing to promote it. With that perfect 
freedom of internal trade which prevails through- 
out the vast republic—with those admirable inven- 
tions for facilitating and accelerating inter-commu- 
nication of people, traffic, and thought, of which 
no country in the world (England herself not 
excepted) has availed herself so largely or so 
wisely in proportion to her means—a few vexa- 
tious restrictions, more or less, on foreign com- 
merce, can scarcely affect the development of her 
social wealth with any vital injury.* 

But there is quite enough of immediate loss— 
more than enough, unhappily, of substantial polit- 
ical injury—to avenge the cause of free trade on 
its unreasoning enemies. The American citizen 
pays from 95 to 178 per cent. for his window 
glass, 75 to 150 per cent. on articles of manufac- 
tured iron; ‘‘ embracing,” says Mr. Macduffic, 
the senator, ‘‘ most of the tools and implements 
necessarily used on every farm and plantation in 
the country ;’’ 133 per cent. on salt, 75 to 150 
per cent. (by the help of deceitful modes of valua- 
tion) on the prints and calicoes ‘‘ of which every 
female of the middle and lower classes is a con- 
sumer.” Jn order that he may enjoy these and 
similar benefits without fear of interruption by the 
smuggler, he pays for ‘‘ steam revenue cutters” 
to cruise among the islands and sand-bars which 


* If the following details are to be depended upon, they 
are curious, as showing the eflect of improved internal 
communications in renovating the trade and wealth of a 
city, which, had it not been for them, were in a course of 
partial deterioration. They are taken from the Comp- 
troller of New York’s Report, quoted by Mr. Macgregor 


at vol. ii., p. 217. 
Real & Personal 


Inhabitants. Fatate. noid 3 
In 1816 New York city had 95,000 882,000,000 862 
In 1826 (Erie canul opened) 166,000 101,000,000 609 
In 1835 270,000 213,000,000 807 


closing a land frontier of 1200 miles against the 
Canadians. To maintain the same ‘‘ American’’ 
cause, he has suffered the seeds of disunion, and 
of just but fatal antipathies, to grew up between 
those sections of his commonwealth, which, under 
the most favorable circumstances, and with the 
nicest endeavor to preserve the equipoise, it is 
most difficult to kecp in harmony under the same 
government. 

There is ako another mode in which the tariff 
has given a secret but very serious blow to the 
stability of American institutions. The whig party 
are the true conservatives of Ameriea, and their 
influence in the long-run is the main check which 
exists on the tendency of its social system towards 
anarchy and dissolution. But the whigs, by their 
fatal alliance with monopoly, have at once made 
themselves the enemics of large and really injured 
classes in their own country, and lost great part 
of their claim to the sympathy and eneouragement 
of those in forcign nations, who were of old their 
natural allies. What eflective counterpoise can be 
expected to the influence of ultra-demecratie opin- 
ion, from a party pledged to a course of policy 
which, in the Old World, has in every instanoe 
hitherto ended by weakening and ultimately ruin- 
ing its supporters? The whigs may be assured, 
that their attachment to monopoly will break up 
their party at last, and with it, perhaps, the consti- 
tution of their country. So long as the American 
farmer chooses to feed himself and his cattle upon 
taxed salt, to work on his land with taxed iron, to 
dress his wife and daughters im taxed calicoes— 
not to preserve national honor, to plant the rapa- 
cious cacle on the towers of Cortes, or to humble 
the obstinate ‘* Britisher’’— 

‘Non ut superbas invide Carthaginis 
Romanus arces ureret, 


Intactus aut Britannus ut descenderet 
Sacra catenatus Vid’’— 


but simply that the world may admire the ‘‘ fae- 
tory girls’? of Lowell, and that a few Yankee 
speculators may get rich in the towns of New 
England, and a few scattered capitalists in and near 
the great citics of the rest of the Union—so long 
these statesmen may enjoy a poorly-acquired pop- 
ularity ; but the dispelling of that delusion will 
place them at the fect of thcir enemies, unless 
they extricate themselves beforehand from the false 
position which they now occupy. 

There has been, however, a different line of 
apology sometimes adopted for the American sys- 
tem of protection, which justly deserves to be con- 
sidered and weighed by those who have not per- 
suaded themselves into so completely one-sided a 
view of the subject, as to reject at once all protee- 
tive regulations, without inquiry or discrimination. 
Admitting that all protection involves a sacrifice 
of national wealth, it has been argued, that some 
sacrifice may nevertheless be reasonably endured, in 
order to secure such a distribution of it as shall 
best suit national interests. It may be conceded, 
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for the sake of argument—such is the language 
of those who employ the reasoning of which we 
speak—that the loss which the protection of Amer- 
ican manufactures occasions to the scattered mil- 
lions who raise the raw produce of the republic, 
is greater than the gain to the manufacturers and 
operatives. But the chief weakness of America 
lies in the dispersion of her population. The ten- 
dency of her agricultural classes to spread and 
scatter themselves over an enormous extent of 
territory, prevents the rise of cities, the growth of 
habits of order and respect for law—the progress, 
in short, of civilization. There may, therefore, be 
good policy in fostering at their expense the indus- 
try of the older, more populous, more conservative 
portions of the republic; the influence of the wide 
unsettled west being already far too great, both on 
the balance of political power, and on the moral 
character of American society. 

These certainly are not the doctrines of Jeffer- 
son, who looked forward with alarm to the rise 
of American cities ; but they may not the less de- 
serve a fair investigation; and those who hold 
them will not be persuaded out of them by ordi- 
nary frce trade arguments. It happens, however, 
that they will not stand the test of figures. Mr. 
Macgregor’s tables are not compiled with any view 
to meet this particular line of argument, of which 
he does not indeed take any notice ;—the evidence 
which they furnish against it is therefore the more 
satisfactory. If we examine, in the first place, 
the progress of population in the five old New 
England States, Connecticut, Massachusetts, Ver- 
mont, Rhode Island, New Hampshire, which alone 
deserve the character of manufacturing districts, 
and where, if anywhere, the protecting system 
should operate in drawing together and concen- 
trating greater numbers of inhabitants—we find 
the following results :— 


1839. 1540, 
Massachusetts, 610,408 737,699 
The other four States, 944,930 985,368 


It appears, therefore, that while Massachusetts has 
undoubtedly made a considerable, though by no 
means a remarkable advance, the other manufac- 
turing states, during the ten years in which the 
tarif was most operative, actually increased in 
population at a lower rate than average English 
counties. If we examine the table of exports, the 
deductions to be drawn from them are precisely 
similar. Comparing the years 1822 and 1842 (which 
appear to be fair average years) we find the results, 
in round numbers, to be, that Massachusetts ex- 
ported, in 1822, to the value of four millions of 
dollars; in 1842, 6,700,000. The other four 
states, in 1822, 1,500,000; in 1842, only 1,400,- 
000; in other words, they have remained station- 
ary during the period in which, if there were any 
truth in the doctrines of the American system, 
they ought to have made the most decided pro- 
gress; possessing, as they do, every facility for 
manufacturing purposes in a higher degree than 
any other part of America. Massachusetts alone 
has gained; and, without denying that protection 
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may have given some stimulus to the cotton man- 
ufactures of Massachusetts, it would be a libel on 
the people of that energetic state, to believe that 
the real source of thcir high prosperity lies in the 
tribute which their monopoly draws from their 
brethren. 

We apprehend, therefore, that this argument, 
the most plausible which we have met with in fa- 
vor of the tariff, entirely fails. Protection has not 
girt the New England States with Mr. Wake- 
field’s belt of iron ;— it has not checked, in the 
slightest degree, the westward movement and dis- 
persion of their population ;— it has had no effect 
whatever in determining the progress of society, 
or giving the much-desired principle of cohesion 
to the people or institutions of any part of Amer- 
ica. It is, in short, as politically worthless as it 
is economically false ; and Mr. Macgregor’s is the 
only sound conclusion from the long and possibly 
tedious detail into which we have entered. 


“ Tf there be one course of policy more than an- 
other which we would advocate, to which we would 
devote our endeavors, in order to aid in obtaining 
the only certain guarantee of peace and of friendship 
between two great nations, who in Janguage and 
race are one people—that course of policy is to es- 
tablish the least possible restriction on the inter- 
change of the commodities of the one country in the 
other—upon the arrival, remaining, and departure, 
of the ships and citizens of America, in every Brit- 
ish port and place in the universe—of British ships 
and subjects in every port and place within the 
American regions. If ever the history of the world 
presented two states in a position and condition to 
do each other the utmost possible good, or the 
greatest possible evil, such are the actual positions, 
and actual conditions, of the United Kingdom and 
United States.” 


Would it, however, be desirable, supposing it 
were possible, to accelerate the progress of the 
United States towards fixity of population ?—to 
counteract the tendency to dispersion, by promot- 
ing the growthof cities, the head-quarters of civil- 
ization, wealth, and order, the correctives, if such 
are to be fuund, of American ochlocracy! The 
truth is, that if this object be among the political 
requirements of America, canals and rail-ways are 
already achieving it, with a rapidity which con- 
founds all the estimates of statesmen and statisti- 
cians alike. Mr. Macgregor has quoted largely 
from a series of articles on tho internal trade of 
the United States, by Mr. Scott of Ohio; aspec- 
ulator of the true American cast, indulging in 
views of future greatness sufficiently bold and 
comprehensive; but of whose prophecies some 
““ per-centage” will no doubt be realized—enough 
perhaps to secure for their author the credit of 
second-sight among the swarm of nations which will 
one day be assembled in the valley of the Missis- 
sippi. The following are some of his calculations 
on this subject :—In Massachusetts, from 1830 to 
1840, more than half the increase of the popula- 
tion of the whole state took place in the nine prin- 
cipal towns (66,000 out of 128,000.) In the same 
period, the increase in the whole State of New 
York was 27 per cent.; in the fourteen largest 
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towns, 644 per cent.; in the state, exclusive 
of these towns, only 19 per cent. ; and yet in New 
York there are still whole counties of nearly un- 
occupied land. Pennsylvanian enterprise in the 
same period suffered materially from the ‘‘ crash 
of her monetary system.” But even in Pennsyl- 
vania the nine largest towns exhibited a gain of 
391 per cent.; the whole state, of only 21} per 
cent. In Ohio, the great agricultural state, the 
eighteen largest towns increased 138 per cent. ; 
the state only 62 per cent. The increase of the 
twenty largest towns of the United States, from 
New York to St. Louis, inclusive, was 55 per 
cent. ; that of the whole country less than 34 per 
cent. If the slave-holding states were left out, 
the result of the calculation would be still more 
favorable to the towns.—(Vol. ii., p. 750.) The 
most ardent well-wisher for the concentration of 
American population could hardly desire more 
- rapid results than these ; and yet the impulse from 
which they proceed may be said to have scarcely 
begun its operation. America is fast becoming a 
country of great cities. 

And, to pass from subjects of American interest 
to such as more nearly concern us in Europe ; 
this last circumstance, the great and disproportion- 
ate growth of her town population, and the cer- 
tainty that the ratio will continue to increase, is 
very important to be borne in mind, in considering 
the question of the future ability of the United 
States to supply our demand for articles of food. 
As to the idea, prevalent to a certain extent among 
ourselves, and trumpeted forth by the American 
press with its usual grandiloquence, that the exist- 
ing surplus of the agricultural produce of the 
United States (on the breadth of cultivation exist- 
ing in 1845 and 1846) was sufficient to fill up the 
deficit of an European famine, or even to make 
any great “impression on our enormous need, had 
Providence continued the scarcity among us, or 
afflicted our grain harvest with blight in addition 
to our potatoes—never was anything more faha- 
cious. Commercial exaggeration reached its 
height, in the recent anticipations of cereal im- 
ports from America. And since the adage, omne 
ignotum pro magnifico, is in no instance more true 
than in the matter of markets, it may be worth 
while to give, as briefly as we can, the results of 
Mr. Macgregor’s statistics on this important sub- 
ject.—(Book ii., c. 5.) Mr. Macgregor, we must 
state, or rather his authorities, are answerable only 
for the figures; the calculations are our own. 

Mr. Macgregor gives at vol. ii., p. 489, the fol- 
lowing ‘‘ estimate by Mr. Ellsworth,” (he docs 
not further describe his vouchee,) of the crops of 
the United States, in 1844 :— 


BUSHELS. 

Wheat, . . . . . 95,607,000 
Indian Corn,. . . . 421,953,000 
Oats, . . . . . . 172,247,000 
Rye, . . . . . . 26,450,000 
Buck Wheat, . . . 9,071,000 
Barley, . . . . . 3,627,000 
728,955,000 
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But as it should seem from other calculations 
(see vol. ii., p. 961) that the export of wheat in 
the same year (including flour) amounted to nearly 
8,000,000 of bushels, (and this was rather below 
the average,) the total umount for home consump- 
tion and seed must be taken at 87,000,000 bushels : 
that is, about four and a half bushels per head, 
the whole population being taken at nineteen mil- 
lions and a half. In the United Kingdom, in the 
same year, it is probable that about 160,000,000 
bushels were required for consumption and seed : 
that is, more than six bushels per head. The 
Americans, therefore, profuse and even wasteful 
as they are in their subsistence, consume consider- 
ably less wheat per head than the inhabitants of 
the United Kingdom. This is perfectly conclusive 
as to the impossibility of their supplying any great 
or sudden European demand for wheat, unless 
there should take place some large imcrease in its 
cultivation. But this is by no means the whole 
of the case. Of the 95,607,000 bushels of wheat 
produced in the United States, nearly one half is 
raised west of the Allechanies: chiefly in the rieh 
plains of Ohio and Indiana, and even in the far 
north-western clearings of Michigan. These sap- 
plies will no doubt become available in seasons like 
that through which we have just passed. But the 
western farmer, in estimating how much he ean 
raise with a profit, does not rest his practical eal- 
culations on exceptional demands, such as that of 
1847. And to how great a height must prees 
rise in this country, before supplies raised a thou- 
sand miles beyond the Atlantic can compete not 
only with our own produce, but with that of Po- 
land and Prussia! 

The same remark applies to the quantity of 
Indian corn which America has to send. Enor- 
mous as her production of this grain appears to be 
—about 20 bushels per head, according to Mr. 
Ellisworth’s estimate—it is not, nor is likely to 
become, an article of regular consumption in Great 
Britain and the populous countries of Western 
Europe. Scarcity alone creates a demand for it. 
The cultivator, therefore, cannot take this demand 
into his estimate: and it must be supplied, not 
from the stores of merchants, but from savings out 
of ordinary consumption ; and these are slowly col- 
lected and slowly forwarded. When the demand 
is at the strongest, the supply will be short and 
the price enormous, as was the case for some 
weeks last spring in Ireland. But, by the time 
that the farmer has learned to stint his pigs, ane 
spare his waste, and the accumulated savings of 
some hundred thousand little households find their 
way to the Atlantic, prices have fallen, merchants 
are ruined, and farmers must be long-sighted 
indeed to keep themselves in readiness for a simi- 
lar emergency, which may not recur for many 
years. 

This is a subject at the present moment of so 
much interest, that we venture fo subjoin a long 
extract from papers quoted by Mr. Macgregor (vol. 
ii., p. 493) from the Philadelphia Commercial List 
of 1842. It will he seen that the calculations vary 
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in some slight degree from our own, but the con- 
clusions are the same: of course they were com- 
piled when no anticipation existed of European 
scarcity. 


« Tt is very generally believed abroad, that wheat 
is of very general culture in our country ; but such 
is not the fact. This table’’ (alluding to an elabo- 
rate one which we omit) ‘‘ divides the states and 
territories into three districts. The first embraces 
the six New England states ; the second, the states 
in what may be called the ‘ wheat district,’ extend- 
ing from latitude 35° to 45° north, and from longi- 
tude 5° east to 15° west of Washington; and the 
third, states south of latitude 35°. The cultivation 
of wheat was commenced in the New England 
states at quite an early date after their first settle- 
ment, and with sufficient success to supply the 
wants of the colonists ; but it could not be continued 
with profit when Pennsylvania was settled, and its 
lands (more congenial to wheat) subjected to the 

lough. Then the hardy and venturous sons of the 
Poritans found it their interest to ‘ cultivate’ the 
‘ocean,’ and, by exchange of its productions, pur- 
chase flour and grain from the descendants of Penn. 
The efforts made since the revolution, and by aid 
of bounties, even to within three or four years, to 
revive the cultivation of wheat in the eastern sec- 
tions, have proved alike unsuccessful ; and the agri- 
cultural pursuits of New England will, doubtless, 
in future be confined to the more suitable products 
of Indian corn and potatoes, with pasturage of cattle, 
and increased growth of wool, in parts more remote 
from the sea-board. 

‘¢ With the states south of the wheat section, we 
have included North Carolina ; for, although a great 
part of this state lies north of 35°, and wheat is cul- 
tivated towards its northern parts, the soil in gen- 
eral is better adapted to Indian corn, and the quan- 
tity cultivated is large. 

* * * a a 

“ To the north of 45° north on this continent, 
the length and severity of the winters will prevent 
the cultivation of wheat to any material extent. 
This opinion will appear remarkable in England, 
when it is considered that the most southerly point 
of Great Britain is near north latitude 49°, and that 
the culture of wheat is successfully extended to 
north latitude 55°. But that island has an open 
ocean to the north and west, and the north sea to 
the east; whereas the American continent towards 
the north-west is unbroken to the polar sea ; and to 
the north, and towards north-west, is indented with 
immense bays, covered by ice for nine months in 
the year. i 

“ To the west, longitude 15° west of Washing- 
ton, commence those extensive prairies extending 
to the Rocky Mountains, on which it is not likely 
he cultivation of wheat will be extended, nor any 
permanent settlement made, except along some of 
the water-courses, for years to come. The want 
of wood and water on those plains will stop'the ad- 
vance of civiliz:tion in that direction, and leave 
them to the buffalo and the Indian. How far it 
will be practicable to cover them with sheep, horses, 
and cattle, controlled by man, as on the steppes of 
the Banda Oriental, remains to be ascertained by 
experiment. 

“ The wheat section within 10 deg. of latitude, 
and 20 deg. of longitude, embraces about one half the 
surface of the states, or one fourth that of the states 
and territories, but within this there is abundance 
of untouched land of the finest quality awaiting the 


391 


invasion of the cultivator. Nor can that be delayed 
for the wants of a population constantly increasing 
both within and without this district, and not re- 
garding foreign countries, demand a rapid increase 
in the growth of wheat. If our estimate is correct, 
that the United States and territories will number 
22,000,000 inhabitants in 1850, the additional quan- 
tity to be raised in that year over 1840, to supply 
an increase of 5,000,000 consumers at home, and 
leave seed, &c., must be about 22,000,000 bushels, 
equal to the whole crop raised in 1800. To bring 
the cultivation up to this point, it becomes necessary 
that for ten years 130,000 acres of new land per 
annum should be put under wheat culture alonc, 
and three times that quantity under culture, in corn, 
rye, oats, or in pasturage. To accomplish this 
will require that the labor of full one third of the 
whole increase in population be directed to agricul- 
tural pursuits in this district. 

“ On reference to Table No. 8, it will be observed 
that we have stated the consumption of wheat to be 
at the average of three bushels and a half per head 
in the eastern district, (New England States,) four 
bushels and one twelfth per head in the wheat dis- 
trict, and two bushels per head in the southern, or 
cotton and sugar district. Those very low esti- 
mates will appear remarkable to England, where 
the consumption of wheat is estimated at six to eight 
bushels per head. It is easy, however, to account 
for this difference, which arises from the more 
general consumption in this country of Indian corn, 
rye, and buckwheat, for culinary purposes. In the 
eastern states, Indian corn and rye are generally 
used ; and in parts more remote from the sea-coast, 
wheat bread is almost unknown. In the middle 
and western states, with the agricultural population 
in particular, more than half the bread is made of 
corn and rye meal; and buckwheat is also exten- 
sively used. In the southern and south-western 
states, corn becomes the leading article, and in 
some, rice is an important auxiliary; but to the 
colored population (full one half in those states) 
wheat is unknown. This will account for the very 
low estimate of two bushels per head which we 
have given for the consumption of wheat in the 
southern district. 

‘‘Throughout every part of the United States 
Indian corn is raised. It is used both green and 
ripe, is easily prepared for food, and fully as nutri- 
tious as wheat. Its usual cost per bushel in the 
interior is about one third that of wheat; and for 
human nutriment, one bushel of Indian corn is per- 
haps equal to one bushel and three fourths of barley, 
or three bushels of oats. It is not, therefore, sur- 
prising that the use of this invaluable grain should 
be so general, and that of oats and barley unknown 
—but for animal’s food and the brewery. 

‘©The population of Pennsylvania has not in- 
creased so rapidly as that of New York, and 
although her surplus of wheat is not, perhaps, so 
great as twenty or even thirty years back, it is still 
very considerable; but as little good land now re- 
mains unbroken in eastern Pennsylvania, and labor 
is fast seeking mining and manufacturing employ- 
ments, this surplus will gradually diminish, and the 
time is not very remote when our metropolis will 
have to rely on the country beyond the Ohio for 
wheat bread. In all the old wheat districts in the 
states of Delaware, Maryland, and Virginia, the land 
is so completely exhausted by continued cropping, 
that it must be abandoned for years, until restored to 
vigor by the reoperative powers of nature, or trans- 
ferred to another population, better qualified to 
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recover it by art and industry. In the upper sec- 
tion of those states, and towards the western parts 
of Maryland and Virginia, a different agricultural 
system prevails; and there the cultivation of wheat 
is still on the advance. 

‘Tf we make a natural line of the Mississippi to 
the confluence of the Ohio, and up this river to 
Pittsburg, and thence draw an imaginary line north 
to Lake Erie, and continue it round the northern 
and eastern frontiers of the United States, it will be 
found that at this time the wheat raised in all this 
section of the United States, is about equal to what 
is consumed in it, and that the whole surplus 
shipped trom the United States to foreign countries, 
including Canada, is in fact produced in the states 
and territories north and west of the Ohio river. 
We have stated the whole export in 1840, to Sep- 
tember 30, at 11,208,365 bushels, and the wheat 
and flour of the crop of 1839, which left those 
states, &c., for Canada, or came to the Atlantic cities 
hy various outlets, the Ohio and Mississippi rivers, 
the canals and railroads of Maryland, Pennsylvania, 
and New York, wag about equal to this quantity. 
* 3 * Now, it is a striking fact, that this 
surplus, in fact the disposable surplus of the United 
States, is furnished by that section of our country 
the most remote from our Atlantic seaports, and 
with the aid of all the natural or artificial communi- 
cations existing, it cannot reach those ports from 
the places of shipment, much less from the farmer’s 
door, at a less charge per bushel than forty or fifty 
cents, freight, insurance, commission, and wastage 
included. * * What, then, does the farmer 
in those states get for his wheat when the price in 
our Atlantic cities is one dollar per bushel? Js it 
not a matter of serious consideration, whether, with 
our rapidly increasing population, the consumption 
of wheat has not already approached too close to its 
production? not leaving a sufficient margin to meet 
the contingency of a bad erop, which might make 
it necessary again to import from Europe ; and un- 
der circumstances not so favorable to obtain supplies 
as those which existed in 1837 and 1838. It is 
evident, from the experience of the last fifty years, 
that the increase in the cultivation of wheat merely 
extends in proportion to the wants of the home 
population, not giving any increase in the surplus for 
export, unless in years of over-production, or when 
the home consumption is lessened by high prices 
arising from unusual demands for other countries.” 


But, secondly, although these observations ap- 
ply only to the present, and although the possible 
amount of produce to be raised from such a 
breadth of fertile land as the Americans have only 
begun to furrow, must be left to imagination, yet 
those who anticipate a very rapid increase of ex- 
portable food would do well to bear in mind what 
has already been said of the disproportionate in- 
crease of thcir town population. The following 
speculations of Mr. Scott will appear extravagant 
only to those unaccustomed to American statistics. 
However large the figures may appear, they are 
suggested by the very reasonable assumption that 
the existing ratio of augmentation, in towns and 
rural districts respectively, will merely continue. 
According to English experience, the disproportion 
ought to increase in favor of the towns; and it 
must also be remembcred, that towns-people are 
peculiarly a wheat and meat consuming class of 
the community. 
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& Of the 10,500,000 now inhabiting the Missis- 
sippi valley, little more than 500,000 live in towns ; 
leaving about 10,000,000 employed in making farms 
out of the wilds, and producing human food and 
meterials for manufactures. Liven since the late 
period when these remarks were written, many of 
the interior towns have greatly increased in popula- 
tion. When, in 1890, we number 53,000,000 ac- 
cording to our estimate, there will be but one third 
of this number (to wit, 18,000,000) employed in 
agriculture and rural trades. Of the increase u 
to that time, being 42,500,000, 8,000,000 will go 
into rural occupations, and 34,500,000 into towns. 

“ Should we, yielding to the opinion of those 
who may believe that more than one third of our 
people will be required fur agriculture and rural 
trades, make the estimate on the supposition that 
one half the population of our valley, forty-seven 
years hereafter, will live on farms, and in villages 
below the rank of towns, the amount will stand thus : 
26,500,000, being the one half of 53,000,000, will 
be the amount of the rural population: so that it 
must receive 16,000,000 in addition to the 10,000,- 
000 it now has. The towns in the same time will 
have an increase of 26,000,000, in addition to the 
500,000 now in them.’™—(V ol. ii., p. 751.) 


In the next place, although this vast town pop- 
ulation be as yet matter of anticipation only, yet 
the number of the people of America who must 
be set down as non-producers is very much greater 
than is usually imagined—so great as to make a 
most essential distinction between her and the 
grain-raising countries of the East of Europe, in 
which all the inhabitants, from noble to serf, with 
very few exceptions, are engaged in the cultivation 
of the soil. The emigrants form one division of 
this class. very year sees a number of hungry 
mortals disembarked on the shores of the states, 
all, or nearly all, accustomed by the habits of the 
old country to the consumption of wheaten bread. 
of which, as we have seen, native Americans con- 
sume comparatively so little. All these additionas 
mouths must be provided for out of the common 
stock ; and they are amply and superabundantly 
provided for. During the first year in all cases, 
often during the second also, they can raise noth- 
ing for themselves. 

There are few phenomena so striking to our 
eyes, or so suggestive of reflection among all the 
great socia] occurrences of this age, as the contin- 
uous emigration which takes place to the Ameri- 
can continent. Few have fixed their eyes steadily 
upon it: few have estimated the depth, and 
width, and volume, of the vast and regularly in- 
creasing flood of population, which pours, not from 
England only, but from all Western Europe, into 
that huge reservoir. Professor Tucker, in a me- 
moir cited by Mr. Macgregor (vol. ii., p. 84,) es- 
timates the whole number of European emigrants 
to the states, from 1800 to 1840, at about a million 
persons. We suspect that the number is very 
greatly underrated ; but whatever be the case as 
to the early part of the century, the increase since 
1840 has been so prodigious as to render such cal- 
culations unimportant except for historical pur 
poses. The report of our Colonial Land and 
Emigration Office gives 82,239 as the number of 
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British emigrants to the United States in 1846; 
being about 20,000 higher than that of any pre- 
vious year. In the same year, 42,439 went to 
our North American colonies; and it seems to be 
established that the interchange of emigrations be- 
tween Canada and the states pretty nearly bal- 
ances itself. The next great source of foreign 
population is Germany, which, if Dr.Wappeus is 
to be believed, (Ueber Deutschen Auswanderung 
und Colonisation,) now sends her laborious sons to 
America from the banks of the Maine and Neckar, 
to the number of 60,000 annually. Add to these 
the miscellaneous emigrants of other countries ; 
and last year’s swarm from the old hive to North 
America, colonial and independent, cannot be esti- 
mated at much less than 200,000 persons. In the 
present year of scarcity, the number will probably 
exceed 300,000. But to this influx must be added 
a still greater sum—that of the migratory popula- 
tion of America itself. We must remember how 
many thousands of her agricultural families are 
annually engaged, not as producers, but simply as 
pioneers: a number which no statistical returns 
will enable us to count, but of which some idea 
may be formed, from the circumstance that three 
or four thousand square miles are said to be re- 
claimed from the wilderness every year. And 
next must be taken into account the vast numbers 
whom America employs in her public works; the 
construction of railroads alone absorbing a quantity 
of labor which may be conjectured from the fact, 
that 1600 miles had already been completed before 
1837. All these different classes, like some vast 
standing army, form a burden on the land, and put 
in their joint claim to suppert from its produce, 
before a single vessel can carry the surplus to the 
shores of Europe. 

There seems to be a growing disposition on the 
part of some classes of Americans to undervalue 
the advantages which they derive from the constant 
accession to their population from Europe, and to 
fence themselves with a kind of national feeling 
against the emigrants whom they receive.* Mr. 


*It is most pleasing, however, to know, that these feel- 
ings have in no degree chilled the sympathy or arrested 
the active heneficence by which the Americans have so 
nobly distinguished themselves in relation to the recent 
sufferings of Ireland. Inthe city of New York, on the 
contrary, a government commission has heen appointed, 
for the sole purpose of attending to the condition of the 
destitute emigrants, who are still landing by thousands 
on their shores—and which, we have reason to know, has 
poa in the exercise of its painful and onerous 
unctions with the most exemplary humanity and un- 
wearied diligence. We have now before us a ferier from 
a leading member of this commission, (a native Ameri- 
can,) dated in the middle of August, in which he says, 
“Out of the great number of sick and destitute which it 
has been the die of our commission to take charge of. 
not one, I am happy to say, Aas been neglected. The 
Most distressing feature in the case is the number of or- 
phan children thrown upon our hands. The story of 
these helpless little creatures is simple and uniform 
enough. They left home with their parents, and the 
has killed them on the passage—or they have since 

ied in the hospital! We are now trying to find some 
better place than the alms-house and hospilal for these 
poor little things, where they may be more tenderly nur- 
tured, ard properly educated.” This is above all praise : 
and when we adl that most of these gentlemen are 
actually denying themselves the recreation of their 
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Macgregor is but repeating language familiar to 
the ‘‘ native” party when he says that ‘‘ the inun- 
dation of human beings consists, generally, of an 
accession which diminishes far more than it adds 
to the morals of America.” That some political 
inconvenience attends the exercise of the electoral 
franchise by so large a body of strangers, admitted 
at once to the freedom of the great democracy, is 
beyond dispute. The Irish form a compact body, 
acting under influences peculiar to themselves, and 
scarcely conceivable by the rest of mankind. The 
Germans hang equally together, and vote doggedly 
for the democratic ‘‘ ticket,” with a decided lean- 
ing towards repudiation, and other anarchical prin- 
ciples: and the new-comers, generally, are apt to 
take a hot and violent part in political movements, 
of which they have not learned to understand the 
real bearing. But these are annoyances, not sub- 
stantial evils. The root of the mischief lies in the 
constitution itself; and were emigration to cease, 
party spirit among native Americans would pro- 
duce similar results. As to morals, there is 
something ludicrous in the notion of our farmers 
and artisans corrupting the innocent citizens of 
their adopted country. Nor can we treat much 
more seriously the supposition that the influx of 
emigrants is preventing the American people from 
fusing into an uniform body, actuated by one na- 
tional spirit. ‘The cohesion of the miscellaneous 
inhabitants of the states depends on that very 
looseness of organization, and want of uniform 
spirit and character, which such objectors depre- 
cate. The bond holds fast, only because it is so 
slight and unoppressive. It would be difficult to 
point out where the American nation, properly so 
called, is to be found. The descendants of the 
Puritans form a people, and a great one ; but they 
are not the nation. The English Puritans—the 
chief of men, whom it is the paltry fashion of this 
day to decry—divided their vast inheritance be- 
tween them in the reign of Charles I. One body 
remained at home, and established the English 
constitution ; one crossed the Atlantic, and founded 
the American republic—the two greatest achieve- 
ments of modern times. According to the histo- 
rian, Mr. Bancroft, about 22,000 landed in New 
England before the assembling of the Long Parlia- 
ment, and they received few accessions afterwards. 
The same author computes that their descendants 
have now increased to about four millions, including 
nearly half the population of New York and Ohio; 
but omitting those who are scattered over the 
other parts of the republic, and may be said to 
have amalgamated with the remainder of its popu- 


usual summer retreats, and remaining, apart from their 
families, in the unhealthful heats of the city, rather than 
hazard the neglect of these duties, we do think that they 
are entitled to be rewarded, not only by the grateful ad- 
miration, but by the prompt imitation of all other coun- 
tries; and that the concluding exhortation of the letter 
from which we are citing should, from such a quarter, 
have the authority of a command—" Do urge, whomever 
it may concern, on your side of the water, fo insist upon 
these poor people being better provided on their passage. 
They are so crowded, and so poorly fed, that they very 
frequently reach our shores in an absolutely dying state !? 
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lation. There is something also of the character 
of a distinct race, very different from the former, 
in the white inhabitants of the Southern Atlantic 
States. Another exists in the valleys of the Alle- 
ghanies, where the German blood prevails. All 
these, and many more loose and floating masses, 
if such they may be called, of population, are held 
together by the slightest possible political union. 
If the inhabitants of each canton or district grew 
up into a fixed compact body—if they were not 
cemented together, as it were, by immigration 
from without and intermigration among them- 
selves—sectional interests would, in all probability 
soon prevail, and the Union would fall in pieces. 
Grievances would accumulate, and repealers would 
arise wherever the province was forced to give 
way to the community, were not the population 
itself, in most parts of the country, renewed too 
rapidly to admit of local sentiments growing to a 
head. And the succession of emigrants from Eu- 
rope, while it keeps up that circulation which 
seems essential to the life of the American consti- 
tution, at the same time has some effect in keep- 
ing up a common feeling of kindred amidst these 
fluctuating multitudes. It appears, therefore, that 
the European strangers, besides fighting the battles 
of the Americans, manning their ships, and con- 
structing their public works, perform an important 
part in the political mechanism of their common- 
wealth. 

Meanwhile, the great movement of European 
emigration itself offers to the mind’s vision a spec- 
tacle of the same silent and sustained grandeur 
with which the eye is impressed in watching the 
everlasting flow of some deep and powerful river. 
It brings forcibly home to our imacination, that 
which the continual bustle of superficial politics is 
apt to make us forget, the force of the great un- 
der-currents which move society—influences, so 
strong and uniform as to resemble the instincts of 
gregarious animals, and yet of which governments 
know little or nothing ; which assemblies cannot 
control by their rhetoric, nor more powerful jour- 
nalists arrest or quicken with their pens. The 
endless procession moves ever from east to west, 
without regard to the counsels, or prophecies, or 
speculations of statesmen—an exceeding great 
army, in which the masses, acting without concert 
or knowledge of each other, accomplish their pur- 
pose as effectually as if one will actuated the 
whole— 


« Hin lang’ und breites Volksgewicht, 
Der erste wusste vom letzten nicht.”’ 


The last ten years have witnessed the putting 
in practice of very ingenious theories of coloniza- 
tion. We have, by dint of great efforts and ex- 
tensive agitation, achieved the result of sending 
out as many as 30,000 emigrants by government 
aid in one ycar (1841;) and it was thought, with 
great reason, a wondcrful exertion, with which it 
has been found impossible to keep up since. 
Meanwhile, the unassisted, unnoticed emigration 
of every year trebles or quadruples that amount— 
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so little can the laborious efforts of government 
keep pace with the gigantic operations of masses 
of men acting on private motives. Colonial affairs 
have excited for some time past an unusual degree 
of interest and stir on the surface of society. Much 
has been done towards rendering our settlements 
attractive to emigrants. Not only government, 
but powerful combinations of capitalists have been 
unsparing in their inducements and promises. 
Repeatedly has it been shown by economical ar- 
gument, that the United States, on the other hand, 
condemned the emigrant to poverty by selling their 
land too cheap. Yet, if we look at the tables of 
emigration, we find that these noisy blasts and 
counterblasts had absolutely no effect whatever 
upon it. They neither affected its numbers nor 
its direction. Indeed, emigration to the United 
States has increased greatly in the last ten years, 
while that to our American colonies has, on the 
whole, fallen off, and was much greater in 1831, 
before Mr. Wakefield was heard of, or systematic 
colonization began to be preached, than it has 
ever been since. As the progress, so the quality 
of emigration, so to speak, has been always so 
steady as to show the permanent nature of the 
causes which produce it. Notwithstanding the 
supposed attachment of Englishmen to their own 
habits and political institutions, these ties seem 
as inefficacious to keep them on this side of the 
republican border, as the doctrines of political 
economy. For many years past, English emi- 
grants to the new world have gone almost wholly 
to the states; of Irish, a considerable majority to 
Canada ; while the Highland Scots retain an odd 
predilection for the fogs and rocks of the lower 
colonies, so resembling their own. Connection, 
no doubt, is one main cause which perpetuates 
these hereditary tendencies of the great families 
of our fellow subjects; neighbor lends neighbor a 
helping hand to lift him across the Atlantic ; fam- 
ilies are transported piece by piece, like ready- 
made houses; the stone cries out of the wall, and 
the beam from the timber answers it; and the 
correspondence between districts at home and 
abroad, once formed, is continued through many 
generations. But there is more than this in the 
economy of the great movement—much, as we 
have said, of which governments and politica] rea- 
soners know nothing. What do these multitudes 
care for theories of civil government? American 
politics have been as unpopular in this country for 
some years past as they were formerly popular ; 
but emigration, as we have seen, has increased 
steadily all the while. What, indeed, are church 
and state, and ancestral institutions to them, more 
than the baronial honors of the nobleman to the 
deer who break ont of his overstocked park? What 
are slavery and repudiation, and all the black spots 
which European observation traces on the disk of 
that western sun which lures them across the 
ocean? They seek the land of promise; and in 
nine cases out of ten, they find it a land of per 
formance. America is at this day, more than 
ever, What it has been for centuries, a great prov- 
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idential blessing to an overpeopled Old World ; the 
greater, because not indiscriminate ; because it 
offers nothing except to the industrious and ener- 
getic—it is to the brave man only that every soil 
is a native country. 

Nor has it entered into the calculations of ordi- 
nary thinkers how essentially the peculiarities of 
American government and society are calculated 
to further this great design of Providence, by ren- 
dering the bounties of nature as open and as at- 
tractive as possible to the host of new-comers. 
We have had condemnation enough expended of 
late on American institutions; let us now look a 
little at the favorable side, not in respect of those 
democratic theories which for the moment have 
gone to sleep in this country, but as to actual 
every-day practice. The states might by this time 
have acquired a church and aristocracy of their 
own—or have fallen under a military monarchy— 
or have remained under English colonial dominion. 
And let it even be assumed that they would have 
enjoyed more of respectability and decency under 
cither form of government—would they have been 
as attractive to the emigrant? If so, why is it 
that, notwithstanding all the obvious advantages 
of our colonies, almost the whole of the unassisted 
English and Lowland Scotch emigration across the 
Atlantic—that is, the emigration of the better pro- 
vided and more thoughtful class—goes to the 
states instead of Canada? Again, the southern 
provinces of Russia offer, to the German emigrant, 
equally vast tracts of unpeopled and fertile land, 
more manageable for purposes of settlement, on 
account of the absence of forests, equally healthy, 
and nearer at hand; and every possible induce- 
ment is held out by the Russian government to 
German colonists ; they are fostered and cared for, 
by nobles and authorities, like exotic plants pur/ 
chased at great cost. And yet, after sixty or 
seventy years of experiments, the German colo- 
nists in Russia, and their descendants, are said by 
Mr. Kohl not to exceed a quarter of a million, and 
appear to receive very few recruits. The hardy 
Swabians and Franconians prefer to cross the 
ocean and take their chance in America, where 
they are just as much strangers as in Russia ; with 
this difference, that their adopted countrymen care 
not one straw for their success or discomfiture, and 
they are left to sink or swim. For every German 
subject whom the czar acquires, Pennsylvania and 
Ohio gain nine or ten citizens. 

It is idle to suppose that this marked preference 
on the part of the more substantial classes of emi- 
grants, arises from exalted political theories, or 
exaggerated expectations of wealth. Were such 
the case, the bubble would have burst long ago. 
People go to America, because in the long-run 
those who went before them have found it answer. 
Nor is it superior fertility of soil, or advantages 
of climate, which have produced these results. 
They are owing, in the first place, to political in- 
stitutions. Emigrants require neither patronage 
nor encouragement to flourish They are not 
meeded by the industrious man, if tolerably for- 
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tunate in his position: they can do nothing for 
him when located on ungrateful soil; and to the 
idle man they are simply injurious everywhere. 
Justice and freedom alone are necessary. Not the 
uicely-balanced and well-considered justice, ad- 
ministered by careful lawyers under venerable 
codes, which men enjoy in countries of older civil- 
ization ; but rough, practical justice, administered 
by men who may not be always sagacious, or al- 
ways incorruptible, but who understand his case, 
and are guided by usages which have grown up 
along with the outward circumstances to which 
they are applied. Not freedom, as understood 
by a political theorist, or a philosophical poet, or 
a wandering Arab; but simply the license to do 
as nearly as possible what a man:pleases, provided 
he do not interfere with the rights of neighbors 
in similar circumstances with himself, or oppose 
those passions of the multitude with which his own 
generally coincide. Of all this he is certain from 
the moment he touches American soil. What 
has continental Europe to compare with this? 
What has even England, with all the ancient lib- 
erality of her institutions, cramped, as she inevita- 
bly is, by the necessity of maintaining existing 
orders of society in a struggling and restless posi- 
tion, and by the complex rights of property, which 
as necessarily arise in a space so densely crowded ? 
Let us not deceive ourselves. The ultra-demo- 
cratic career of America may be a warning to our 
statesmen. Her social and political deformities 
may be, and we rejoice that they are, fully appre- 
ciated by the educated classes of our community, 
and justly animadverted on by the ordinary guides 
of popular feeling. But, notwithstanding all this, 
America is still to the bulk of our population the 
land of requital and redress—the distant country 
in which oppressions cease, and poverty grows 
full-fed and bold, in which fortune opens her arms 
to the courageous, and the least adventurous looks 
forward to the achievement of independence and 
contentment before he die. 

The direction of the great current of emigration, 
both of new-comers from Europe, and wanderers 
from the eastern states, appears to undergo grad- 
ual changes, like everything else in that land of 
mutability. The desertion of the eastern sea-board, 
wherever the population has not acquired some 
degree of cohesion by the growth of trade and 
towns, is said to go on as rapidly as ever; and 
although attempts have been made of late to re- 
people some abandoned lands, more ycars than the 
period of their brief cultivation must probably 
clapse, before they recover their fertility, and be- 
come once more attractive to emigrants. The 
great valley of the Ohio, to the north of that river 
whose left bank is blighted by slavery, is still the 
main recipient of emigration, as it has been for 
about thirty years. But already there are symp- 
toms of a change of direction; it seems that of 
late years the current has set more decidedly to- 
wards the southern shore of the Canadian lakes; 
a region less magnificent in its vegetation, but 
further removed from slavery, possessing a healthier 
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climate, and enjoying means of transit and com- 
merce, to the production of which nature has con- 
tributed a larger share. Cleveland,* or Maumere, 
or Sandusky, or some other spot on the banks of 
Lake Erie, say the speculators, will be the great 
growing American city of the latter end of this 
century. Next in order comes a similar, but less 
favorably situated region, the states of the far 
north-west, Iowa and Wisconsin, already receiving 
a considerable proportion of the annual immigra- 
tion. 

Within these limits, assuredly magnificent 
enough, the principal future expansion of the white 
population of America is probably to take place. 
For the “Far West,” however attractive to the 
imagination of Americans, is not the destined seat 
of a community resembling that which they have 
at present constructed. Nature, so lavish in her 
bounties to them, has nevertheless set them her 
own definite limits, which they will not profitably 
overstep. From a line drawn parallel with, and 
one or two hundred miles west of, the Mississippi, 
the prairie region extends uninterruptedly to the 
Rocky Mountains ; and this region, though em- 
bracing many fertile tracts, is not in general 
adapted for the settlement of a great agricultural 
people. As the dense population of China is 
hemmed in to the north and west by the almost 
unpeopled territory of the Tartar nomades, or as 
that of ancient Mesopotamia and Egypt was closely 
girt by the Desert, so that a mere line separated 
the land cultivated like a garden from the solitude 
of the Arab; so likewise, though with somewhat 
less marked contrast, the populous Mississippi val- 
ley will border westward on the land of pasturage. 
It is true that nature has been bountiful to the 
Anglo-Americans, even in the character of their 
deserts. ‘These are only reached gradually. Na- 
ture dies by slow successive changes, as the trav- 
eller passes from the banks of the great river to 
the Rocky Mountains. First comes the tract of 
scattered wood ; then the uniform and level prairie ; 
then the sandy waste ; and even this is interspersed 
with remarkable spots of fertility, the ‘* parks” and 
‘t pens” of the western trappers and hunters. But, 
speaking generally, the character of extreme aridity 
prevails throughout the central belt of North Amer- 
ica, from the region of snow to that of eternal 
sunshine. New Mexico, for example—just now 
the object of the fierce rapacity of a people pos- 
sessing more fertile unoccupied land than any other 
upon earth—is but a narrow valley, in which rain 
rarely falls, kept in a productive state only by the 
greatest economy of water, under the Spanish 
system of irrigation. Its great Rio del Norte, 


* In 1842, “of the articles of flour, pork, bacon, lard, 
beef, whiskey, corn. and wheat, New Orleans exported to 
the value of 4,446,989 dollars ; Cleveland, 4,431,799.” 
“Tf we suppose,’ adds Mr. Scott, “ what cannot but be 
true, that at the other ports of the upper lakes sent east- 
ward as much as Cleveland, we have the startling fact, 
that this lake country, but yesterday brought under our 
notice, already sends abroad more than twice the amount 
of human food that is shipped from the great exporting 
city of New Orlcans, the once vaunted sole outlet of the 
Mississippi valley.” 
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which looks so imposing on the maps, is said to 
be seldom above knee-deep, in a course of fifteen 
hundred miles to the tide-water. After the Rocky 
Mountains have been passed, the country to the 
westward, making due allowance for fertile inter- 
vals, appearing far more luxuriant to the eyes of 
tired travellers than sober reality warrants, seems 
to preserve the gencral aspect of barrenness. The 
great Columbia rolls a volume of sand and gravel 
through shattered mountains of volcanic rock ; its 
waters are said to ‘‘ have no fertilizing qualities, 
but to deteriorate and exhaust the land which they 
overflow.” South of this river, and far beyond 
what is, or was recently, the Mexican frontier, 
the face of the continent appears to exhibit a lab- 
yrinth of sierras and sandy or snowy deserts; in- 
cluding vast basins without an outlet for their 
waters ; a configuration like that of the surface of 
the moon seen through a telescope. Captain Fre- 
mont’s narrative of his desperate winter-march 
from the Columbia to the Bay of San Francisco, 
reads like that of a nightmare journey in a dream. 
But a very great part of this region is still unex- 
plored. There are few things in recent travel 
more spirit-stirring than the same traveller’s ac- 
count of his arrival on the banks of the Great Salt 
Lake of the Eutaws, the Caspian of America, the 
subject of endless superstitious fables, both Span- 
ish and English, but on which boat had never been 
launched before ;—‘‘ He was the first that ever 
burst into that silent sea.’’* 

But there is little reason to suppose that these 
mysterious recesses conceal anything more attrac- 
tive than what is already known and visited by 
explorers. It is true that the shores of the Pa- 
cific, from the Columbia to the San Francisco, 
contain here and there magnificent tracts ; regions 
which invite the wanderer from the East, over 
thousands of leagues, to bask under a softer cli- 
mate, amidst a grander vegetation than even his 
own mother country can furnish. Nevertheless, 
we still retain the doubts expressed in a former 
number, upon the settlement of the Oregon ques- 
tion, whether emigration en masse will be directed 
to that quarter from the eastward for a very long 
period to come, even should the Americans acquire 
California, as by this time they possibly have done. 
We read much of the colonization of Oregon in 
their newspapers ; nevertheless, it seems that most 
of the few settlers as yet established in that quarter, 
are not regular farmers, but hunters and trappers, 
who have tired for a while of their wandering life, 
and taken up the axe and the spade with the usual 
readiness of their countrymen; but who are pretty 
sure to quit them again, so soon as the fit of civil- 
ization passes off. The caravans of emigrants 
which have reached it, have in many instances 
gone through extremities of privation and suffer- 
ing. Miseries, such as Indian tribes flying from 
starvation out of their dispeopled hunting-grounds, 
or African clans from the razzias of civilized con- 


* Captain Fremont, quoted by Mr. Macgregor, vol. i., 
577 and 624. 
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querors, have rarely endured, are voluntarily borne 
by wandering colonies of Anglo-Americans in the 
mere spirit of adventure. It is not long since a 
party of five women and two men arrived at an 
outpost in California; they were the survivors of 
sixteen, and had lived for weeks on the bodies of 
their dead companions. The party had been sent 
forward for assistance by a band of emigrants who 
had been surprised, with their families and cattle, 
by the snow in the Sierra, under which, no doubt, 
they lie buried. Our astonishment at the extraor- 
dinary energy, and no less extraordinary restless- 
ness of character, by which these obstacles are 
overcome, may be taken as a measure of the enor- 
mous impediments which they offer to the advan- 
tageous extension of American empire to the 
Pacific. 

The wide region west of the Mississippi will 
therefore present, in the course of years, the aspect 
of an immense pastoral country, resembling Aus- 
tralia and the states of La Plata in modern times. 
Such, at least, must be its general character, 
though diversified by the cultivated valleys of its 
great rivers. Among the many varieties of indus- 
try to which the versatility of American genius has 
been applied, the rearing of stock has hitherto been 
the least favorite. It is not a national pursuit. 
It is now chiefly confined to the unfavorable cli- 
mate of New England and New York; and is 
perhaps the least forward branch of agriculture 
throughout the states. Although population has 
begun to spread over the prairies for the last 
twenty years, scarcely a beginning appears to have 
been made in the art of turning them to that pur- 
pose which they are so peculiarly calculated to 
serve. But the time must arrive when these plains 
shall become the greatest sheep and cattle farms 
of the world—swarming with domesticated ani- 
mals, as they once swarmed with wild, before the 
hunters of the east had made a solitude of them, 
and introduced that interregnum of desolation which 
now prevails. ‘The Indians, indeed, must first have 
disappeared, or be in some way reclaimed from 
their predatory habits; but the former catastrophe 
seems fast approaching. The addition of this new 
component part to the existing members of the 
great republic may give rise to some curious polit- 
ical speculations. It should seem that this species 
of industry cannot be carried on—at Icast, it never 
nas been—except by large proprictors of flocks 
and herds; and the pastoral form of society has 
ever partaken of the patriarchal. Even in the 
wild republics of South America, the free Guacho 
lives in a sort of clanish dependence on the great 
proprietors. Nothing can be conceived more con- 
trary to the habits and feelings of the Anglo- 
American race; and, should the present form of 
the republic last so long, it will be curious to see 
how a polity, whose extreme elasticity already 
enables it to comprehend the traders and manufac- 
turers of the eust, the farmers of the north-west, 
and the sugar and cotton planters of the south, 
within the same voluntary association, will be 
affected by the introduction of an element 80 new, 
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and so unlike anything at present included in its 
dominion. 

But the great federation has withstood trials 
quite as severe. While the combination of sur- 
rounding political circumstances seems to indicate 
that it is only on the threshold of its momentous 
destiny, there is a furce and profusion of life in all 
its functions which bespeaks it equal to the occa- 
sion. Without apparent root in the soil, without 
any hold on traditional observance, such as ancient 
monarchies possess; without that strength in its 
executive, by which newer political bodies usually 
seek to supply their want of moral power; it has 
already withstood tempest after tempest, and out- 
lived successive prophets of ruin. A mere hand- 
ful of provinces, casually united in resistance to 
England, and on the point of falling to pieces 
when the necessity of resistance ceased, it acquired 
at that critical moment a new constitution, which 
knit the disjointed members firmly together. A 
second war, undertaken against the will of one 
third of its component statcs, appeared to threaten 
it afresh with dissolution ; it ended in strengthen- 
ing the Union, through a new infusion of national 
spirit, and by rousing a common sentiment, which 
absorbed sectional jealousics and passions. Next 
came the consummation of the victory obtained by 
the democratic party in their long struggle with 
the federalists—a victory which seemed to threat- 
en with speedy destruction the bond which it had 
been the principle of the latter to vindicate and 
maintain. But Providence overruled this danger 
also to a contrary issue ; for the state authorities, 
which could not long have endured the stricter 
yoke intended by the federalists, submitted easily 
to the modified control which the disciples of Jef- 
ferson vested in the central government. The 
nation overflowed across the bounding Alleghanies, 
and spread over the wide valley of the Mississippi, 
and it was pronounced by fricnds, as well as ene- 
mies, that the extension of empire would inevitably 
lead to disruption. Contrary to all anticipation, 
this very extension has preserved the unity of the 
republic. The growing separation of north and 
south, divided in interest, and hostile in feeling, 
was prevented from coming into direct collision 
by the introduction of the new western states. 
This third and powerful element kept the others 
together in compulsory harmony ; and, in the 
same manner, every subsequent addition has tend- 
ed to strengthen the fabric rather than to bring 
it down. The wider the dominion of the federa- 
tion spreads, the greater the number of local inter- 
ests and populations comprehended within its 
boundary, the less appears to be the probability 
that any particular local interest can threaten the 
general weal—that dissensions betwcen particular 
sections are destined to endanger the security of 
the Union. It has withstood the shocks of eom- 
mercial distress, and the extravagance of commer- 
cial prosperity ; it has not been enfevbled by the 
impulse given to party spirit under a long and idle 
peace ; it seems to encounter no material danger 
from the questionable successes of a war of inva- 
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sion and of conquest; for wars waged, like those 
of the Carthaginians, by hired armies and jealous- 
ly-controlled generals, are not very likely to pro- 
duce a Cæsar or Napoleon. As far as human 
sagacity can foresee, the clouds, which enveloped 
the birth of the confederacy, have cleared away. 
There is no peculiar political danger now impend- 
ing, which has not been incurred and surmounted 
already, and of which Amcrican statesmen cannot 
estimate the amount, and may not be expected to 
guard against the shock. Yet the changeful as- 
pect of the times fills the mind of the calmest 
observer with misgivings; and, while he gazes 
with admiration and awe on the portentous fabric 
of American greatness, he shrinks from founding 
any confident speculations on its permanence. 
There is a secret enemy within, who noiselessly 
saps the strongest institutions. If the North 
American republic should fall to pieces in our day 
—and we believe that every friend to human hap- 
piness must now wish the catastrophe averted— 
it will probably be neither from conquest nor de- 
feat, external prosperity nor adversity, but from 
moral weakness at home. The corruption of the 
administrative departments of a government is one 
of that class of evils which are submissively en- 
dured for many years, until they appear to have 
become a part of the very constitution of society ; 
but against which, sooner or later, public indig- 
nation suddenly rises, shattering to pieces the whole 
edifice in its impatience of the rotten material. It 
is not for strangers to estimate the real amount and 
pressure of danger of this description on the insti- 
tutions of a foreign country. They can but com- 
pare and balance the statements of native observ- 
ers; and, in doing so, they are bound to make 
great allowances for the exaggerations both of honest 
patriots and disappointed partisans. Nor would 
we willingly give vent to the gloomy anticipations 
which must inevitably arise, were we to adopt too 
literally the descriptions given by Americans them- 
selves, of the recent workings of some of the most 
important parts of their system. For the day 
which shall see that vast dominion parcelled out 
between independent and jarring states, imitating, 
with ampler means and fiercer resolution, the mutual 
hatred of the wretched republics of Spanish descent 
—however that day may be invoked by oppressed 
neighbors and by political enemies—will retard, 
for generations to follow, the progress of America, 
which is the progress of the human race in its 
widest and frecst field of action. 


From the Quarterly Review. 


The Life of Mrs. Godolphin. By John Evelyn, of 
Wootton, Esy. Now firat published ; and edited 


by Samuel, Lord Bishop of Oxford, Chancellor 
of the Most Noble Order of the Garter. Lon- 
don. 18417. 


Amonc the many literary disinterments of our 
time, few excitcd more interest than that of John 
Evelyn's Autobiographical Memoirs in 1818; but 
the edition of 1827 was burthened with a bulky 
appendix of heavy correspondence; and its five 
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8vo. volumes overwhelmed, we presume, curiosity 
and the market. The monthly ‘“ libraries” of 
three or four of our principal booksellers are at 
present running a keen race—and to one or other 
of them that admits of reprints, we beg leave to 
suggest an Evelyn, the body here and there 
abridged, and the long tail wholly dispensed with. 
Perhaps, indeed, it might be well to strike out a 
very considerable part of the Diary kept during his 
travels—a few specimens illustrating the formation 
and development of his scientific, antiquarian, and 
artistical propensities, might, we think, be suffi- 
cient in a popular reprint; the grand and lasting 
charm is in the passages that bring out the moral 
and religious character of Mr. Evelyn, and place 
before us the state of opinion, feeling, and man- 
ners among the exiled cavaliers of the protector- 
ate, and in various classes of English society, 
especially the very highest, from the Restoration in 
1660 to the beginning of the reign of Anne. 

It is to Evelyn that we owe a large proportion 
of our safest materials for a fair estimate of the 
personal character both of Charles II. and his 
unhappy brother. Without his evidence we should 
be comparatively in the dark as to the most curi- 
ous and important (though by no means the most 
dignified) chapter in our history, the revolution of 
1688—more especially the personal parts of King 
James’ Goneril and Regan—for there was no 
Cordelia of his blood, though he found one in the 
innocent and devoted young wife of his elder days, 
Mary of Modena.* The ingratitude with which 
Clarendon had been treated, might be suspected of 
tinging his pictures of the court that outraged and 
at last expelled its guardian sage and genius. 
Pepys, though we would not for the world lose 
him, and though-we are very far from classing 
him as in the main among the low moralitics of 
his day, was certainly a man of an essentially 
vulgar and coarse stamp {—and the selection of his 
topics, and the tone very often of his remarks, 
could not but suggest great hesitation as to accept- 
ing him for the critic of kings and princes who, 
with all their melancholy defects, were eminently 
gentlemen in bearing. The other memoirs and 
private letters of the Restoration, as far as yet 
revealed to us, would have still left our notion of 
things very incomplete, but for the fortunate dis- 
covery of the MSS. at Wootton: and though the 
writer says comparatively little of Wiliam of 
Orange, even as to that dark character every 
future historian will confess the worth of sundry 
brief and picturesque entries in Evelyn’s Journal. 


* We may take this opportunity of expressing our 
thanks to Miss Agnes Strickland for the tenth volume of 
her ‘Lives of the Queens of England,” and especially 
for her Memoir of Mary of Modena. In this instance 
Miss Strickland has made a very judicious use of many 
authentic MS. authorities not previously collected—and 
the result is a most interesting addition to oar biograph- 
ical library. 

t It is said by those acquainted with the Cambridge 
Collections, that the noble editor of Pepys took care to 
expunge much that would have been unfit fur the female 
eye. Lord Braybrooke’s good sense and taste are well 
known—but enough is printed to countenance the reports 
current as to the original Ms. 
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As to the ladies his touch is invaluable. It is 
he that drew Lucy Waters in three words, ‘‘a 
bold, brown, beautiful woman.’’ Jt is he that 
gives us the installation of Mademoiselle de Que- 
rouaille, at Euston—‘‘ in undress almost all the 
day, and much fondness and toying with that 
young wanton ;’’ the party having been made at 
the country-seat of the lord chamberlain, Arlington 
—‘‘ several lords and ladies lodging in the house”? 
for the noble occasion—and Evelyn himself appar- 
ently the only guest that was not invited to see 
“ the stocking flung after the manner of a married 
bride.” But not to dwell too long in the tents 
of sin, it is he who has preserved the express 
“ form and image” of ‘‘ good Queen Mary” in the 
first moment of her queenship— 


c I saw the new Queene and King proclaim’d the 
very next day after her coming to Whitehall, 
Wednesday 13 Feb. [1689,] with greate acclama- 
tion and generall good reception. Bonfires, bells, 

ns, &c. It was believ’d that both, especially the 

rincesse, would have shew’d some seeming reluc- 
tance at least, of assuming her father's Crown, and 
made some apology, testifying her regret that he 
should by his mismanagement necessitate the Nation 
to so extraordinary a proceeding, wch would have 
shew’d very handsomely to the world, and according 
to the character given of her piety ; consonant also 
to her husband's first declaration, that there was no 
intention of deposing the King, but of succouring 
the Nation. But nothing of all this appear’d ; she 
came into White-hall laughing and jolly, as to a 
wedding, so as to seem quite transported. She 
rose early the next morning, and in her undresse, 
as it was reported, before her women were up, 
went about from roome to roome to see the conve- 
nience of White-hall; lay in the same bed and 
apartment where the late Queene lay, and within a 
night or two sate down to play at basset, as the 
Queene her predecessor used to do. She smil’d 
upon and talk’d to every body, so that no change 
seem’d to have taken place at Court since her last 
going away, save that infinite crouds of people 
throng’d to see her, and that she went to our 
prayers. This carriage was censur’d by many. 
She seems to be of a good nature, and that she takes 
nothing to heart; whilst the Prince her husband 
has a thoughtful countenance, is wonderfull serious 
and silent, and seems to treate all persons alike 
gravely, and to be very intent on affaires.’’—Eve- 
lyn Memoirs, iii., 271, 272. 


As might be expected in a man of such pure 
tastes and habits, many of Evelyn’s own most 
intimate friendships were with women. He was 
fortunate enough in anearly visit at Paris to 
secure the affections of the daughter of Sir Richard 
Browne, ambassador of Charles I., and who con- 
tinued to hold the same office after the death of 
his revered master. In due time Evelyn married 
the object of his attachment, and their union, pro- 
longed over more than forty years, was as happy 
as lasting. His friends, especially his female 


friends, were also his wife’s—and amidst the very. 


peculiar circumstances of upper society under 
Charles IJ. it may easily be supposed that many a 
fair young creature, bereft of the efficient guar- 
dianship of relations, found advice and support at 
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Says Court, where virtue and piety presided over 
all the arrangements of an elegant, but never 
ostentatious establishment. Of such guests as 
these numerous notices occur in the good gentle- 
man’s Diary—none, however, is recorded with 
such tenderness as Margaret Blagge, afterwards 
Mrs. Godolphin. Few readers of his diary but 
must have preserved some recollection of that 
name ;—certainly when at its close we reached the 
catalogue of separate tracts designed by Evelyn, 
no line of the page excited more regret than ‘‘ Item 
—A Lifeof Mrs. Godolphin.” No such MS. 
had been discovered among the papers of the 
Evelyns of Wootton. We, like them, concluded 
that the meditated tract had never been composed. 
It was, however, extant, and in safe hands—at 
least in a safc repository; for we infer that the 
noble descendants of Evelyn, through a female 
line, were not themselves aware, until lately, that 
the MS. of the Life of Margaret Godolphin had 
been their part of his succession, and was repos- 
ing in a quiet corner of the library at Nuneham. 
Upon the death of the last Earl Harcourt, that 
fair seat, the beauties of which are familiar to 
every Oxonian memory, fell into the possession of 
his cousin, the Honorable Edward Vernon, Arch- 
bishop of York—who then added the name of 
Harcourt to his own;—and his grace appears 
some few years ago to have made the welcome 
discovery of the Evelyn legacy. When Dr. Wil- 
berforce, soon after his appointment to the see of 
Oxford, paid his first visit at Nuneham, the arch- 
bishop indulged him with the perusal of the MS., 
and, as we have heard, expressed regret that he 
could not himself, at his advanced age, undertake 
to superintend the publication of his great-great- 
grandfather John Evelyn’s long missing tract. 
This the young bishop willingly offered to do for 
his venerable friend. He has now done so—and 
in such a manner as must entirely satisfy the 
owner of the precious MS. The narrative is 
printed as nearly according to the autograph as 
could be fairly desired—a few puzzling spellings 
have been corrected, but the style remains entirely 
undisturbed ;—the arrangements of the page and 
even the form of the letter recall, though not with 
any elaborate nicety of imitation, the typography 
of a century and a half ago :—his lordship has 
supplied a very judicious preface—and such gen- 
ealogical tables and notes as seemed requisite 
were added, at his request, by one whose varied 
stores of learning are ever at the command of 
friend or stranger—Mr. Holmes, of the British 
Museum ; and all this care was well due. Mrs. 
Godolphin deserved to have an Evelyn for her 
biographer ; and the graces of his own mind and 
temper have nowhere revealed themselves more 
delightfully than in this memorial of her. 

Her father, Colonel Thomas Blagge, or Blague, 
of Horningsheath, in Suffolk, appears, from Mr. 
Holmes’ table, to have represented a family of 
ancient gentility and considerable possessions. His 
great-great-grandfather was a baron of the ex- 
chequer in 1511; his great-grandfather, the Sir 
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George Blagge whom Wyat records as the witti- 
est of his friends, and to whom Surrey inscnbes 
his version of the 73d Psalm :— 

«& The sudden storms that heave me to and fro, 
Had well nigh pierced Faith, my guiding sail. 
This bred despair ; whereof such doubts did grow, 
That I gan faint and all my courage fail. 

But now, my Blage, mine error well I see ; 

Such goodly light King David giveth me.” 

He distinguished himself, in company with Sur- 
rey, at the siege of Landreei, in 1543, under the 
immediate eye of Charles V. In 1516 he was 
cast into the tower as ‘‘ a favorer of the gospel,” 
was condemned to be burnt at Smithfield, and es- 
caped that fate, according to Fox, solely through 
the personal interposition of Henry VIII., who 
took pleasure in his socicty, and used to call him 
in fondness his pig—from which we may infer 
that the witty and gallant Protestant had either a 
plump person or small eyes, or both. He was 
knighted by Somerset on the field of Musselburgh, 
1547, and appears among the witnesses against the 
Lord Admiral Seymour in 1548. The only writ- 
ing of his that has been preserved, is a bitter satire 
on the death of Wriothesley, Iarl of Southampton, 
under whose auspices, while chancellor, he had 
so nearly won the crown of martyrdom. It is 
probable that some connection with the court had 
been kept up during the two next generations. 
Thomas Blague was groom of the bedchamber to 
Charles I., and governor of Wallingford when it 
surrendered to Fairfax in 1646. He was with 
Charles IJ. at Worcester, and escaped from that 
field in company with the Duke of Buckingham. 
On the Restoration he obtained the coloneley of a 
regiment and the governorship of Yarmouth, but 
died soon after, November, 1660 ; leaving no son, 
but four dauchters, two of them celebrated in 
their own time—though not on precisely similar 
grounds. 

The eldest, Henrictta, who ultimately married 
Sir Thomas Yarborough, figures as maid of honor 
to the Duchess of York, (Anna Hyde,) and as 
heroine of sundry questionable adventures, in the 
Memoirs of the Chevalier de Grammont. We 
have no great faith in the evidence of Count An- 
thony Hamilton’s book on any matter of scandal ; 
but considering the frequent notices of Margaret 
Blagge in the Wootton Diary, and that both sis- 
ters were attached to the court of Whitehall at 
the same time, the total absence of allusion to the 
existence of Henrietta in Evelyn's writings must 
he considered as a suspicious circumstance. Ham- 
ilton derides her appearance, but we fear she was 
* fairer than honest.” The earlier editions of 
7rammont have confounded the two sisters not to 
the advantage of the younger; but they are prop- 
erly distinguished in the notes of Sir Walter 
Scott.* | 

*Scott's notes on Grammont are reprinted in one of 
the extra volumes of “ Bohn’s Library” (1816)—one of 
the very hest of these monthly serials—the selection ex- 
cellent, the books handsome, and the poe wonderfully 
low, The collection inclu tes already all the masterpieces 
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Margaret was born in 1652, so that she was but 
in her eighth year when she lost her father. Two 
or three years before the colonel’s death she had 
been carried to Paris by Mary Villiers, Duchess of 
Richmond, sister to her father’s old companion in 
arms, George, Duke of Buckingham, who there 
committed her to the care of her cousin, Elizabeth 
Fielding, Countess of Guilford, under whose roof 
she remained till the Restoration—when they re- 
turned together to England. Lady Guilford seems 
to have conceived a warm affection for the child ; 
but, indeed, from Evelyn’s diary and from this book 
we must form a most pleasing notion of the Eng- 
lish nobility during their exile in one important 
particular, their tender and generous concetn for 
those of their party that shared in the misfortunes 
of loyalty, and were not so well provided with 
pecuniary resources. Colonel Blagge had been 
fined and impoverished. ‘This foreign home there- 
fore was very acceptable—but it had not proved 
free from danger. Lady Guilford was one of those 
who yielded to the seductions of the exiled queen 
and her French friends, and adopted at Paris the 
religion of the country ; and she soon exhibited 
the zeal of an apostate, and spared no pains to 
pervert also the child mtrusted to her keeping. 
But little Margaret Blagge withstood all these 
efforts with unshaken firmness. ‘ Being fre- 
quently tempted,” says Evelyn, “by that bigott 
prosclitesse, to go to mass and be a papist, our 
young saint would not only not be persuaded to 
it, but asserted her better faith with such readiness 
and constancy, as (according to the argument of 
that keen religion) caused her to be rudely treated 
and menaced by the countess: soe as she was be- 
come a Confessor and almost a Martyr before she 
was seven years old.” (p. 8.) Whether there 
was any friendship subsequently between Lady 
Guilford and her refractory inmate, does not ap- 
pear. We see that she lived during all her years 
of adolescence in great intimacy with many of the 
Villiers connection: and we need not add that 
their society implied other dangers besides that of 
Popish prosclytism ; but whatever the dangers 
were, Margarct escaped them all alike. 

Her mother was a daughter of Sir Roger North, 
and seems to have possessed the strong sense 
which has usually been combined in that race 
with so many charms of wit and grace; she must 
also have been very handsome, for Evelyn, who 
never saw her, tells us, that according to all re- 
ports she greatly resembled his friend Margaret. 
Being left in slender circumstances, to educate 
four daughters in a way suitable to their birth cost 
her a hard struggle. She appears to have done 
her duty in that, as in all other respects, so as to 
acquire universal esteem and sympathy: and on 
her too early death, three of the girls were invited 
up from Suffolk to reside at court. Of Henrietta 
we shall say no more. Of Mary Blagge little but 
the name is preserved—she probably died early 


and Lorenzo, Lanzi’s History of Painting, Peckman’s 
History of Iaventions, and various other works of perma- 
neat value. 
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and unmarried. Margaret was the youngest, not 
only of the three maids of honor, but of all her 
father’s family. 

She was only twelve years of age when (1664) 
she joined the household of the Duchess of York 
at St. James’ Palace, which from the Restoration 
to his brother’s death was the town residence of 
the duke. It was not till some time after the 
death of the duchess that her intimacy with Eve- 
lyn began—so that of her earlier experiences in 
court life his narrative is brief. In examining her 
papers, however, by her husband’s desire, after 
her untimely death, he found a few memoranda of 
that period, and we shall not separate them from 
his touching introduction :— 


“ This was indeed a surprizeing change of Aire, 
and a perilous Climate for one soe very young as 
she, and scarcely yett attained to the twelvth year 
of her age: butt by how much more the danger, soe 
much greater the virtue and discretion which not 
only preserved her steady in that giddy Station, but 
soe improv’d, that the example of this little Saint 
influenced not onely her honourable companions, 
butt some who were advanc’d in ycares before her, 
and of the most illustrious quality. What! shall I 
say, she like a young Apostless began to plant 
Religion in that barren Soyle? Arethusa pass’d 
thro’ all those turbulent waters without soe much 
as the least staine or tincture in her Christall. 
With her piety grew vp her Witt. which was soe 
sparkling, accompanyed with a Judgment and Elo- 
quence soe exterordnary, a Beauty and Ayre soe 
charmeing and lovely, ina word, an Address soe 
universally takeing, that after few years, the Court 
never saw or had seen such a Constellation of per- 
fections amongst all their splendid Circles. Nor 
did this, nor the admiration it created, the Elogies 
she every day received, and application of the 
greatest persons, at all elate her; she was still the 
same, allwayes in perfect good humour, allwayes 
humble, allwayes Religious to exactness. 
rendred her not a whitt moross, tho’ sometymes 
more serious, casting still about how she might 
continue the honres of publique and private devotion 
and other exercises of piety, to comply with her 
duty and attendance on her Royall Mistress without 
singularity or Reproache. 

“ Thus pass’d she her tyme in that Court till the 
Dutchess dyed, dureing whose Sickness, accom- 
panyed (as it was) with many vneomfortable cir- 
cumstances, she waited and attended with an 
exterordnary sedulity, and as she has sometymes 
told me, when few of the rest were able to endure 
the fatigue: and therefore here, before I proceed, 
I cannot but take notice of those holy reflections she 
made vpon this occasion, as J find them amongst 
other louse papers vnder her owne faire hand, when 
compareing her dear Mother’s sickness and other 
friends’ departure with that of the Dutchess, thus 
she writes :— 

“s Mrs. N. dead—was an example of patience 
vnder a burthen that was well nigh vnsupportable ; 
often she received the blessed Sacrament, often she 
prayed and was very much resign’d, not surprized 
nor in confusion, but perceiveing her sight decay, 
calling vpon God after many holy and pious dis- 
courses and exhortations, she calmely bidd her 
friends farewcll.—A poore woman dead—worne to 
akyn and bones with a consumption, she made noe 
Complaints, but trusted in God, and that what he 
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thought fitt was best, and to him resign’d her soule. 
—A poore creature that had been a great sinner, 
died in misserable paines, in exceeding terror; God 
was gracious to her, she was patient, very devout: 
—she was released in prayer.—My mother dead— 
at first surprized, and very unwilling ; she was after- 
wards resign’d, received often, prayed much, had 
holy things read to her, delighted in heavenly dis- 
course, desired to be dissolv’d and be with Christ, 
ended her life chearfully and without paine ;—left 
her family in order and was much lamented.—The 
D-- dead—a princess honoured in power—had 
much witt, much mony, much esteeme; she was 
full of vnspeakable tortur, and died (poore creature) 
in doubt of her Religion, without the Sacrament, or 
divine by her, like a poore wretch; none remem- 
bred her after one weeke, none sorry for her; she 
was tost and flung about, and every one did what 
they would with that stately carcase. What is this 
world, what is greatness, what to be esteemed, or- 
thought a witt? Wee shall all be stript without 
sence or remembrance. But God, if wee serve him 
in our health, will give vs patience in our Sick- 
ness.’ 

“I repeate the instances as sett downe in her 
diarye, to shew how early she made these vsefull 
and pious Recollections, for she must needs be 
then very young, and att an age att least when very 
few of her sex, and in her circumstances, much 
concerne themsclves with these mortifyeing reflee- 
tions. Butt, as I have often heard her say, she 
loved to be att funeralls, and in the house of mourn- 
ing, soe being of the must compassionate nature in 
the world, she was a constant visiter of the sick and 
of people in distress.”’—Life of Mrs. Godolphin, 
pp. 9—14. 


Queen Catharine, on her sister-in-law’s death, 
(1671,) took Mrs. Margaret Blagge into her own 
establishment; and Evelyn, being a great friend 
of Mrs. Howard, another of her majesty’s maids 
of honor, had thenceforth frequent opportunities of 
seeing Margaret ; but several years more were to 


tt elapse before their acquaintance ripened into friend- 


ship. He confesses that for a considerable time 
he regarded the innocent young creature wi a 
prejudice and suspicion that puzzled Mrs. Howard. 
When that lady invited him to her apartments, ‘‘ I 
would,” he says, ‘* object that there was a Witt 
with her whom I feared, and that I was the most 
unfitt person in the world for the entertainments of 
the Ante-Chamber and the little Spiritts that dwell 
in Fairy Land.” 

The narrative is addressed by Evelyn to a sister 
of the Mrs. Howard here alluded to, namely, the 
Lady Sylvius, wife of the Dutch minister, Sir 
Gabriel Sylvius, who, Charles II. said, had nothing 
Roman about him but his name; but who was a 
worthy man, extremely happy as the elderly hus- 
band of a young and handsome lady of the highest 
English blood. Sir Gabriel had a villa in Kent, 
near Evelyn’s at Says Court. Lady Sylvius, after 
her marriage, lived in constant familiarity with 
Mr. and Mrs. Evelyn, and Margaret Blagge pay- 
ing her a visit in the country, accompanied her ta 
the parish church—where we need hardly say 
there was in those times daily service morning and 
evening—and then naturally when she dined with 
a neighbor. Evelyn now saw Margaret apart from 
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the show and glitter of Whitehall—by degrees he 
began to converse with her, and found to his sur- 
prise, that though a wit, she was not to be feared, 
and that good little spirits may dwell in fairy land. 


s“ Itt is not to be discribed with what Grace, 
ready and solid vnderstanding, she would discourse. 
Nothing that she conceived could be better ex- 
ara and when she was sometymes provok’d to 

ailly, there was nothing in the world soe pleasant, 
and inoffensively diverting, (shall I say,) or instruc- 
tive ; for she ever minul’d her freest entertainments 
with something which tended to serious. 

‘¢ This Creature (would I say to my selfe) loves 
God; ’tis a thousand pittyes butt she should per- 
sist; what a new thing is this, I think Paulina and 
Kustochius are come from Bethlehem to White- 
hall; and from this moment I began to looke vpon 
her as sacred, and to bless God for the graces which 
shoone in her. I dayly prayed for her as she had 
enjoined me, and she began to open some of her 
holy thoughts to me; and I saw a flagrant devo- 
tion, and that she had totally resigned herselfe to 
God; and with these Incentiues, who, that had any 
sence of Religion, could forbeare to vallue her 
exceedingly ? 

“ Itt was not long after this, that being one day 
to visitt her, she seem’d to me more thoughtfull 
than ordinary. I asked her, what made her looke 
soe solemnly. She told me, she had never a freind 
in the world. Noe, said I, thats impossible; I 
beleive no body has more; for all that know you 
must love you, and those that love you are contin- 
ually your freinds. Butt I, who well knew where 
her heart att that tyme was, asked her what she 
esteemed a certaine Gentleman beyond the Seas. 
Alas, says she, he is very ill, and that makes ine 
very much concerned ; butt I doe not speake to you 
of him, whome God will I hope be gratious to, but 
8 would have a Freixo. In that name is a great 
ideale more than I can express—a faithfull freind, 
whome I might trust with all that I have, and God 
\knows, that is butt little; for he whome you meane 
does not care to meddle with my concerns, nor 
would I give him the trouble. These, to my 
remembrance, were her very expressions to me. 
Madam, said I, doe you speake this to me, as if I 
were capable of serving you in any thing coneider- 
able? J beleive you the person in the world 
{replyed she) who would make such a freind as I 
wish for, if I had meritt enough to deserve it. 
Madam, said J, consider well what you say, and 
what you doe, for it is such a trust, and soe great 
an obligation that you lay vpon me, as [ ought to 
embrace with all imaginable respect, and acknowl- 
edament for the greatest honour you could doe me ; 
Madam, to be called your freind were the most 
desireable in the world, and I am sure I should 
endeavor to acquitt me of the duty with great chear- 
fullness and fidelity. Pray leave your compliment- 
ing, (said she smileing,) and be my freind then, and 
looke vpon me henceforth as your Child. To this 
purpose was her obligeing replye; and there stand- 
ing pen and ink vpon the table, in which I had been 
drawing something vpon a paper like an Alter, she 
writt these words: Be this the Symboll of Inviola- 
ble Freindship,—Margaret Blagge, 16th October, 
1672, and vnderneath, For my brother E---; and 
soe delivered it to me with a smile. Well, said I, 
Madam, this is an high obligation, and you have 
allready paid me for the greatest service that I can 
ever pretend to doe you; butt yett doe you know 
what you have done? Yes, sayes she, very well; 
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butt pray what doe you meane? Why, said [, the 
title that has consecrated this Alter is the Marriage 
of Souls, and the Golden thread that tyes the hearts 
of all the world.” 


Mr. Evelyn from this time managed Margaret's 
pecuniary matters for her, and was as a father to 
her in every respect. He now, of course, received 
ample details of all her difficulties in her position 
at court; but we shall quote rather his copy of 
some rules which she had ‘‘ prescribed for the gov- 
ernment of her Actions when she was of duty to 
attend upon her Majestye in publique :’’— 


“ My life, by God's Grace, without which I can 
doe nothing. 

“I must, till Lent, rise att halfe an houre after 
eight a clock; whilst putting on morning cloathes, 
say the prayer for Death and the Te Deum: then 
presently to my pravers, and soe either dress my- 
selfe or goe to Church prayers. In dressing, I 
must consider how little it signifyes to the saveing 
of my soule, and how foolish ’t is to be angry about 
a thing sovnnecessary. Consider what our Saviour 
suffered.—QO Lord, assist me. 

“« When I goe into the withdrawing roome, lett 
me consider what my calling is: to entertaine the 
Ladys, not to talke foolishly to Men, more espe- 
cially the King; lett me consider, if a Traytor be 
hatefull, she that betrayes the soule of one is much 
worse ;—the danger, the sin of it.—Lord, assist me. 

‘¢ Att Church lett me mind in what place I am; 
what about to ask, even the salvation of my soule ; 
to whome I speake—to the God that made me, 
redeemed and sanctifyed me, and can yett cutt me 
off when he pleases.—O Lord, assist me. - 

‘© When I goe to my Lady Falmouths, I ought 
to take paines with her about her Religion, or else 
I am not her freind ; to shew example by calmness 
in dispute, in never speaking ill of anybody to her, 
butt excuseing them rather.* 

« Goe to the Queene allwayes att nine, and then 
read that place concerning the drawing roome, and 
lett my man waite for me to bring me word before 
publique prayers begin. If I find she dynes late, 
come downe, pray and read; and think why I read 
—to benefitt my soule, pass my tyme well, and 
improve my vnderstanding. O Lord, assist me. 

‘¢ Be sure still to read that for the drawing roome 
in the privy chamber, or presence, or other place 
before prayers, and soe againe into the drawing 
room for an hour or soe; and then slipp to my 
chamber and divert myselfe in reading some pretty 
booke, because the Queen does not require my 
waiteing ; after this to supper, which must not be 
much if I have dyned well; and att neither meale 
to eate above two dishes, because temperance is 
best both for soule and body; then goe vpp to the 
Queen, haveing before read, and well thought of 
what you have written. Amen. 

‘“ Sett not vp above halfe an hour after eleaven 
att most; and as you vndress, repeate that prayer 
againe: butt before, consider that you are perhapps 
goeing to sleepe your last; being in bedd repeate 
your hymne softly, ere you turne to sleepe. 

‘t On Festivall evens I resolve to dyne att home, 
and to repeat all the psalmes I know by heart,” 
(of which she had almost the whole psalter,) ‘‘ re- 
serveing my reading or part of my prayers till night ; 
and supp with bread and beere only. 

* This Lady cect ede Bagot, was by her mar- 


tiage nearly connected with the Godolphins. We presume 
she had adopted the court religion. 
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tOn Frydayes and Wednesdaies Tle eat noth-! among the royalists of the seventcenth century, 
ing till after evening prayer; and soe come downe such as many readers of this reformed and rail- 


a sak ee a Sa Nae! vo ak wayed age may find some difficulty in estimating 
in isi my owne prayers are finished. ; 
ect i y pra at its due weight. 


‘The same will I observe the day before I re- f : , 
ceive; vse to pray on those dayes by daylight; and], Ou the other side, there can be no difficulty in 
early on Sundayes, and think of no diversion till’ imagining sundry very serious dissuasives—first 
after evening prayer; to dyne abroad as little as | and foremost, of course, the ever-deepening sense 
possible, but performe my constant duty to God andi of religion—the ever-strengthening delight in pious 
the Queene. Assist me, O Lord; Amen. meditations and exercises ; but also, no doubt, that 

«Sing Psalmes now and then out of Sundayes. | pojuctance towards any appearance of courting 
Endcavour to begg with teares what you aske, and | E E E ica hich 2 
O lett them be, O Lord, my vnelp pleasure. There SOPOT), DOWever Harmless, admiration, Which 18 
are 3 Sundayes to come from this Saturday night; | natural to one whose affections have been sought 
pray one day earnestly to God for love, and against | and won—for Margaret had been but two years at 
takeing his name in vaire, pray against intemperance | St. James’ before she was in love—not much 

_and sensuality ; and the other dar for meekeness, and ; longer before she confessed her attachment to the 
and against envy ; another for fear and alliance, and | gentleman who ultimately married her ; and, finally, 
eae o ctl Eblo there is abundant evidence, a dread of the king’s 

awe NOM Cg TE ee Dobe Den rok to SE VPP swenven=—a, dread which, with all her safeguards, 


past ten a clock ; therefore, before you engage in 
company, goe downe and read this, and be as tauch she felt it needful to keep alive by constant watch- 


alone as you can; and when you are abroad fulness over herself. ‘This is another extract from 


to men as little as may be ; carry vour prayer booke | her diary, penned, as 'velyn says, while some new 


in your pockett, or anything that may decently play was in process of rehearsal :— 
keepe you from converseing witk men.”’ p l 
« Now as to pleasure, they are speaking of playes 


and laughing att devout people; well, I will laugh 
att myself for my impertinencyes, that by degrees 
I may come to wonder why any body does like me ; 
and divert the discourse ; and talke of God and mo- 
ralitye : avoid those people when I come to the 
drawing roome, especially among great persons to 
divert them ; because noe raillary ailmost can be in- 
nocent : goe not to the Dutchess of Monmouth above 
once a weeke, except when wee dress to rehearse, 
and then carry a booke along with me to read when 
I don’t act, and soe come away before supper. 

“« Talke litte when you are there ; if they speak 
of any body J can’t commend, hold my peace, what 
jest soever they make; be sure never to talk to the 
King; when they speak filthyly, tho’ I be laugh'd 
att, looke grave, remembring that of Micha, there 
will a tyme come when the Lord will bind vp his 
jewells.”’ 


Evelyn’s reluctance to believe, while he only 
saw Margaret at a distance, that she really de- 
served the report he heard of her from Mrs. How- 
ard and Lady Sylvius, may, perhaps, be in part 
accounted for by the rumors afloat concerning her 
elder sister, Henrietta; but, however that may 
have been, the feeling was no doubt intimately 
connected with a particular accomplishment of her 
own, which we have not yet noticed. This pi- 
ous creature was not merely one of the fairest and 
most graceful of the young beauties that fig- 
ured in attendance on the queen upon all occasions 
of reception and ceremonial—she was also distin- 
guished by her talents both as an actress and a 
singer. When a masque or a play was to be 
performed at Whitehall by the lords and ladies of 
the court, the first female part was usually hers. 
Her capacity for filling such parts had been shown 
at a very early period of her residence, and when, 
as her mind opened, she would fain have drawn 
back, it was no easy matter for her te do so. It 
is probable that her frank innocence and humility 
had saved her on the threshold, and therefore in 
the sequel, from the miserics (which all autobio- 
graphical actresses pronounce to be indescribable) 
of stage fright. She could not but acknowledge 
a pleasure in doing what she knew and felt that 
she did well. She was commended and applauded 
in private and in public. The corps dramatique 
was made up of her daily companions, and they 
appear to have acquiesced ungrudgingly in her su- 
periority—some of them in part, peradventure, be- 
cause it was evident that she did not appreciate 
certain opportunities which that superiority placed 
at her feet. The chaperons were kind—one great 
lady, we read, insisted on decorating Mrs. Mar- 
garet for a particular performance with her own 
jewels, to the value of 20,000/.—answering to 
perhaps double the sum now-a-days. Above all, 
there was the will of the king—a consideration 


Evelyn participated so fully in the feelings of 
his day and class with respect to the royal person, 
that we cannot expect him to enlarge on the rea- 
sons Mrs. Margaret had for shunning the king’s 
conversation. But the first passage in which he 
alludes to her engagement with Sidney Godolphin 
sufficiently indicates what account he made of that 
salutary influence :—— 


« Every body was in love with, and some allmost 
dyeing for her, whilst with all the Modesty and Cir- 
eumspection imaginable she strave to Eclipse the 
luster which she gave; and would often check the 
vivacity which was naturall, and perfectly became 
her, for feare of giveing occasion to those who lay 
in waite to deceive. Butt it was not possible here 
to make the Icast approach, butt such as was full 
of Honour; and the distance she observ’d, and 
Caution and Judgment she was mistress of, pro- 
tected her from all impertinent addresses, till she 
had made a Choice without Reproach and worthy 
her Fsteeme, namely, of that excellent Person who 
was afterwards her Huehand, after a passion of no 
less than Nine long yeares that they both had been 
the most intire and faithfull lovers in the world. * 
œ Jt was not possible I could hear of soe long 
an Amour, soe honorable a love and constant pas- 
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sion, and which I easily perceived concerned her, 
as lookeing vpon herselfe vnsettled, and one who 
had long since resolved nott to make the Court her 
rest, butt I must be touched with some Care for 
her. I would now and then kindly chide her, why 
she suffer’d those languishments when I knew not 
on whome to lay the blame. For tho’ she would 
industriously conceale her disquiett, and divert it 
vnder the notion of the Spleene, she could not but 


acknowledge to me where the dart was fix’d; nor | 


was any thing more ingenious then what she now 
writt me vpon this Subject, by which your Lady- 
shipp will perceive, as with what peculiar confidence 
she was pleased to honour me, soe, with what early 
prudence and great pietye she manag’d the passion 
which, of all other, young people are commonly the 
most precipitate in and vnadvis‘d.”’ 


He then quotes a letter to himself, in which, 
after reminding him that ‘‘ she came very young 
into the world,” she says :— 


“ The first thing which tempts young weomen 
is vanity, and I made that my great designe. Butt 
Love soone taught me another Lesson, and I found 
the trouble of being tyed to the hearing of any save 
him; which made me resolve that either he or none 
should have the possession of your friend. Being 
thus soone sencible of Love my sclfe, 1 was easily 
perswaded to keepe my selfe from giveing him any 
cause of Jealousye, and in soe long a tyme never 
has there been the least. This, vnder God's prov- 
idence, has been the means of preserveing me from 
many of those missfortuncs young Creatures meet 
with in the world, and in a Court espetially. * * 
* œ J find in him none of that tormenting passion 
to which I need sacrefice my selfe ; butt still, were 
wee dissengag’d from the world, wee should marry 
vnder such restraints as were fitt, and by the agree- 
ableness of our humour make each other happy. 
Butt att present there are obstructions: he must be 
perpetually engaged in buissness, and follow the 
Court, and lwe allwayes in the world, and soe have 
less tyme for the service of God, which is a sensci- 
ble atħiction to him; wherefore, wee are not deter- 
mined to precipitate that matter, butt to expect a 
while, and see how things will goe; haveing a 
great mind to be tugeather, which cannot with de- 
cency be done without marrying, nor to either of 
our satisfactions without being free from the world. 
In short, serving of God is our end, and if wee can- 
nott do that quietly togeather, wee will asunder. 
You know our Saviour sayes, that all could not re- 
ceive that doctrine, but to those who could he gave 
noe contradiction; and if wee can butt pass our 
younger yeares, ‘tis not likely wee should be con- 
cern'd for marrying when old. If wee could marry 
now, I don't see butt those inconveniencys may hap- 
pen by sickness, or absence, or death. In a word, 
if we marry, it will be to serve God and to encourage 
one another dayly ; if wee doe not, ‘tis for that end 
too; and wee know God will direct those who 
sincerely desire his love above all other Consider- 
ations. Now, should wee both resolve to continue 
as we are, be assur'd, I should be as little Idle as 
if I were a wife. I should attend to prayer and 
all other Christian dutyes, and make these my 
pleasures, seeing I chuse not the condition out of 
restraint and singularity, but to serve God the bet- 
ter.” 


About the time when Evelyn’s acquaintance 
with her was thus growing into intimacy Mr. Sid- 
ney Godolphin was sent to join the embassy at 
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' Paris, and the lovers had settled before he went 
i abroad that she should remain in the queen’s ser- 
one till his return. That, however, was deferred 
i longer than had been anticipated, and, in the course 
of 1673, Margaret resolved on deferring no longer 
her escape from that scene of dissipation and even 
to her perhaps of danger. Whether she had any 
immediate cause of alarm or disgust we are not 
told; but, at any rate, she had now been full seven 
' years at court, and it was no wonder she thought 
this enough. She had by this time found a meth- 
erly friend in Mr. Godolphin’s aunt—the Lady 
Berkeley of Stratton—and that excellent lady 
offered her a home at Berkeley House in May- 
fair.* 

It was on a Sunday evening that Margaret asked 
and obtained permission to retire from her court 
service—she had taken the opportunity of ‘ less 
company than there used to be’’—but Evelyn him- 
self was of that company, and we doubt not his 
presence sustained her. He says :— 


sc Never shall I forgett the humble and become- 
ing address she made, nor the Joy that discover'd 
its selfe in this Angells countenance, above any 
thing I had ever observed of transport in her, when 
she had obtained her suite ; for, { must tell you, 
Madam, she had made some attempts before with- 
out success, which gave her much anxietie. Their 
Majestyes were both vnwilling to part with such a 
Jewell: and I confess from that tyme I look’d vpon 
White Hall with pitty, not tosay Contempt. What 
will become, said I, of Corinthus, the Citty of Lux- 
ury, when the graces have abandon‘d it, whose 
piety and example is soe highly necessary? As- 
træa soe left the Lower world. And, for my part, 
I never sett my foote in it afterwards butt as en- 
tring into a solitude, and was ready to ery out with 
the wife of Phineas, that its glory was departed. 
She tooke, I assure you, her leave of their Mcues- 
tyes with soe much modesty and good a Grace, that 
tho’ they Jook’t as if they would have a jittle re- 
proach't her for makeing soe much hast, they could — 
not find in their hearts to say an vnkind word to 
her; butt there was for all that I am certaine some- 
thing att the heart hke griefe; and I leave you, 
Madam, to imagine how the rest of the Court 
mourn `d this Recess, and how dim the tapers burnt 
as she pass‘d the anti-chamber. ‘Is Mrs. Blavge 
gocing,’ saves a faire creature ; ‘why stay } here 
any longer?!’ others, ¢ that the Court had never such 
a Starr in all its hemispheere ;’ and veryly, 1 had 
not observed soe vniversall a damp vpon the spiritts 
of every one that knew her. tt was, I remember, 
on a Sunday night. after most of the company were 
departed, that 1 waited on her downe to her Cham- 
ber, where she was noe svoner enter’d, butt falling 


* The Stratton branch of the Berkeleys expired in 1773, 
when their estates went to swell those of the Earls of 
Berkeley. The residence of Mrs. Blagge’s friend, with 
its gardens, occupied the space now covered by Devon- 
shire House, Lansdowne House, Stratton street, and 
Berkeley Square. The grounds were hounded to the east- 
ward by those of the Chancellor Clarendon’s great and 
unfortunate mansion, which stood on the site of Albemarle 
and Old Bond streets ; that palace, so often mentioned by 
Evelyn, was soon pulled down, but part of one wing is 
said to have escaped ; and it is alleged that two or three 
spe rooms of Clarendon House are still extant within 
the Clarendon Hotel. It is, perhaps, more likely that 
the old fittings and decorations were made use of ina new 
erection ; but at all events— stat nominis umbra. 
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on her knees, she blessed God as for a Signall de- 
ħverance : she was come out of Egypt, and now in 
the way to the Land of Promise. You will easyly 
figure to your selfe how buissy the young Saint was 
the next morning in makeing vpp her little carriage 
to quitt her prison : and when you have fancied the 
Conflagration of a certaine Čitty the Scripture 
speaks of, imagine this Lady trussing vpp her little 
fardle, like the two daughters whom the angell 
hastned and conducted ; butt the similitude goes no 
further, for this holy Virgin went to Zoar, they to 
the cave of Folly and Intemperance ; there was no 
danger of her lookeing back and becomeing a Statue 
for sorrow of what she left behind. All her house- 
hold stuffe, besides a Bible and a bundle of Prayer 
bookes, was packed vpp in a very little Compass, 
for she lived soe far from superfluitye, that she car- 
hee all that was valueable in her person; and tho’ 
she had a Courtly wardrobe, she affected it not, be- 
cause every thing became her that she putt on, and 
she became every thing that was putt vpon her. * 
* œ Tam the more particular as haveing had the 
honour to waite on her to Berkley House: I tell 
your Ladyshipp I never beheld her more orient than 
she appeared att this tyme, and the moment she sett 
foote in the Coach her eyes sparkled with Joy, and 
a marvelous lusture; the Roses of her Cheeks were 
soe fresh, and her countenance soe gay, as if with 
the rest of her perfections (had she not left your 
two Sisters there) she had caryed all the Beautyes 
as well as all the Virtue of the Court away with her 
too. Butt ah, had you seen with what effusion and 
open armes she entred Berkley House, and sprung 
into the Caresses of my Lady—in what a trice after 
she was led vp into her apartmentt she had putt all 
her Equipage in order, raung’d her Library, and 
disposed of her Compendious Inventory—you would 
have said there was nothing prettyer then that 
buissy moment. And now when she had conse- 
erated her new Oratorye with a devout Aspiration 
and the Incense of an humble Soule, for the bless- 
ings of this sweete Retirement, she satt downe and 
adinired her sweet felicitye.’’*—Jb., pp. 56-62. 


After this removal to Berkeley House she seems 
to have very rarely appeared at Whitehall. We 
see, however, that at least once she yielded to the 
royal anxiety on the occasion of a new play—and 
filled a principal part in it with as much grace as 
she had ever displayed, and amidst even an unusual 
enthusiasm of admiration :— 


“ This excellent Creature looked on this occasion 
as one of her greatest afflictions, and would have 
devolved the share she had in this Court Magnif- 


*This is a part of a letter which she addressed soon 
after leaving court to two of her companions among the 
maids of honor, who had, it seems, asked her opinion 
about a sermon in the Chapel Royal :— Dear Children, 
as to your dressing, I can’t believe the Doctor meant there 
should be any neglect of that beauty God has given you, 
soe it be done with this Caution, first, that you designe 
to captivate none for any satisfaction bie take in the 
number of Lovers or in the Noise of a larger traine of 
Admirers than other young women have, butt purely for 
an honest designe of disingageing your selves as soone as 
you can from the place you are in, in an honorable way ; 
and when ever you see any young Man, who in your hearts 
you cannot beleive will prove that person I speak of, or 
any marryed Man, who you know cannot, with such a one 
St. Paul sayes you ought not to converse in the least; I 
meaue, if it is possible to be avoided—and in this age, 

ou know, women are not soe wonderfully solicited that 
have the vertue and modesty of you two. That good ser- 
vice the Ladys of other principles bave done you, that 
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icence on any other Lady with a thousand acknowl- 
edgments, had their Majestyes butt excused her ; 
butt there was no retreating ; she had her part as- 
signed her, which, as itt was the most illustrious, 
soe never was there any perform’d with more grace, 
and becomeing the solemnity. She had on her that 
day near twenty thousand pounds value of Jewells, 
which were more sett off with her native beauty 
and luster then any they contributed of their owne 
to hers. * * * æ I need not enlarge vpon the 
argument of the Poem, which you may be sure, 
however defective in other particulars, was exactly 
modest, and suiteable to the Persons, who were all 
of the first rank and most illustrious of the Court: 
nor need I recount to your Ladyshipp with what a 
surprizeing and admirable aire she trode the Stage, 
and performed her Part, because she could doe 
nothing of this sort, or any thing else she ender- 
took, indifferently, butt in the highest perfection. 
Butt whilst the whole Theater were extolling her, 
she was then in her owne Eyes not only the hum- 
blest, butt the most diffident of herself, and least 
affecting praise.’’—Jb., pp. 97-99. 
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The probability of such invitations being re- 
newed sorely disturbed Mrs. Blagge; and Evelyn 
adds that, though her chambers had been assigned 
her in the most retired wing of Berkeley House, 
she found it impossible to command in so great an 
establishment the measure of retirement on which 
she had set her heart. It seems the natural infer- 
ence from several expressions both of the narrative 
and of her letters, that about this time her religious 
meditations assumed a very perplexing shape—that 
she lay for some months under painful and harass- 
ing doubts, whether it would not be best for her 
to give up Mr. Godolphin and resolve on a life of 
solitary devotion. She had for years, it seems, 
been in the habit of consulting on all points of 
conscience an old friend, Dr. George Benson, 
Dean of Hereford—and it may perhaps be sus- 
pected that this reverend divine had given some 
encouragement to her views, for Evelyn tells us 
that her plan was to fix herself ‘‘ near his cathe- 
dral,” and live there ‘‘ by herself under his direc- 
tion.” Evelyn, at any rate, did not approve of such 
schemes. His influence was used uniformly in 
the opposite direction. In very early youth he 
had himself entertained a strong predilection for 
the solitary life, and requested his elder brother to 
allow him to fit up a real hermitage among the 
woods of Wootton; nay, several years later, he 


men sooner find their Error, and without much difficult 
suspected conversations may be avoided. Indeed, it woul 
be a most dreadfull sight att the last day, to see any man 
condemned upon your accounts ; and yett such a thing 
may be, and yett you honest; for if you willingly consent 
men should looke upon you and follow you, you are ac- 
cessary to that sin in St. Matthew, ‘Who ever lookes on 
a woman to lust after her, hath committed Adultery with 
her allready in his heart.’ Soe that my opinion is, that 
mankind, if they make any particular applications, tho’ 
they don't make love, be, as much as you can, avoided, 
As to your conversation, there is nothing forbidden butt 
what is either profane, or unjust, or indevout; I meane, 
the encouragement of any of that in others, by seemeing 
well pleased with it. "Tis true, wee should not preach in 
the withdrawing Roome, butt wee must, by our lookes, 
shew that wee fear God, and that wee dare not hear any 
thing to his prejudice, nor any thing filthy, or that tends 
to the prejudice of our Neighbour.”— Ib., pp. 202-204. 
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drew the outlines of a plan for a Protestant Cæno- 
bium, near Depttord, of which, it would seem, he 
had meant to be the founder and the first head. 
But the experience of mature life had not been 
lost, and when now called on to judge in the case 
of others, the active duties of society and the 
interests of Mr. Godolphin (though personally as 
yet almost a stranger) were kept steadily in view 
by the calm and rational, though tender and sym- 
pathizing, friend of Says Court. 

From one of Margaret’s letters to him at this 
time we must give a brief extract ;—the style of 
their confidences will in some particulars perhaps 
surprise modern readers, even though they bear in 
mind the sort of filial and paternal relations which 
had been established between the lady of twenty 
and the gentleman of fifty :— 

« The Lord help me, dear freind,” sayes she, 
«I know not what to determine; sometyimnes I 
think one thing, sometymes another; one day I 
fancy noe life soe pure as the vnmarryed, another 
day Í think it less exemplarye, and that the marryed 
life has more oppertunity of exerciseing Charity ; 
and then againe, that “tis full of solicitude and 
worldlyness—soe as what I shall doe I know not. 


He can live without a wife ee butt without | 


me he is vnwilling to live, sue as if | doe not marry 
he is not in danger of sinn ; butt if I or he or both 
should repent—O Lord and Governor of my life, 
leave me not to my selfe, to the Counsell of my own 
heart, butt send me wisdome from thy throne, to 
direct, assist, and lead me soberly in my doeings.”’ 


Another letter was, from internal evidence, 
written when Godolphin was in London—on a 
short furlough, no doubt, from his diplomatic duty, 


of which he had availed himself to press her to. 


accompany him back to Paris as his wife. Mar- 


garet says :— 


s Much afflicted and in great agony was your 
oor friend this day, to think of the love of the holy 
T. and yett be soe little able to make him any 
returne. For with what favour have I protested 
against all affection to the things of this world ; 
resion'd them all without exception ; when the first 
moment I am tryed, I shrink away, and am passion- 
ately fond of the Creature, and forgetfull of the 
Creator? This when I consider’d, I fell on my 
knees, and with many teares begg'd of God to assist 
me with his Grace, and banish from me all Con- 
cerne butt that of heavenly things, and wholly to 
possess my heart himselfe ; and either releive me in 
this Conflict, now soe long sustain’d, or continue to 
me strength to resist it, still fearing if the combate 
cease not in tyme, I should repine for being putt 
vpon soe hard a dutye. * * * One whome I 
love is here; most bitterly have I wept to think how 
much of my heart he has, how hittle my blessed 
Saviour, who has loved and suffered for me soe 
much more; happy, ah happy, are you, my friend, 
that are past that mighty love to the Creature. 
Butt I make this my humble confession to God and 
you, bewayleing my loveing any thing butt himself’; 
imploreing him to translate my affections, and place 
them on him alone. Thus to you doe I display my 
griefe: I can leave him whome here I love, to go 
to my Jesus for ever; butt I Confess, ’tis hard for 
me to leave him now soe often as I doe, and this 
breaks my heart.’’—p. 73. 
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It is fair to extract also a specimen of Evelyn’s 
reasoning with his fair young friend :— 


“I consented to all her Elogies of the Virgin 
State, butt that there were no less due to the Con- 
Jugall; and that if there were some temptations in 
it, her meritts would be the greater, and the cxer- 
cise of her virtue. Circled indeed it was with some 
tollerable thornes, butt rewarded with illustrious 
Coronetts for the good it produc’d; that as to the 
oppertunityes of serveing God, an active hfe was 
preferable to the Contemplative ; and that } should 
not doubt to see as many Crown’d in heaven who 
had been marryed, as of Virgins: since from Mar- 
riage all the Virgins in the world had ther origi- 
nall, and all the Saints that ever were or ever shal} 
be; that it was the Seminary of the Chureh and 
care of Angells; and that though our beloved Lord 
were borne of a Virgin, she was yett vail'd vnder 
the Cover of Marriage; and soe when St. Paul 
exalted the Celibate above it, for the advantages he 
enumerates, itt was nott to derogate from Marriage, 
butt because of the present distress and the Impedi- 
ments of a family to an Itinerant and Persecuted 
Apostle, and those who in that Conjuncture had 
noe certaine aboade. * * œ I remembered her 
of what sometymes she would say, that if she 
marryed and had noe Children, she should be dis- 
pleased ; and if she had, she might have either too 
many, or too wicked and vntoward ; this, I told her, 
was to distrust God’s providence, and she did not 
well to make those reflections, when in all events 
‘there was exercise of faith, and patience, Industry, 
and other graces; that if she who bare her had 
been of that mind, there would have been one less 
| Saint to Glorifye God; that I should have wanted 
an excellent friend, and soe would many others, 
‘who now bless’d God for the Charityes she did 
'them. Vpon all these Topyces I challeng’d her 
humility, her faith and her love. I laid before her 
how much more affected, morose, covetous, ob- 
noxious to temptation and reproach an old Maid 
would be, who was knowne to have engaged her 
affection allready, than one who had never enter- 
tain’d an address. ‘hen the trouble and sorrow of 
bringing forth and expence of a family, would att 
another tyme affreight her; little weomen I told her, 
had little paine; and that Queens had endured as 
much with patience and cheerfullness; that as to 
great fortunes and support, opulent couples were 
not exempted from Cares; and that, tho’ I was 
assured God had great blessings of that kind alsoe 
in reserve, yett sowre provisions and less Ambition 


we as happy in the mutual} affection of each 


other, where there was a Competency for the pres- 


* * 


ent, and so faire a prospect for the future. 
* œ J would tell her itt was not enough te be 
happy alone, when she might make another soe; 
nor ought she to resolve not to alter her Condition 
till she was out of reach of accidents ; that it became 
a cruel] and ill natur’d Laban to exaet a double 
apprentyshipp for a Rachell; that it was Saul that 
putt David to adventure for a wife; that the He- 
roick tymes were now antiquated, and people pre- 
ceeded by gentler and more compendious methods ; 
and the decencyes of her sex, and custome of the 
nation, and the honor of the condition, and the want 
of Monasteryes and pyous Recesses obliged her to 
marry. Marry then in God's name, said I, since 
my advice you aske: itt is finally what I think you 
ought to resolve on; tho’ if I studdied my owne - 
satisfaction, ] should rather promote this aversion, 
and seeke to fortifye your suspicion; for as I pra- 
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fess it the greatest Contentment of my life that you 
have vowed me your friendshipp soe solemnly and 
that you will be constant, whilst I incite you to 
marry I endanger and putt it to the hazard; for 
perhapps your husband may be jealous, tho’ without 
cause ; or he may have particular dislike to me, or 
may not be noble, free, and ingenious, or may make 
you vnhappy otherwise, which would be the great- 
est afiliction could happen to me; whereas, con- 
unuing as you are, mistress of your selte and 
your conversation, your virtue and my yeares, and 
the conscience of my duty, and both our discretions, 
will preserve our friendshipp honorable, pious, and 
useful.’ —p. 82. 


We have now reached the only mysterious feat- 
ure in Margaret Blagge’s history—it will appear 
such after the foregoing extracts, but much more 
so to those who have read the whole of Evelyn’s 
narrative and the most confidential letters inter- 
woven. Mr. Sidney Godolphin is at last released 
from his post at Paris—he returns to London, and 
bestirs himself about obtaining such an office in 
the King’s service as may enable him to settle 
permanently at home. Just at this juncture Lord 
Berkeley of Stratton is appointed Ambassador Ex- 
traordinary to the French Court—his lady is to 
accompany him—she considers Mrs. Blagge as a 
member of her family, and her going also to Paris 
is taken for granted. Margaret is to go there 
exactly when Godolphin has left it—it looks like 
one of the cunningly devised and wearisomely 
repeated devices of the noveclist—but so it is. 
Mr. Godolphin does not choose, his own suit at 
Whitehall just opened, to quit London again on the 
instant : but he cannot, it seems, make up his mind 
to part with Mrs. Blagge unless she will put an 
end to his anxieties by marrying him. And ‘‘on 
the 16th of May (1675) they were both marryed 
together in the Temple Church, by the Reverend 
Doctor Lake, one of His Royal Highnesses Chap- 
lains; my Lady Berkeley and a Servant of the 
Bride’s only being present; both the blessed pair 
receiving the Holy Sacrament, and consecrating 
the solemnity with a double Mistery ;’?’— but, 
strange to say, this step was taken without the 
privity of Mr. Evelyn, who remained for some 
months afterwards without the slightest suspicion 
of the fact. 

In Evelyn's own diary the marriage is entered 
under the proper date, and no allusion is there 
made to this concealment: but in the little book 
before as he does not attempt to disguise his 
astonishment on learning that his friend had treated 
him with such reserve. He mentions, on the con- 
trary, in immediate connection with the event, 
various circumstances which must have rendered 
her condnet still more incomprehensible to him. 
For in June she spent a whole fortnight at Says 
Court, during which time Evelyn agreed to regu- 
late everything as to her pecuniary supplies while 
abroad ; and when Lord and Lady Berkely and she 
took their departure from France, Evelyn at their 
joint request, accompanied them to Dover, and 
saw them all on board the royal yacht. Lastly, 
the night before they sailed, when at Canterbury, 
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Margaret executed her will, which Evelyn signed 
as witness, and, as her chosen friend, retained 
sealed up in his own keeping. Nor does it seem 
that the mystery was ever wholly cleared up: “I 
ever,” he says, ‘‘ considered it an impertinence to 
be over-curious ; and was assured that this nicety 
could never proceed from herself, but from some 
other prevalent obligation.” Between the mar- 
riage and the voyage, as he says, some months 
elapsed; ‘‘ and all this time,” he adds, ‘‘ J] am 
persuaded she and her Husband lived with the 
same reserves that the Angells do in Heaven, not 
thinking fitt to cohabitt till they declared their 
Marriage, which, for reasons best known to them- 
selves, they did not do till she came back from 
France againe.”’ 

The fame of her wit and beauty had preceded 
her to Paris, and as she spoke the language per- 
fectly, she was beset with every possible attention 
and flattery. Louis XIV. himself invited her spe- 
cially to St. Germains—but ‘‘ considering herself 
now a married woman,” she never visited abroad 
at all during her stay—never even once saw ‘“‘ the 
splendid Vanity of that French court.* 

Thus passed the winter. In the spring Lord 
Berkcley repaired to Nimeguen on the business of 
the treatv thence named, and Margaret found some 
pretext (Lady Berkeley no doubt assisting) for 
returning to England. It appears that shortly 
before her arrival Evelyn had been informed (by 
whom we have no hint) of her marriage. She 
sent for him immediately to her temporary lodgings 

| in Covent-garden—and there occurred a little scene, 
so delicately sketched that we cannot but copy it :— 


«I will not repeate what pass’d betweene vs in 
freindly expostulations, for the vnkindness of her 
soe long concealing from me the circumstance of 
her marriage, because she express’d her Sorrow 
with such an asseveration as in my whole Life before 
I never heard her vtter, soe as I could not butt for- 
give her heartyly. Nor did this suffice, for she 
often acknowledg’d her fault, and beg'd of me that 
I would not diminish ought of my good Opinion of 
her, to the least wounding the intire Freindshipp 
which was betweene vs; protesting she had been 
soe aflilicted in her selfe for it, that were it to doe 
againe, noe consideration or complyance in the 
World should have prevailed on her to break her 
Promise, as some had done to her regrett. In good 
earnest I was sorry to see her troubled for it, con- 
sidering the Empire of a passionate Love, the sin- 
gular and silent way of the Lover, whose gravitye 
and temper you know soe well, and with whome I 


* The following passage in a different part of the hook, 
has reference no doubt to this residence in Paris :—* T is 
hardly to be imagined, the tulent she peculiarly had in 
repeating a comicall part or acting it, when in a chearfull 
humor and amongst some particular friends she would 
sometymes divert them ; and I have heard her pronounce a 
Sermon in French which she had heard preached by a fryar 
in Paris vpon the profession of a nun, att which she was 
present, that really surprized me. Those who have oh- 
serv’d the fantastick motion of those Zealotts in the pul- 
pitt would have seen in this lady’s action, invention, and 
preachment, the prettiest and most innocent Mimick in 
the World, and have really beleived it had been the Fnthu- 
siast himselfe, butt for his frock and face, that had in- 
spired her; certainely she was the most harmless and 
diverting Creature in nature.”—p. 186, 
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had nothing of that intimacy and indear’d Friend- 

shipp which might intitle me to the Confidence he | sence of her present Enjoyment, butt a permanent 
has since not thought me vnworthy of. I therefore | and devout affection. Upon the 16th day of Octo- 
mentiva this passage, because she was a Person of | ber following, which day she constantly vsed to 
soe exact and nice a Conscience that for all the give me an account of her concernes the year past, 
World she would not have violated her Promise; |Ì find this passage ina Letter :— God Allmighty 
nor did I ever find it in the least save this, which, | has been Infinitely gratious to me this year, for he 
when all is done, was of noe great importance. | has brought me back into my owne native Country 
Save that I tooke it a little to heart she should soe | in safety, and honorably prospered me in my tem- 
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“And this was not a transient rapture vpon the 


industriously conceale a thing from one to whome 
she had all along communicated her most intimate 
thoughts; and when that affection of hers was 
placed, which she would often acknowledge was 
nut possible fur her to moderate as she desir’d, or 
bring to the least indilference, after all her innocent 
stratagems and endeavors, and even sometymes res- 
olutions, to quitt all the World and think of him 
only in her Prayers. 

‘¢ This scene being thus over, to my great satis- 
faction, and, as vpon all occasions I had advised, 
when those melancholy thoughts and fancyes vs‘d 
to interrupt her quiett, wee will looke upon this 
Lady now as a setled Woman, and in the Armes 
of that excellent Person the most worthy to possess 
her.” —p. 128. 


The picture of her married life is ın perfect 
harmony with all its antecedents ; a most charm- 
ing picture indeed—but we cannot afford to linger 
over it as we could wish to do. ‘‘ It is usually 
said of marryed people, such a one has altered her 
condition; indeed, soe had shee. But in noe sort 
her course; knowing that she could never please 
her husband better then when she was pleasing 
God, she was (I may truely say) the same a wife 
and a virgin.”’—p. 192. Mr. Godolphin became 
master of the robes, on the resignation of Lord 
Rochester; an appointment which made worldly 
matters easy. Evelyn was in his element when 
called on to direct the alteration and decoration of 
a house purchased by the young couple in Scot- 
land Yard; and there he in due time saw them 
“ settled with that pretty and discreete cconomye 
soe natural! to her. Never was there such an 
household of faith ; never Lady more worthy of the 
blessings she was entering into, or who was more 
thankfull to God for them.” 


c Lord,’ (says she, in a Letter to me,) ‘ when I 
this day considered my happyness, in haveing soe 
perfect health of body, cheerfullness of mind, noe 
disturbance from without, nor griefe within, my 
tyme my owne, my house quiett, sweete and pretty, 
all manner of Conveniencys for serveing God in 

ublick and private, how happy in my Friends, 
Husband, Relations, Servants, Creditt, and none 
to waite or attend on but my dear and beloved God, 
from whome [ receive all this, what a melting joy 
run through me att the thoughts of all these mer- 
cyes, and how did I think myselfe obliged to goe 
to the foote of my Redeemer, and acknowledge my 
owne vnworthiness of his favor; butt then what 
words was Í to make vse of ; truely att first of none 
att all, but a devout silence did speake for me: but 
after that I power’d out my prayers, and was in an 
amazement that there should be such a sin as ingrat- 
itude in the world, and that any should neglect this 
ere duty. Butt why doe I say all this to you, my 

iend ? truely that out of the abundance of the heart 
the mouth speaketh, and I am still soe full of it that 
I cannot forbeare expressing my thoughts to you.’ 


| porall affaires ; above my expectation continued my 

health, and my friends deliver'd me from the tor- 
ments of suspense ; given me a husband that above 
all men living I vallue; in a word, I have little to 
wish butt a Child, and to contribute something to 
my friends happyness, which | most impatiently 
desire ; and then I must think before I can remem- 
ber what I would have more then I enjoy in this 
world, butt the continuance of a thankfull heart to 
my God.’ ”—p. 134. 


The only additional blessing that she ‘* pass on- 
ately desired’? was not very soon granted; and 
after two years, to fill the void, she ‘* tooke home 
to her a poore orphan girl, whom she cherished 
with the tenderness of a natural mother.” We 
must not dwell on ‘‘ her care in instructing her 
servants—how sedulouslv she kept her family to 
religious dutyes, how decently she reecived her 
friends, how profitably she imployed every minute 
of time.” Her means were now ample—‘ her 
husband had settled on her the absolute disposal 
of her portion, 40002. ;’’ and this independent in- 
come enabled her ‘‘ to distribute considerable char- 
ities by which were relieved many indigent people 
and poor house-keepers.”’ 


‘¢ How diligently she would inquire out the poore 
and miserable, even in Hospitalls, humble Cells, 
and Cottages, whither I have sometymes accompa- 
nied her as farr as the very skirts and obscure places 
of the Towne—among whom she not only gave 
liberall almes, but physittans and physick she would 
send to some, yea, and administer Remedyes her- 
selfe, and the meanest offices. She would sit and 
read, instruct and pray, whole afternounes, and 
tooke care for their spirituall relief by procureing a 
Minister of Religion to prepare them for the holy 
Sacrament, for which purpose she not only carryed 
and gave them bookes of Salvation and Devotion, 
but had herselfe collected diverse Psalmes and 


Chapters proper to be read and used vpon such oc- 
casions. ow many naked poore Creatures she 
covered! I have by me one List of no fewer than 


twenty three, whome she cladd at one time, and 
(your Ladyshipp may remember) for whome she 
wrought with her owne hands.’’—p. 210. 

“ What she herselfe distributed more privately I 
know not, but sure I am it was a great deale more 
then ever she would discover, takeing all the Cau- 
tions imaginable, that nothing she did of this nature 

! should be knowne, no not to her left hand what her 
right hand did, and therefore often would she her- 
selfe walk out alone and on foote, and fasting, and 
in midst of winter, (when it was hardly fitt to send 
a servant out,) to minister to some poore creatures 
she had found out, and perhaps whome no body 
knew of besides, soe far had her love to God and 
piety to others overcome nature and the delicate 
tenderness of her sex and constitution.” ’™—p. 214. 


At last she perceived that she was to be a moth- 
er; but Evelyn sadly dwells on the presentimen 
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which soon after haunted her, that ‘‘her dear 
man (for so she now called him) was to have his 
wish fulfilled’? at the cost of her own life. Eve- 
lyn is willing enough to tell of dreams and signs 
that foreshadowed the sorrows of September, 1678 ; 
but upon these passages we are content to be 
silent. 


“t Itt was then on Tuesday the third of that vnfor- 
tunate Month, when comeing about 11 a clock in 
the forenoone as my custome was, to visitt her and 
ask of her health, that I found she was in Travell ; 
and you may easyly imagine how extreamely I was 
concern'd, not to stirr from the house till I had some 
assureance that all succeeded well. And indeed to 
all appearance soe it did. For it pleas’d God that 
within an hour your Ladyshipp brought me the joy- 
ful tydeings of a Man Child born into the world, 
and a very little after admitted me to see and bless 
that lovely Babe by the Mothers side; when the 
very first word she spoke to me was, I hope you 
have given thanks to God for his infinite mercy to 
me! O with what satisfaction, with what joy and 
over rapture did I hear her pronounce it ; with what 
satisfaction and pleasure did I see the Mother safe, 
and her desire accumplished, without any accident 
that could give the least vmbrage or suspicion of 
approaching danger, soe as me thought of nothing 
more than rejoyceing and praising God, augureing 
a thousand benedictions.” 


On the Thursday following, Mr. and Mrs. Eve- 
lyn were present at the christening of the child; 
and the recovery of the mother seemed to be pro- 
ceeding so favorable, that after the service these 
friends left London for their villa at Deptford. 
While in church there on the afternoon of Sunday 
the 8th, Evelyn received a brief note from Mr. 
Godolphin, requesting the prayers of that congre- 
gation also for his wife, and intimating very dan- 
gerous symptoms. The puerperal fever had de- 
clared itself with great violence. Evelyn hastened 
back to town, and continued by her till ‘‘ about 
one o’clock at noon on the Monday, the 9th Sep- 
tember, 1678,” when this loveable creature breathed 
her last, ‘‘in the twenty-fifth year and prime of 
her age.” During the last day her mind was lost 
in wanderings ; but ‘‘ the deliriums,” says Evelyn 
& were only such as proceeded from languor and 
tiredness ; soe that tho’ she still retained her mem- 
ory of the persons about her, what she said was 
altogether inconsistent, and growing more impetu- 
ous and deplorable, gave presage of uttmost danger. 
This only was highly remarkable, that in all this 
disorder of fancy and almost distraction, she uttered 
not one sylluble or expression that might in the 
least offend God, or any creature about her; a 
thing which during these alienations of mind does 
seldom happen; but which shewed how blessed a 
thing it was to live holily and carefully, as this Inno- 
cent did ; persons that are delirious usually uttering 
extravagances that discover their worst inclina- 
tions.”’—p. 147. 

It appeared that a day or two before her con- 
finement she had received the Sacrament, as in 
preparation for the coming peril ; and on opening 
her repositories they found letters addressed to her 
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husband, her sister-in-law, and Evelyn, which had 
all been written on that same day, and contained 


very minute directions as to her affairs, especially 


her pensionaries and other charities, in case of 
death. To Mr. Godolphin she had thus expressed 
herself :— 


« My deare, not knowing how God Allmighty 


may deale with me, I think it my best course to 


settle my affaires, soe as that, in case I be to leave 
this world, noe earthly thing may take vp my 
thoughts. In the first place, my dear, beleive me, 
that of all earthly things you were and are the most 
dear to me; and I am convinced that nobody ever 
had a better or halfe soe good a husband. bese 
your pardon for all my Imperfections, which I am 
sencible were many; but such as I could help, I 
did endeavor to subdue, that they might not trouble 
you. * * * I know nothing more I have to desire 
of you, but that you will sometymes think of me 
with kindness, butt never with too much griefe. 
For my Funerall, I desire there may be noe cost 
bestowed vpon it att all; butt if I might, I would 
begg that my body might lye where I have had 
such a mind to goe myselfe, at Godolphyn, among 
your freinds. I beleive, if I were carried by Sea, 
the expence would not be very great; but I don’t 
insist vpon that place, if you think it not reasonable ; 
lay me where you please. 

“ Pray, my deare, be kind to that poore Child I 
leave behind, for my sake, who lov’d you soe well; 
butt I need not bidd you, I know you will be soe. 
If you should think fitt to marry againe, I humbly 
begg that little fortune I brought may be first set- 
tled vpon my Child, and that as long as any of 
your Sisters live, you will lett it (if they permitt) 
live with them, for it may be, tho’ you will love itt, 
my successor will not be soe fond of it as they Iam 
sure will be. 

‘¢ Now, my deare Child, farewell ; the peace of 
God which passeth all vnderstanding, keepe your 
heart and mind in the knowledge and love of God 
and of his Son Jesus Christ our Lord; and the 
blessing of God Allmighty, the Father, the Sonn, 
and the Holy Gost, be with thee, and remaine 
with thee ever and ever. Amen.” 


In compliance with her desire, her remains 
were conveyed to Cornwall—though mistaken 
feeling could not obey her as to the absence of all 
costly ceremonial—and she was laid in the vault 
of the Godolphins, below the church of the parish 
from which that family take their name, and of 
which they had been lords from a period long pre- 
ceding the Conquest. Here, after the interval of 
thirty-four years, the dust of her husband was con- 
joined to hers. He had never married again—and 
who will wonder? On the political character and 
career of that eminent statesman we shail not be 
expected to enter in an article of this kind; a few 
dates will suffice. Inthe year after her death he 
became a lord of the treasury; and in 1684 first 
lord and a baron. In 1704 he was lord high 
treasurer, and in 1706 created Earl of Godolphin, 
Viscount Rialton. Dying in 1712, he was buried 
by the side of the wife of his youth, and succeeded 
in his honors by his and her only son, Francis, 
who married Henrietta Churchill, eldest daughter 


‘of the great Duke of Malborough, and ultimately 
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in her own right Duchess of Marlborough. They|on their escape from the narrow austerities and 
had one son and one daughter. The son, William | gloomy sourness of puritanism. The court, as was 
Godolphin, Viscount Rialton and Marquess of |Patural, shared to the full in these new excesses of 


: me an unrestrained indulgence; whilst many other 

$ S ‘ | ł om | ` è ? : o O : 
Blandtord, see e ene r h i N tar l ei influences led to its wider corruption. ‘The foreign 
ough estates and titles thus passed to the family | habits contracted in their banishment by the return- 


of Spencer, in which they still remain; while the | ing courtiers were ill suited to the natural pravity 
Godolphin property (though not the peerage) went | of English manners, and introduced at once a wide- 
to the grand-daughter of our and Evelyn’s saint, į spread licentiousness. ‘The persona] character, 
Mary Godolphin, wife of Thomas, fourth Duke of | Moreover, of the king helped on the general cor- 
Leeds. All the existing branches of the noble | TUPHOR. Gay, popular, and witty, with a temper 
house of Leeds are thus descendants of Margaret sau a AE 
Blagge, and the Barony of Godolphin was revived depraved—vice in him was Tale so attractive by 
in favor of her great-great-grandson, Lord Francis | the wit and gayety with which it was tricked out, 
Godolphin Osborne, in 1832.* that its utmost grossness seemed for the time rather 
We are satisfied that there is one great practical | to win than to repulse beholders. Around the king 
lesson which this beautiful little biography will im- | Clustered a band of congenial spirits, a galaxy of 
press now and hereafter upon thousands of readers. Sak we aia sat Fone d j CHY 
They will learn to be cautious about judging from of Eu de ie a : eA ae fpocticslen, 
; theridze, Lyttelton, and Sedley, still maintain 
what they find recorded in the newspapers, if they | a bad preeminence in the annals of English vice. 
do not happen to be themselves casual observers, | As far as the common eye could reach there was 
of the scenes in which people of a certain class do | little to resist the evil. The Duke of York, the 
and must participate, as to the real characters and | next heir to the throne, a cold-hearted libertine, 
prevalent thoughts and feelings of the individuals. shared the vices of the king , Without the poor gloss 
What was Margaret Blagge in the eyes of the of his social attractions. 
mob of Charles the Second’s courtiers? What 
was the “‘ little Fairy Spirit,” the dreaded ‘“ Wit,” 
the acting, mimicking maid of honor—the prima 
donna of Whitehall—in the opinion of the distant 
public, which then, as now, listened greedily to 
“ sayings and doings” of fashionable life? We 
have seen how slow even the gentle Evelyn was 
to comprehend that she could be what he after- 
wards so loved and revered. We are most firmly 
persuaded that never among the higher classes of 
our countrywoinen was there more than there now 
is of the very spirit and temper that sanctified 
Margaret Godolphin— 


We have nothing to complain of in Bishop 
Wilberforee’s picture of the personal morals of the 
Duke of York—and as to his mere manners we 
shall only say that, though far enough from the 
too captivating grace of his brother's, still they 
were dignified and noble. We think, however, 
the bishop might in charity have made some allu- 
sion to the deep and ascctic picty of the old age of 
James IT. But to return to our quotation— 


“In the midst of such a general reign of wicked- 
ness, it is most refreshing to the wearied spirit to 
find by closer search some living witnesses for truth 
and holiness—some who, through God's grace, 
passed at His eall their vexed days amongst the 
orgies of that crew, as untainted by its evils as is 
the clear sunbeam by the corruption of a loathsome 
atmosphere. Such an one was Margaret Godol- 
phin, whom neither the license of those evi] days, 
nor the scandal and detraction with which they 
abounded, ever touched in spirit or in reputation. 
Verily she walked in the flames of ‘the fiery fur- 
nace and felt no hurt, neither did the smell of fire 
pass upon her.’ 

“ In what strength she lived this life these pages 
will declare. They will show that ever by her side, 
conversing with her spirit through its living faith, 
there was a fourth form hike unto the Son of God. 
And one thing for our instruction and cncourage- 
ment may here be specially noted: that in that day 
of reproach she was a true daughter of the Church 
of England. Puritanism did not contract her soul 
into moroseness ; nor did she go to Rome to learn 
the habits of devotion. In the training of our own 
church she found enough of God's teaching to 
instruet her soul; in its lessons she tound a rule of 
holy self-denying obedience; in its prayers a prac- 
i tice of devotion; in its body a fcilowship with 
saints; in its ordinances a true communion with her 

* Is there no good portrait of Margaret Blagge in the | God and Saviour; which were able to maiutain in 
possession of her own descendants? Either the picture | simple unaffected purity her faith at court—in duti- 
given by her to Mr. Evelyn, and engraved for this book, | ful active love her married life; which sufficed to 


must be a very unfair representation of a beauty so dis- : . . 
hinaha l rown he S bitte S 
tinguished as she certainly was, or else the engraving crown her hours of bitter anguish and untimely 


does great injustice to the picture. We hope the Bishop | death with a joyful resignation and assured waiting 
of Oxford will inquire before he prints another edition. | for her crown. 


“ And made a sunshine in the shady place.” 


Nor is it unworthy of notice (though we do 
Not presume to expatiate on such matters) that the 
piety and pious observances of the Fnglish ladies 
of the present time bear a far closer resemblance, 
even in minute features, to the Godolphin type, 
than could have been pointed out as characterizing, 
at least, any one generation between hers and 
ours. For the rest, we may well be excused for 
giving few commentaries of our own, when we 
can transcribe these graceful paragraphs from the 
introduction of the Bishop of Oxford :— 


« Her lot was cast in the darkest age of Eng- 
land’s morals ; she lived in a court where flourished 
in their rankest luxuriance all the vice and little- 
ness, Which the envy of detractors without has ever 
loved to impute—and at times, thank God, with 
such utter falsehood—to courts in gencral. 

‘In the reign of Charles the Second, that revul- 
sion of feeling, which affects nations just as it docs 
individuals, had plunged into dissipation all ranks 
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THE LIFE OF MRS. GODOLPHIN. 


“Such is the sketch presented to the reader. 
May he in a better day learn in secret, for himself, 
those lessons of heavenly wisdom which adorned 
the hfe and glorified the death of Margaret Godol- 
phin.” 

The publication of this volume has been happily 
timed; we are deeply grateful for it to the Arch- 
bishop of York and his accomplished literary coad- 
jutor. The grand lessons are not for any particular 
persuasion or denomination, but for all Christians 
—they are in the true sense of the word Catholic 
——and we have no doubt they will be appreciated 
by very many without the pale of the Church of 
England. But others, though of secondary, are 
still of very serious importance, and well deserved 
the special notice of the bishop at the present 
time. Mrs. Godolphin’s unswerving confidence in 
her own church is no trivial lesson. It seems to 
us the more valuable on account of the very cir- 
cumstances which we have heard dilated on as 
detracting from its value. ‘* Why should she,” it 
is said, ‘‘ have become a Romanist!? She was 
always one in everything but the name.” Not so. 
She attended the services of the church twice every 
day—she observed strictly the fasts of the church 
as well as its festivals—she reccived the sacrament 
almost every Lord’s day ;—but if to do these 
things be popery, then Charles I., and Archbishop 
Laud, and John Evelyn, were all papists as well 
—the popery consisted merely in doing what all 
members of the Anglican Church have always been 
commanded, and all ministers of that church have 
always been pledged to do. We have heard 
invidious comments on her habitual communications 
with the Dean of Hereford; and the use of the 
word Direction in Evelyn’s mention of it has been 
especially dwelt on. But be it observed, the word 
Direction had not in that age acquired the technical 


sense it now bears within the Romanist body | 


itself—and if she had recourse to ‘‘ the counsel 
and advice of some learned and discreet divine,” 
more regularly than was even then customary with 
females of her rank and station—(which, if we 
compare her only with others of deeply religious 
feeling, we much doubt to have been the case)— 
the peculiarity is to be accounted for by the pecu- 
liar difficulties of her position—an orphan girl in 
the midst of a most dangerous society. We might 
as justly detect Romanism in the nature of her 
confidential intercourse with Mr. Evelyn himself. 
As to her leanings in favor of a single and even a 
solitary life, we are happy that she had such a 
friend as Fvelvn to counteract them—because, 
attached as she was to Mr. Godolphin, she could 
not have followed such a course without ultimately 
shattering the serenity of her own conscience— 
without injustice to one worthy of her tenderest 
affection—without the abnegation of many Chris- 
tian duties, in the discharge of which she lived and 
died a profitable example to all around her. 
it is the height of bigotry to see anything abstract- 
edly wrong in a preference for a virgin life ; and 
no candid person can look at the present state of 
society in this country without perceiving that the 
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condition of very many of the Best among us is 
perplexed and degraded, simply because we have 
no such institutions as nunucries might be, and 
ought to be—establishmeuts where virtuous and 
pious ladies, of modcrate fortune, might find a 
home and a refuge at once secure and honorable 
—in place of submitting to marriages of mere 
convenience, or else wearing out an aimless, com- 
fortless existence—if not sulluring the vulgar 
hardships of poverty, escaping them only by the 
worse pain of dependence. Irretragable vows, 
and especially early oncs, are snares and cunning 
corruptions ; but we have no right to confound the 
salutary principle with perilous excrescences, in 
favor of which there is not the remotest shadow 
of a scriptural authority. 

Not only was Mrs. Godolphin untinged with any 
of the errors of Romanism, but she remained so 
under circumstances of temptation which it would 
be difficult to exaggerate. Her lot was cust amidst 
the professors of that fuith—she was the loyal and 
devoted servant of an innocent, amiable, and most 
unhappy Roman Catholic princess ; and from her 
earliest youth converts to that creed were her kind 
friends and daily companions. Her close connec- 
tion with Romanists, and her dcep sympathy, we 
must add, with the Catholic principles common to 
Romanism and Anglicanism, are precisely the cir- 

| cumstances that give the highest interest and im- 
portance to the lesson of her fidelity to the church 
in which she was baptized and confirmed, to the 
utter rejection of all participation in any of the 

| doctrinal perversions or unauthorized practices of 
the Roman system. 

We have more than once lately expressed our 
regret at the prevalence of religious novels. The 
present season has produced several works of this 

ı class, and one or two written with ability. So 
much the worse—we are satisfied that it is a false 
and unlawful style of composition, and the more 
the talent the greater the mischief. Let us hope 
that the contemplation of the simple unvarnished 
realities of this saintly biography may illustrate to 
many, by the force of contrast, the real texture 
and tendency of these artificial, vamped up per- 
formances—and inspire modesty and self-distrust 
in the spinners of imaginary expertences.* 


* We wish ladies, in particular, could be turned away 
from the fond conceit of working up religious controver- 
sies in their novels. Not to press more serious argu- 
ments, they always fail in concentrating the interest on 
the controversy ; the love—the mere love—uniformly runs 
away with them and their story. 

$ Cleveland,” we presume, was meant to illustrate the 
perils of compulsory confession and the modern system 
of direction ; hut the lesson it really teaches—if it teaches 
anything—is one of a less exalted order ; simply, that the 
woman, whose imagination has been fairly smitten by a 
man not the lawful property of any other woman, exposes 
her heart and mind at least to exireme peril, by consent- 
ing to espouse another manin whoin the imaginative 

art of her does not and never can take the same sort of 
interest. Love has many masks and many aliases. The 
heroine has, in fact, though unconsciously, been enamored, 
after a not rare fashion, with her handsome, accomplished, 
poetical and picturesque confessor, Being ace ilentally 
separated from him, she attracts the attention of a comely 
and worthy, but prosaic clergyman of the Church of Eng- 
land. She is in circumstances which render marriage 
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THE CHOLERA. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE SPECTATOR. 


19th October, 1847. 

Str—Public attention seems to be uneasily 
directed towards the progress of the cholera; and 
the alarm its second advent is calculated to excite 
will, I fear, receive no inconsiderable addition from 
the observations of Mr. W. Herapath of Bristol, 
- published in your last number. 

My experience leads me to differ from the con- 
clusions laid down in paragraphs 1 and 4; and 
when I relate how that experience was gained, I 
will leave you to form your own conclusions as to 
its value. 

I was parish-surgeon at the time the cholera 
made its appearance in Upton-upon-Severn ; which 
town, situated on the bank of a large navigable 
river, and liable to a constantly changing popula- 
tion, (many of the lower orders depending on the 
river for support,) was peculiarly obnoxious to its 
attack. The severity of that attack may be judged 
from the fact that nearly three per cent. of the 
gross population fell victims to it within the short 
space of three weeks; but the ravages were 
entirely confined to the lower class, and every case 
fell under my notice. 

The most diligent inquiries led me to believe 
that the disease was epidemic, caused by miasm, 
taking generally the course of navigable rivers ; 
but that it was nut contagious—no single case of 
infection being traced either to contact with the 
living or dead body, or with the clothing. 


particularly desirable for her: she cannot marry this 
clergyman without giving up her Romanism ; she at last 
does so, and is married. But after au few months she is 
again thrown into contact with the romantic confessor, 
and all is thenceforth confusion and misery. This, 
though the authoress did not mean it, is a story of com- 
mon enough terrestrial passion—the controversy a thin 
disguise. 

There is great elegance in much of the writing of this 
little novel ; and one sketch, that of a pampered aristo- 
cratic beauty, suddenly cut off in the midst of her splendor 
and folly, reveals powers of a very high class indeed. 

In Lady Georgianna Fullerton’s “ Grantley Manor.” the 
attempt to make the interest turn on difference of religion 
is equally unfortunate. That Protestants may be very 
bigoted and very bad, and Romanists very amiable and 
pious, we did not need a novel to instruct us: and as to 
all the other doctrinal points she entirely breaks down. 
Indeed, she breaks down utterly in the whole matter of 
her dénouement as far as anis like moral justice is 
concerned. For the virtucs and wrongs of the lovely 
Italian are rewarded by her bheing acknowledged as the 
wife of as shuffling, shabby, and selfish an Irishman as 
ever disgraced the name of any church or sect under 
heaven ; and this Protestant hero, after all, is left in pos- 
session not only of a beautiful Popish bride, but of im- 
mense affluence, all derived from Orangemen of the 
deepest purple, as his recompense for a course of fraud 
that richly entitled him to Norfolk Island. 

The skill in description which Lady G. Fullerton had 
shown in a former work is at least as brilliantly exempli- 
fied in this. Many of her passages of disquisition on 
moral and social questions are not less remarkable for 
vigor and boldness of thought than for terseness of lan- 

age. The book in short hears the stamp of such ahil- 
ity, that we carnestly hope her Pat hig will henceforth 
confine herself to the legitimate field which she might 
cultivate to the unmixed satisfaction of both Protestant 
and Popish admirers. 


THE CHOLERA. 


Its march was erratic; one case breaking out 
near the river, another more in the town; but in 
almost every one, in the house of persons who 
worked by the water. Some attacked in the 
town went into the surrounding parishes and died ; 
their deaths were not followed by an attack of their 
attendants, while many of those in the town who 
had never entered a house infected with the dis- 
ease fell victims to it. The alarm at last became 
so great, that whole families adjourned to the 
fields, taking up their abode in hovels and out- 
houses ; parents abandoned their offspring, children 
their parents. It was impossible to procure attend- 
ants for the hospital to which the later sufferers 
were conveyed: yet in no case was it possible to 
trace the disease as having been caused by attend- 
ing on those attacked by it ; a certain class seemed 
peculiarly obnoxious to it—those it attacked and 
swept away. 

The inhabitants of the surrounding parishes 
escaped the scourge; only one or two cases 
occurring in the neighborhood, and those could be 
easily accounted for. Worcester, Tewkesbury, 
Gloucester, suffered severely; the neighboring 
towns of Ledbury, Pershore, Cheltenham, and 
Malvern, escaped. 

‘t Nevertheless,” to use the words of Sir John 
Graham Dalyell, in speaking of his researches on 
another subject, ‘‘ let not these remarks be held as 
an imputation on the accuracy or on the veracity of 
other naturalists, though I have no reason to believe 
their vision more acute or their instruments more 
perfect than mine.” Mr. Herapath’s experiments 
may be correct: they are not corroborated by my 
observations ; and my opportunities were, alas, 
fearfully great. 

I shall conclude with the relation of a case 
which occurred in Canada. When the cholera 
broke out in Toronto, Mr. H., who was a resident 
there, became dreadfully alarmed, and went to 
Hamilton, to the house of a relation of mine, who 
was practising there. The distance between the 
two towns is at least fifty miles. Ina few days 
he was attacked by cholera, and died in the course 
of twenty-four hours. No other case occurred in 
the town or neighborhood. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

Georce Suewarp, M.R.C.S.L. 


Tue Archbishop of Dublin, who knows as well 
as any one how ‘‘ desipere in loco,” teased by some 
pedantic grammarian, challenged his tormentor to 
decline the commonest noun—‘< cat,’ for example. 
The pedant contemptuously proceeded— 

« Nominative—a cat, or the cat. 
Genitive—of a cat, or, &c. 
Dative—to or for a cat, or, &c. 
Accusative—a cat, or, &c. 
Vocative—O cat!” 
“ Wrong,” interrupted the archbishop; ‘ puss is 
the vocative of cat all through the United Kingdom, 
and wherever else the Teutonic dialects are spoken.” ` 
— Standard. 


U WHITE JIM.” 


From the Portland Advertiser. 
C WHITE JIM.” 


SeveraL notices have recently appeared in the 
papers concerning a Mr. Wilbur’s having recovered 
a son (from the Indians) who had been lost to him 
more than twenty years, but we believe the full 
particulars in regard to the matter have not yet 
appeared in print, and have taken some pains to 
get at them. Our authority for the statements 
which follow is Mr. S. W. Swett, the intelligent 
tollman of the Cape Elizabeth bridge, who has 
been chiefly instrumental in restoring the long lost 
child to his parents. 

In the year 1827 the parents of ‘6 White Jim,” 
as he is called, resided in township letter B, then 
almost in a wilderness state, and but sparsely peo- 
pled. Mr. W. had cleared up a patch of ground 
for his house, and, about a quarter of a mile distant, 
a field for grain. He had two daughters, old 
enough to be of service in assisting their parent, 
and a child named, after himself, James, (the chief 
subject of this narrative,) then two years and ten 
months old. One day, early in September, the 
two girls returned home after having been at work 
with their father in the corn-field, and inquired of 
their mother what had made James cry so—they 
heard him scream, ‘‘ The booger man has got me,” 
but thought nothing of it, supposing him with her. 
The mother at once became deadly pale ; she had 
supposed the child was safe with them all the 
while, and now flashed upon her the painful con- 
Viction, that he was lost in the woods, if a worse 
fate had not befallen him. 

The nearest neighbors were immediately aroused, 
and search was made through the woods, but with- 
out success ; and for twelve days did the agonized 
parents and sympathizing neighbors continue their 
inquiries and researches, but all to no purpose. 

It was finally concluded by some that a desper- 
ado, half Indian, half white, named Robbins, who 
spent his time in the surrounding region, hunting, 
had killed the child for the purpose of baiting his 
traps with the body ; and as the same Robbins was 
afterwards confined in prison for killing two persons, 
(from which he escaped and was never afterwards 
heard of,) there appeared to be some foundation 
for this supposition. Still hope remained with the 
parents, and the mother often stated her conviction 
that she should again see her boy before she died 
—and strangely at Jast has that conviction been 
realized. But we will not get ahead of our nar- 
rative. 

In the spring of 1846, the father (who had 
meanwhile removed to Bethel) heard that there 
was a white boy residing with the Indians in Nova 
Scotia, who might possibly be his child. 

A request, as will be recollected by some of our 
readers, was made through the newspapers for in- 
formation concerning him, but to no purpose, and 
the hearts of the parents were again made sick with 
“ hope deferred.” However, a clue to the mys- 
tery was at length obtained. 

Some four or five months since the two girls 
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mentioned in the beginning of these statements, 
then engaged in one of the factories in Saco, saw 
a -young man among a party of Indians, then tar- 
rying in the neighborhood, who was so strongly 
enstamped with the hincaments of their family, as 
to lead them to suspect he might be their lost 
brother. By conversation the suspicion grew into 
certainty, and they at length made bold to claim 
him. 

He distrusted them, and got away as soon as 
possible, and directly after, the party of Indians 
among whom he resided removed from Saco, and 
took up their residence in our vicinity, just the other 
side of the Cape Elizabeth bridge. 

The girls wrote a statement of these facts to 
their parents, and the father at once started off for 
Saco; but learning, before he arrived there, that 
the Indians had removed to this neighborhood, he 
changed his course, and came hither. 

The first person he called upon here was Mr. 
Swett, toll-keeper of the new bridge, and to him 
he related the particulars of his business. Mr. S. 
was well informed as to the habits and peculiar- 
ities of the Indians—and told the old man that if 
White James was his son, it would probably frus- 
trate all his hopes of recovering him if he went 
directly there and claimed him.. Mr. S. knew 
James well; had purchased baskets of him, dur- 
ing a former season, when the Indians were re- 
siding at their present location, and he proposed 
that he should send for him. The old gentleman 
assented, and a message was sent to the young 
man ostensibly concerning the purchase of some 
baskets. James came, and Mr. Swett, after bar- 
gaining for a lot of baskets, began questioning him 
as to his history. He readily asserted that he was 
stolen from his white parents by the Indians; 
not that he could recollect the fact, but he had 
heard ‘‘ the Indians talk it.’ His first recollee- 
tions went back no further than circumstances re- 
lating to his Indian life. 

Mr. Swett then related to him his convictions 
as to his parentage, (narrating the circumstances 
of his disappearance,) and pointing to the old man, 
who meanwhile had sat deeply affected near by, 
said, ‘ That man is your father!” 

The old man, as well as he could for his tears, 
took up the thread of the conversation, and after 
ascertaining that James was the same young man 
the girls had seen at Saco, related anew the his- 
tory we have above given, and declared that he 
knew him to be his son—if he had seen him any- 
where in the street, he would have recognized him 
as such. 

James, however, who had evidently been im- 
posed upon by the Indians with some story of 
sinister motive on the part of the proposed father, 
disclaimed all relationship, and all wish to have 
anything to do with him, and getting out of the 
door on some trivial pretext, took to his heels as 
for life, and before the old man was well aware of 
his absence, was half way over the bridge. The 
old gentleman could only exclaim, “ O dear! I 
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have again lost my child’’—and sank down in a 
chair. 

Mr. S. spoke encouragingly, and finally got a 
person residing on the other side of the bridge to 
vo over with him to the Indian camp. There the 
old man had conversation several tines with White 
James, who gradually became more tractable, and 
finally was prevailed upon to acknowledge the re- 
lationship, and to promise to go to the house of 
his parents in a fortnight, when the old man left 
him, first having provided him with the means of 
paying his stage fare. 

Mr. Swett, the toll-keeper, who had shown a 
highly commendable interest in the matter, was 
adjured to see ‘t the boy” occasionally, and keep 
him fixed to his promise, which he readily agreed 
to do; and Mr. Wilbur returned home. Before 
the fortnight elapsed, however, impatient of the 
delay, he returned to the city, and contrary to the 
advice of Mr. Swett, went over to the encamp- 
ment of the Indians, accompanied by several other 
individuals, when, to use the words of Mr. Swett, 
“ everything was again knocked in the head.” 
James peremptorily denied all relationship with the 
old gentleman, and would have nothing to do with 
him; and again the old man returned home with 
a heavy heart. 

Mr. Swett, however, was determined the lost 
child should be righted—he saw him several times, 
and asked him if he was not going home. James’ 
reply was that the Indians had told him the old 
man wanted to get him away and kill him. Mr. 
S. quieted his fears on that score. 

White James had a squaw, or wife, residing 
with the Indians, to whom he had been united some 
five or six months ago, and Mr. S. saw the two 
together, and finally he agreed to accompany them 
to Bethel, if they would go—to which they agreed. 

Last Saturday week Mr. S. started in a two 
horse carriage for Bethel, with them. They 
stopped at the tavern of Mr. Amasa H. Merill, 
about a mile from the residence of the Wilburs— 
there being no carriage road thence to their res- 
idence. ‘The father was sent for. Absence from 
the Indians, it appeared, had produced a change in 
the sentiments of James toward Mr. W. He 
seemed much pleased when they met, and shook 
the old man’s hand cordially. 

The travellers, after taking some refreshment, 
started on foot for Mr. W.’s house, accompanied 
by a throng of people, among whom were three 
or four persons entirely strangers to the mother. 
On arriving at the house these strangers went in 
first, James in their midst. The old lady, pale 
with anxiety, looked at each one carefully, but 
when she came to James, she rushed forward and 
clasped him in her arms, exclaiming, ‘* This is my 
boy—this is my child.” 

And with him all doubt of his parentage (if 
doubt he had) at once gave way—an absorbing 
love, love toward a mother, long sought for but 
unknown, seemed to be awakened in his heart, and 
he wept like a child; nor were theirs the only 
moist eyes in the group—every one was affected. 


A FEW IRISH FACTS. 


The two sat down, and for nearly half an hour 
the mother retained her hand in his, occasionally 
uttering through her sobs such sentences as— 
“ Where have you been this long, long time ?”’— 
“ They stole you from me’’—‘t Have they abused 
my boy ?’’——and then she spoke of the sleepless 
nights and anxious days she had had on his account 
—of the sorrow unceasing that had made her old 
prematurely—and again, in an ecstasy of passionate 
weeping, she clasped him in her arms. 

There is no doubt the young man had been 
much abused by the Indians; he makes no com- 
plaints, however, but on being interrogated by his 
mother, subsequently to this meeting, on the mat- 
ter, burst into tcars. 

He scems to be perfectly contented and happy 
at his new residence, as our informant tells us. 
His Indian wife is with him, but ske prefers her 
Indian habits—wants him to build a camp and re- 
side in the woods—to all which he turns a deaf 
ear. He says he left the Indian camp to reside 
with his father and mother, and he will not leave 
them. 


A FEW IRISH FACTS. 


Tue “normal” state of Ireland is an enormity ; 
it is that of a fertile country, with abundant labor, 
which does not grow food enough to support the 
people, and which makes no real effort to supply the 
deficiency. Nor is the lack of effort for lack of 
knowledge ; every want of Ireland has been the 
subject of reiterated complaint and reechoed exposi- 
ton, year after year. 

Almost every estate in the country is overbur- 
dened with people. The Jand has been subdivided 
until there is scarcely a plot left big enough to be 
called a farm. To that source of bad farming has 
been added the most reckless and habitual improvi- 
dence, handed down from father to son; everybody 
tries to rake the last shred out of the land, and no- 
body thinks of returning anything to it—neither 
capital nor labor. Al is carried off, and nothing is 
carried on. ‘The results are these—insolvent land- 
lords, the whole class mortgaged to the extent of 
ten thirteenths of their incomes; pauper laborers 
all living on potatoes, with two millions and a half 
quite destitute for a third of each year; and no class 
of tenant-farmers, the farms being as it were par- 
celled out among the paupers of the parish instead 
of real tenant-farmers. 

This state of things is bad enough, but it is worse 
when regarded as a state of progressive deteriora- 
tion, which it is; for some years it has, with ex- 
ceptional cases of reaction, been visibly growing 
worse; the landlords becoming more and more 
deeply involved, the mass of destitution becoming 
vaster. 

Improvement seems to be forbidden by the ex- 
tremity to which the social state of the country is 
depraved. To introduce a decently intelligent and 
profitable style of agriculture it is necessary to thin 
the redundant population on the estates; but that 
sort of ‘‘ clearance” has always excited a howl of 
execration, because, while Ireland was without a 
poor-law, it doomed the ejected tenant-laborers to 
destruction ; and the laboring classes sought to pro- 
tect themselves against the landlord and his agents 
by shooting them. If, to encourage intelligence 
and industry, land is transferred from a bad tenant 
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toa good one, the “intruder” or the landlord isshot} So let it be, says Mr. Campbell Foster, quondam 
—perhaps both are. If the landlord, desirous of | commissioner of the Times newspaper—leave the 
improving his land by investing more capital, makes | Irishman to the poor-law of his land. The English 
the actual payment of rent a condition of holding | laborer submits to intense toil, because he labors 
the land, he or his rent-collector is shot—perhaps | under the dread of starvation; that which is to the 
both are. If people are brought from England or | English laborer a penalty in ¢orrorem has been ac- 
Scotland to teach better modes of culture, the! tually incurred by the apathetic indolence of the 
**strangers’’ or ‘‘ foreigners” receive threatening | Irish laborer, who is content to run the risk of 
notices to quit; and if they stay, they are shot. | starvation in order to avoid hard and incessant work ; 
** Capital’ is demanded, especially of England; | and itis not just to exempt the Irishman from a 
but if the English capitalist invests in Irish land, he! penalty which the Euglishman avoids by his own 
is denounced as ‘‘ absentee” if he stays away, or! exertion. During the summer, the apathetic crea- 
shot if he goes to Ireland; and in either case he j tures, counting on future aid from [england if ex- 
finds his money sunk in property made worthless | torted by ‘‘ necessity,” have neglected even to store 
by the want of that which imparts all stable value | peat for their winter fuel. 
to property—social order. True; yet England cannot deliberately suffer the 
Berlian it is an effect as well as a cause of this j people to starve unhelped, even from their own 
desperate condition of the country, that the most | fault; besides, the poor cannot get effective employ- 
extensive social corruption prevails. Many moral; ment sufficient to maintain them, because there is 
obligations needful to the social polity are set at; no employment; there cannot be more employment 
nought; the landowner wastes the hereditary patri-} without improvement; there cannot be improve- 
mony; the tenant repudiates his rent; nobody is! ment, because each class denies the coöperation 
safe but the murderer, who alone walks unharmed! necessary for the other; there cannot be a better 
in broad daylight and finds an asylum in every cabin ; | feeling while misconduct and despair continue to 
among the richer classes, faction contends in a cor- | destroy mutual faith; and faith cannot be gained 
rupt scramble for patronage ; the poor laborer aban- | until the state of society is improved. 
dons his work to spend his time in the national} This hopeless circle of despairs is not essentially 
recreation—bloodshed ; and if, in default of private | inherent in the Irishman; it docs seem the innate 
works of improvement, any works of a public kind | doom of the Irish race in Ireland; but when that 
are introduced, public speakers and writers throw | race escapes to the colonies, as it shows such an 
out hints how they may be destroyed; establish | unfailing disposition to do, the case is altered; the 
Tailways, and you shall see newspapers teaching | Irishman then, whether as landowner, tenant, or 
how they may be pulled up to make pikes! laborer, becomes settled, orderly, industrious, and 
The progressive deterioration came to a crisis in! thriving. 
the famine of 1815-6; the potato crop, long de-| |The parts of Ireland which are an exception to 
nounced as a precarious reliance, failed; and all‘ the rule of despair are those in which the native 
Ireland was destitute. Irish race has undergone a Jarge commixture with 
The only measures of relief and counteraction! races from Great Britain, as in Ulster. There also 
emanated from Ingland; ten millions sterling were; the people exhibit some degree of mutual faith, 
devoted to Ireland, half given and half lent; andj order, self-reliance, industry, and prosperity. 
food was sent to the country by fleets of ships.| In those respects, Ulster and the colonies are 
During the intensity of the famine, the people wcre | similarly cireumstanced—that is, in the commixture 
more tranquil, being utterly apathetic. To deprive! of races, the good order, and the prosperity.— 
the relief of its demoralizing character asalms, pub-| Spectator, 16 Oct. 
lic works were devised; the employing classes in 
Ireland denounced the public works as useless, but 
devised none that were more useful; the starving 
people made asham of their work ; the relief wages 
were made the subject of corrupt jobbing, at which 
all classes seemed to connive ; as the extreme dearth d i 
mitigated, the energy of the people revived, and was R MASEINO D’Azeci1o. London: 19t: 
shown in reviving abuse of England, accompanied; Tunere is once more a chance for Italy; and it 
by repudiation of the loan, renewed violences, and | comes from an unexpected quarter—from Rome it- 
ever-insatiable demands for more help. self. On crossing from the Roman territory into 
The drain upon England seeming endless, a| Tuscany, every tourist, struck by the contrast, has 
new poor-law was passed, to make the poverty of | long exclaimed—‘ See the abominable misgovern- 
Ireland a charge upon its property, according to; ment of the patrimony of the church.” Political 
natural justice aud common sense; the rateable | philosophers have long quoted its condition as proof 
classes refuse to pay rates. positive and irresistible, of the effects of putting 
Irish property wif not pay for Irish pauperism— | temporal power into spiritual hands; and as being 
the landowners say they can’t afford it; and so j| the crowning example of Clarendon’s celebrated 
England is called upon to maintain the destitute | maxim—that the clergy took worse measures of 
of Ireland. The season of begging for Ireland | affairs than any other class that could read and 
redpens to-morrow, the 17th instant, with a collec- | write. Italian patriots have long mourned over the 
tion in the churches under the queen’s letter. In-| unfortunate geographical position of the Papal 
dignation is felt by many humane persons in Eng- States, stretching from sea to sea, and thus offering 
land, because they cannot forget the claims of our} an insurmountable barrier to any prospect of a 
own hard-working poor, so long postponed in favor | sound Italian nationality. The doctrine of the holy 
of the semi-voluntary destitution of the Irish poor, | alliance, (and latterly of the monarch of the barri- 
who won’t work even when they may. But Sir] cades,) that political reforms must come from above, 
John Burgoyne, backed by Mr. Trevelyan, says | and that whenever it was otherwise, foreign sover- 
that if we don’t pay this sort of poor-rate for Ire- | eigns should interfere, for the protection of their 
land, the Irish on the west coast will starve. order—appeared to shut the gates of hope on Italy. 
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For, under these circumstances, (as in our protected 
states in India,) who could have anticipated that 
‘the right divine to govern wrong’’ would be ever 
voluntarily resigned by the possessor of it? Cer- 
tainly not the Italian people; nor the historians of 
the successors of St. Peter—from Hildebrand to 
Gregory the Sixteenth. Truly Pius 1X. has taken 
kings, and Christendom, and Austria, by surprise. 

It is no slight evil to an English diocese, when 
its bishop is more bent on aggrandizing a family 
than on looking after his clergy and his poor—on 
saving money than on saving souls, What a ter- 
rible thought, therefore, that nepotism (both word 
and thing) should have come out of the treasures 
of the Vatican, to corrupt the world by fatal exam- 
ples of a perpetual breach of trust—in what ought 
to have been the purest of all earthly places! and 
that the worst governed state in barons should 
have been that, which was under the immediate 
authority of the holy see! Yet there is another 
thought almost as painful. Contrary to all reason- 
able expectation, and beyond our most sanguine 
hopes, Providence has at length raised up a reform- 
ing pope; for the removal of such fearful contra- 
dictions, and for the deliverance of these unhappy 
provinces from the misery and scandal of many 
ages. Pius IX. isa ruler, resolute as Luther, yet 
gentler than Melancthon. His own people fall on 
their knees, at his amnesties and ordinances, with 
a deeper reverence than under his most solemn ben- 
edictions before the steps of St. Peter’s. The 
arms, which were turned against his predecessors, 
in periodical insurrections from 1820 to 1845, are 
now all united enthusiastically in his defence. 
Wherever he appears, gratior il dies, et soles melius 
nitent; and the political horizon is clearing day by 
day from Civita Vecchia to Ancona. Yet, in the 
face of virtues so unexampled, and of the festive 
happiness of a whole people, what at this moment 
do we see arrayed against him ‘—A ustrian bayonets 
glittering across the Po, and the treacherous com- 
binations of the wily spider of the Palais Royal! 
Pius IX. might have made his people miserable 
with impunity. His predecessors had done so. 
But let him try to make them happy, and it is at 
the peril of his crown—perhaps of his life. This 
is the reverence of Roman Catholic princes for the 
head of their church—this his reward for daring to 
introduce the virtues of the gospel among the prin- 
ciples of his civil government! Father Ventura, 
the celebrated Theatine preacher, declared, not long 
ago, that his holiness had not a friend among Euro- 
pean sovercigns—except England and the Turk. 
Vi assicuro, che il Papa non ha, fra i Sovrani, nes- 
suno amico, eccetuati sempre pero P’ Inglese e il 
Turco. We still hope, however, notwithstanding 
what passed not long ago at Cologne, that Prussia 
micht also have been added. 

It is a wretched thing to have an interest that 
anybody should be made unhappy through the mis- 
conduct of another. Yet this was long the relation 
of Russia to Poland. It is now the relation of 
Austria to Italy. Russia prevented Poland from 
improving her constitution, that she might be so 
much the more easily dismembered and absorbed. 
From her Lombardo-Venetian provinces, Austria 
watches every movement in the rest of Italy, with 
the same object. She has, unfortunately, a direct 
interest, that the several members of the great Ital- 
ian family should continue jealous of each other; 
that the Italian part of Italy should be more uneasy 
and worse governed* than the Austrian; and that 


*“ Austria knows this well; and knows, too, how to 
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there should never arise an Italian nationality or an 
Italian nation. The instant, therefore, that a spark 
of life appears in Italy, the hoof of the Croat is set 
in motion to tread it out. It is true, after the dis- 
turbances of 1830 in the papal states had been put 
down, that Austria went through the form of join- 
ing the other four great powers (May, 1531) in a 
memorandum to Gregory XVI., then newly elected 
pope, recommending certain reforms, as essentially 
necessary. This was, however, a pure formality ; 
for, on Cardinal Bernetti’s attempting to give effect 
in part to the recommendation, Austria interfered. 
Her interests are so diametrically opposed to those 
of Italy, that Azeglio assumes it as a fact, of which 
there can be no question ; and he assumes, accord- 
ingly, that no justice is to be expected from her. 

But what are we to say to France? That great 
country can have no manner of interest in the deg- 
radation of Italy. Quite the contrary. But, if her 
government had frankly played into the hands of 
Austria from the first, its policy would not have 
been more fatal to Italy than it actually has been ; 
while it would have saved that unhappy country 
from no end of hopes and struggles—encouraged 
only to be betrayed. ‘The French occupation of 
Ancona, as explained by Cassimir Perner to the 
Chamber in 1832, had two objects; in the first 
instance, the protection of the papal states against 
Austria ; but, in the next place, the introduction of 
those administrative reforms, which are a better 
security to governments than the repression of peri- 
odical rebellions. Ancona, however, was after- 
wards evacuated; with no further security for this 
last object than may be supposed to be contained in 
the brilliant speeches which M. Guizot and M. Du- 
chatel, (the present ministers,) as well as the Due 
de Broglie and M. Thiers, made on the occasion. 
And now that the pope himself has turned reformer, 
what mist is again poisoning the policy of the 
Tuileries? Instead of codperating to raise up two 
noble nations in the two peninsulas, the Freneh 
people—so proud (and justly) of their nationality— 
are made to look like conniving parties to some 
secret compact, by which France is to give up Italy 
to Austria, on condition that Spain is delivered 
over to the matrimonial designs of the house of Or- 
leans!—a turn of affairs this, surely, in which 
France has no more interest than glory. It will be 
a difficult task for any future historian of ‘ modern 
European civilization” to reconcile any conscientious 
sympathy in its progress, with these transactions. 
Whoever wishes to study severe morality on paper, 
will do well to read M. Guizot’s wntings; who- 
ever Wishes to study loose morality, illustrated by 
examples, cannot do better than track him in his 
late ministerial career. 

If ever a nation assumed a moral attitude which 
entitled it to the confidence of neighboring powers, 
it is the moderate and progressive party, now hap- 
pily a great majority throughout ltaly, and repre- 
sented by the pope himself. The moderate party 
is become so numerous as to be the national purty. 
Their great rule of conduct has been, to substitute 
appeals to reason, in the place of appeals to force ; 


profit by it. If the subjects of the papal government do 
not seek to be joined to Austria (as many believe and say, 
and propagate the thought, colla infume società Ferdi- 
nanded.) we have to thank the generous nature of the 
Romagnuoli, and their national and truly Italian spirit 
(Byron called them ‘two-legged leopards.’) They pre- 
fer any evil before submission to the common enemy. 
But the papal government, we mnst admit, has left noth- 
ing undone, on its side, to reduce them to accept this bard 
alternative.”—Azeglio, 1846. 


GOD IS LOVE. 


to urge forward the governments, in order that rev- 


417 


his own enlightened conscience, now that the awful 


olution may be anticipated by reform; and to keep! responsibility has been brought home to his own 


back the people, in order that no pretext may be 
given for Austrian intervention. The first year of 
the pontificate of Pius IX., so regarded, would 
make an annus miralaiis in any history. 


person. Vedremo grandi cosc, prophesied his col- 
league on his election. It may be a cruel alterna- 
tive, which Metternich, and Metternich’s abettors, 
set before him. But he must not quail. There are 


A few months before the late pope was passing , those who can only kill “ the body, and after that, 


to his last account, Azeglio laid at the old man’s; have no more that they can do.” 
feet a glowing picture of the terrible effects of his | of them! 


Be not afraid 
While, upon all who are wicked enough 


misrule, and of what was his awful responsibility. | to seek to swamp in blood the fruitful seeds of this 
Gregory must have trembled even in St. Peter’s| great political (and, sooner or later, religious) refor- 
chair, as he read of righteousness, temperance, and, mation, we could almost call down the curse of 


judgment to come. 


Byron :—‘* The Huns are on the Po. The dogs! 


“ Either my accusations,” said Azeglio, ‘‘ are, the wolves! may they perish like the host of Sen- 


calumnies—if so, prove it—or it is true that one 
who preaches justice, and sits in its highest charge, 
is himself committing injustice. And then, it is 
reasonable to ask of him—if there are two gospels, 
and two morals, or only one—if he is convinced or 
no, of that which he is preaching and teaching to 
the world? It is then reasonable to ask of him, to 
deny one of two things—either his teaching or his 
actions ; to demand of him, if in our age it be law- 
ful, or, among things possible, to maintain any 
authority whatever, upon the flagrant and perpetual 
denial of its own proper principles; if there be a 
man in the world who can have a right to set at 
defiance the reason of all mankind; and if it be not 
too great an absurdity to suppose that mankind will 
quietly resign themselves to the multitude of evils 
which must ensue! Qn the contrary, it is reason- 
able to tell him:—Of the risings of Romagna, of 
those slaughters, those exiles, of the tears of so 
many unhappy persons, you will have to render an 
account to God—you, their governor, and not your 
wretched subjects, trodden under your feet. ‘Their 
blood will be rained down upon your head; their 
sorrows, their tears, will be judged of by that tri- 
bunal before which there come neither crowns, nor 
sceptres, nor tiaras—things which have mouldered 
in the grave—but where only is presented the naked 
human soul, with no safeguard against the sword 
of eternal justice, but the shield of its own inno- 
cence ; where your deeds will be weighed in those 
incorruptible scales, in which the least of injuries 
done to the least of men, weighs heavier than all 
the thrones and all the sceptres of the universe. 

“ Either all that you are teaching of the justice 
of God, and of his tremendous judements in another 
life, is false; and, then my words are folly, and 
you will do ill to heed them; or, what you are 
teaching is true, and you are persuaded of it, and 
you believe that God will one day require of you 
a reason for your works; I gave youa people, what 
have you done with then? And then, tel) me, tell 
me by what name your actions must be then de- 
scribed! Tell me, what possible explanation can 
be rendered of the course you are pursuing; tell 
me ; for of myself I can neither find one nor divine 
one. The powerful of the earth—the others, may 
laugh me to scorn asa declaimer. But though 
they may do so, you dare not, you cannot, without 
making yourself and your words, a lie.” —( Degli 
ulimi Casi di Romagna, 1845.) 

Pius IX. was born at Sinigaglia, May, 1792, of 
the family of Mastai. He was sent on a mission, 
many years ago, to Chili. From what we have 
heard of his musings with one of his colleagues, as 
they sate on deck, during the silent watches of the 
night, he can have wanted no other warning than 
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nacherib! Let it be still a hope to see their bones 
piled like those of the human dogs at Morat in 
Switzerland, which I have seen.’’—( Ravenna : 
1821.) 

The boldness with which, in treating of the last 
movement in Romagna, Azeglio rebuked one pope,. 
will relieve him of all suspicion of flattering another. 
For all that Pius IX. has accomplished during the- 
first year of his pontificate, we tan therefore safely 
refer our readers to Azeglio’s recent appeal to Eu- 
rope, on the e movement in Italy. ‘* That 
throne,” he declares, ‘‘ which tottered under his 
feet, when he ascended it, is now the firmest in 
Europe. The religious regeneration in the popu- 
lace is most remarkable. We see them influenced 
by the great example of virtue and self-denial, pre- 
sented tothem by the pontiff. Outbreaks of hatred 
are more and more rare. The thought of Pius IX. 
suffices to restore them to good feeling. Pius IX., 
who is ever to be found where there is a question 
of an evil to be banished, and a good to be obtained, 
represents the moral principle in its most heavenly 
form, on the pontifical throne; and by his means 
we look for its entire restoration.” 

When we hear that the Jews have started the 
inquiry (not very unlike their question in Oliver 
Cromwell’s time) whether the reforming pope 
might not be the Messiah:—since his own Chris- 
tian population have applied to their new sovereign 
the words of the gospel, ‘* Fuit homo missus à Deo, 
cul nomen erat Johannes’’—we may pardon Azeglio 
for welcoming in him, not only the political regen- 
erator of his country, but ‘‘ the real apostle of reli- 
gious truth.” 


GOD IS LOVE. 


I cannot always trace the way 

Where Thou, Almighty One. dost move ; 
But I can always, always say, 

That God is love. 


When Fear her chilling mantle flings 
O’er earth, my soul to heaven above 

As to her sanctuary springs, | 
For God is love. 


When mystery clouds my darkened path, 
I’ll check my dread, my doubts reprove; 
In this my soul sweet comfort hath, 
That God is love. 


Yes! God is love—a thought like this 
Can every gloomier thought remove, 


And turn all tears, all woes to bliss— 
For God is love. 
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THE CONVICT’S DAUGHTER. 


“I know that all men hate my father; 
And therefore, Javan, must his daughter’s love— 
Her dutiful, her deep, her fervent love— 

Make up to his forlorn and desolate heart 

The forfeited atYections of his kind.” —MILMAN. 


Tue following narrative is borrowed from the in- 
teresting work of M. Maurice Alhoy, on the convict 
prisons of France :— 

“ It is now some years,” says this writer, ‘‘ since 
I passed several months in the town of Rochefort. 
It became my daily habit to walk in the gloomy 
avenues of the public garden, and there I used to 
watch the convicts as they worked in pairs, carrying 
heavy burdens, and gladly purchasing, by the per- 
formance of the most laborious tasks, the favor of 
heing allowed to escape for a few hours from the 
pestilential atmosphere of the prison. I had re- 
marked a young girl who passed before me several 
times, casting an anxious and longing look towards 
the building in which the ropeworks were carried 
on. The young girl wore the Vendean costume. 
She seated herself upon a bench under the trees, 
and remained apparently lost in thought. I ap- 
proached and recognized her. I had seen her the 
preceding evening at the house of the gatekeeper, 
and had then been informed of the object of her 
journey. ‘The young girl was engaged to be mar- 
ried, and her father was in the convict prison. 
Eutrope, the peasant to whom she was betrothed, 
was acquainted with the guilt of his future father- 
in-law, for the same village had been their home. 
He was conscious how much he might lose in 
the esteem of others by marrying the daughter of a 
convict; but Tiennette was beloved, and Eutrope’s 
affection for her made him shut his eyes to the pos- 
sibility that any painful result might arise from their 
union. 

‘‘He wished to marry the companion of his 
childhood ; but he desired that this father, who in 
the eyes of the law was dead, who had no longer 
any right over his daughter, and whose remem- 
hrance it was well to banish, should no more be 
spoken of. ‘Tiennette loved her father, and the 
contempt with which others regarded the author of 
her days, only redoubled the fond affection of his 
daughter. She was desirous that he should sign 
her marriage-contract, and bestow upon her a fath- 
er’s blessing. Eutrope had long resisted this wish 
of ‘Tiennette; he still objected to the step she pro- 
posed to take; and it was with an unwilling heart 
he undertook with her the journey to Rochefort. 
Eutrope was a well-looking youth, with frank and 
open manners, and of a prepossessing appearance. 
It was not long before he joined us, after making 
some purchases which had detained him for a time 
from his betrothed. 

‘* I took upon myself to interpret to him the wishes 
of Tiennette. I told Eutrope that a father is 
never guilty in the eyes of his daughter; that no 
laws, judges, or juries can unloose the ties of na- 
ture ; and that the filial piety of ‘Tiennette ought to 
be considered by him as a igre pledge of the 
virtues of his future wife. The girl did not speak, 
but her eyes were fastened on the countenance of 
Kutrope. She watched its every movement, as if 
to gather from them his acquiescence in her desire. 
Eutrope listened to me with his eyes fixed upon the 
ground. When I had done speaking, he made me 
no reply, offered no objection, but took the arm of 
Tiennette within his own, and together the youn 
couple turned their steps towards the prison, l 
followed them, and the poor girl, who seemed to 
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consider my presence as useful in confirming the 
vacillating resolutions of her lover, encouraged me 
by her looks to remain with them. We found on 
our arrival that the aged convict had been ill for 
some days ; he was no longer in the prison, but had 
been conveyed to the hospital. We silently trav- 
ersed the long court and mounted the staircase. 
When we reached the entrance of the wards, the 
young girl trembled violently, her cheeks became 
deadly pale, and her heart seemed to sink within 
her. utrope and Tiennette were permitted to 
approach the prisoner’s bed ; but I was refused ad- 
mittance by the turnkey, and I could only see from 
a distance the remainder of this touching scene. 
At the foot of the convict’s bed stood Eutrope, 
whilst Tiennette approached her father with an ex- 
pression of fearfulness which she vainly strove to 
conceal. He raised his languid head, turned his 
dimmed eye upon his child, and a faint smile passed 
over his sunburnt countenance. ‘The turnkey, who 
had introduced the two young people into the ward, 
remained gazing upon the scene; a good sister of 
charity supported the sick man; he took the pen 
which was handed him, and glanced over the mar- 
riage-contract, which had been prepared beforehand, 
and wrote beneath it his dishonored name. Then 
stretching towards Tiennette his wasted arms, he 
clasped her to his bosom. ‘The movement he made 
in doing so shook his chain, one link of which rested 
in the hand of Eutrope, who looked at it witha 
bewildered stare ; whilst another rustled against the 
dress of ‘Tiennette, whose tears fell upon the rusty 
iron. The head of the dying man soon sunk once 
more upon his pillow. Tiannetts took advantage 
of this moment to glide her trembling hand furtive- 
ly under the coverlid. ‘The turnkey had that instant 
turned to lead the way out of the room, and the 
anxious glance she fixed upon him betrayed to me 
alone the poor girl’s secret offering to her father. 
Eutrope, who seemed ill at ease, made a sign to 
Tionnette, and they both went slowly out, with 
downcast looks. When they had reached the foot 
of the stairease which led to the wards, the young 
| girl said to Eutrope, ‘‘ The step which we have 
now taken will bring usa blessing.” They then 
entered together the chapel of the civil hospital, 
offered up a short prayer, bade me farewell, and 
mounted a little cart, which bore them back to their 
native village. . 

“« Yes, God will bless thee, poor maiden,who didst 
not forsake the author of thy days, nor think that 
his guilt had broken every tie which subsisted be- 
tween thee and him. ‘Thy children will pay to thy 
virtue the dutiful homage with which thou hast not 
feared to honor a guilty father.’’— Chambers’ Jour. 
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' THE FIEND’S FISHPOND. 


Anout the middle of the month of June, 1835, 
the city of Bilboa, in northern Spain, then held by 
a strong garrison of the Christino troops, was in- 
vested by the Carlist force, under the immediate 
command of the celebrated ‘Tomas Zumalacarregui. 
The queen’s troops were well supplied with pro- 
visions, arms, and al] the munitions of war, and 
enjoyed, besides, an uninterrupted communication 
with the sea, which was little more than four miles 
distant, by the river Nervion, on the banks of 
which Bilboa is situated; whilst the appointments 
of the besieging army were so utterly wretched in 
every particular, that nothing but the strongly- 
urged personal request of Don Carlos himself in- 
duced Zumalacarregui, much against the dictates 
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of his own better judgment, to enter on the task at 
all. 

The fecble operations of the besieging force had 
proceeded for about ten days—Zumalacarregui kav- 
iug been removed to a distance, in consequence of 
a wound received on the second day of the siege, 
which ultimately caused bis death—when, an hour 
after nightfall, a young man, enveloped in a large 
cloak, underreath which he wore the uniform of a 
Carlist officer, entered the grounds adjoining an ele- 
gant mansion situated close to the sea-shore on the 
opposite bank of the river te that occupied by the 
forces of Don Carlos. The ofħicer was the only 
son, indeed the only child, of Don Ricardo Silva, 
the proprietor of the house and grounds. At the 
breaking out of the civil war, he had taken up arms 
as a volunteer of the Carlist cause, aud at an early 
period had been rewarded for his gallantry and zeal 
with a commission. From that time circumstances 
had not permitted him to revisit his parental home 
until now, when the regitnent to which ke was 
attached forming a part of the force investing Bil- 
boa, he gladly availed himself of what he deeined a 
favorable opportunity for that purpose. Before 
leaving the Carlist camp, he made inquiry of a sol- 
dier named Murito, serving in the ranks of his own 
battalion—who had deserted from the Christino 
garrison at the commencement of the siege, and 
who might be supposed to be tolerably well ac- 
quainted with the habits of the queen's troops in the 
locality—as to the danger he was likely to incur of 
falling in with any of them on that side of the river, 
which was occupied by them exclusively. The 
man assured him that, even previous to the invest- 
ment of the place, the troops were not allowed to 
remain without the gates alter sunset on any pre- 
text; and that he might proceed after that hour to 
his father’s residence, and return in petfeet safety, 
provided his stay was not prolonged beyond sunrise 
on the following morning. Relying on his assur- 
ances, therefore, Lieutenant Silva had proceeded 
on foot along the river on that side occupied by the 
Carlists, until he had arrived opposite his father’s 
mansion, when, hailing a fisherman, he was ferried 
across, and in a few minutes more was sheltered 
beneath the parental roof. 

On the warmth of the greeting which welcomed 
him, after an absence of years, during which he 
had been exposed to all the vicissitudes of a cruel 
and exterminating warfare, we need not dwell. 
Under such circumstances, it will be readily con- 
ceived that by the little party, composed of the 
young man and his parents, the lapse of time was 
unheeded; minutes and hours flew swiftly by. 
Midnight ‘had long been past ; 
ant proposed starting on his return by daybreak, 
beyond which time it would be imprudent for him 
to remain on the Christino side of the river, none 
thought of retiring to rest. It wanted still some 
hours of dawn, when, during a momentary pause 
in the conversation, a distant tinkling sound, borne 
on the night wind, caused the youth to start from 
his seat and throw open the casement, which looked 
upon the lawn in front of the mansion. A moment 
of breathless suspense followed, then a freshening 
of the breeze, and with it a renewal of the sound, 
which his practised ear now readily distinguished 
as the ringing of hoofs and the clank of cavalry 
equipments. Such sounds heard on ¢his side of the 
river plainly told him that the enemy was at hand, 
and needed not the additional evidence to that effect 
which was furnished in another minute by the sight 
of the lance-flags and shakos, the shape of which, 
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sharply defined and relieved against the bright 
moonlit sky, bespoke the appearance of a Christino 
squadron. At the same tune they left the high 
road, and entering the grounds of Don Ricardo, ad- 
vanced at a rapid pace towards the house; thus 
rendering their intention, however mysterious the 
source of their information, but too vbvious—the 
arrest of the Carlist officer. 

Lieutenant Silva and his parents were wo well 
acquainted with the atrocious and unrelenting sys- 
tem of extermination which characterized the pro- 


‘ceedings of the belligerent parties in the Carlist 


war, not to know that arrest under such circum- 
stances was synonymous with death; that should 
a Christino prison once close upon him, it would 
open only to conduct him to a bloody grave. Par- 
alyzed by the unexpected appearance of the foe, the 
alarmed group stood for a few seconds in a state of 
indecision. ‘The young soldier was the first to re- 
cover presence of mind. Extinguishing the lights 
which stood on the table, he announced his inten- 
tion of descending into the Fiend’s Fishpond, 
whence, after the withdrawal of the Christinos, he 
could be easily extricated, and ferried across the 
river. The Fiend’s Fishpond was a frightful pit 
in the garden immediately behind the mansion, sim- 
ilar in form to a draw-well, aud about twenty feet 
in diameter, produced apparently by some convul- 
sion of nature, and deriving its singular appellation 
from some wild legend having its origin in the su- 
perstition of the neighboring peasantry. Being sit- 
uated within a few yards of the shore, a subterra- 
neous communication existed between it and the 
sea, which had never indeed been explored, but the 
existence of which was evident from the fact that 
the water in the Fishpond rose and fell with the 
tide. To a distance of several fathoms below the 
surface of the earth, the sides of the pit were 
straight and smooth as a wall; but it had been 
ascertained that, at a considerable depth, a project- 
ing ledge of rock, a couple of feet in breadth, ran 
round its entire circumference, which, at low water, 
was left completely bare, and on which, at such 
times, one inight sit or stand in saicty for some 
hours—it being again submerged by the rising of 
the water to the depth of three or four fathoms, 
according to the state of the tide, whether spring or 
neap. When crossing the river from the Carlist 
side, the young man had observed that the tide was 
rapidly falling; and knowing, from the interval 
that had elapsed, that it must be now about low 
water, he prepared at once for the descent. This 
was an achievement which, however frightful to 
look upon, was, in reality, not attended with any 
excessive danger to one of steady nerves, when 
properly assisted from above; his ultimate safety, 
of course, depending on his being withdrawn be- 
fore the rising of the tide. In fact, young Silva 
had more than once performed the feat in his boy- 
ish days, and now felt no hesitation in resorting to 
it again as the only means of escape from a remorse- 
less and unsparing enemy. In a much shorter 
time, therefore, from the first alarm, than we have 
taken to describe the spot, he stood with his agi- 
tated father at the mouth of the black and gaping 
chasm, from which distinctly ascended the hoarse 
bellowing of the vexed torrent far below, as it 
rushed through the concealed outlet to the sea. A 
stout rope secured round his middle, the young 
man let himself cautiously over the edge; the re- 
mainder of the cord being wound round the trunk 
of a fruit tree, whilst Don Ricardo firmly grasped 
the extremity, ‘ paying it out’ by degrees. After 
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the lapse of a few anxious minutes, the don felt 
the strain relax, a proof that the young man had 
reached his resting-place ; then the vibration of the 
cord announced that he had cast it off; and then a 
shout froin below conveyed the signal to withdraw 
it. The only approach for horsemen through the 
grounds being very circuitous, Don Ricardo was 
enabled to reach the house and take his seat in the 
drawing-room before the dragoons pulled up at the 
door. 

A dozen of their number instantly dismounted, 
and surrounded the house, whilst their officer 
knocked loudly for admittance. The door having 
been opened by Don Ricardo in person—the domes- 
tics having long before retired to rest, as it was not 
deemed prudent to infurm them of the presence of 
the young man—the Christino leader recognized 
him at once as evidently the proprietor of the man- 
sion. 

« You keep late hours, Don Ricardo Silva,” he 
commenced. ‘* May I take the liberty of inquiring 
whether you have had any visitors this evening?’ 

‘¢ My family is a small one, captain,” replied Don 
Ricardo, endeavoring to disguise his anxiety under 
a faint smile; ‘and in the present disturbed state 
of affairs, we never have any visitors beyond our 
own circle.” 

« If I mistake not,” said the other, ‘“ you have a 
son among the rebels in the pay of Don Carlos. 
May I ask, without giving offence, when you heard 
from him last?” 

‘ The last letter I received from him, 
the father, ‘‘ is dated several months back.” 

“ Strange,’ observed the Christino, ‘*that I 
should happen to be so much better informed about 
him than yourself! Now, were I to venture a 
guess as to his whereabouts, I should say he was 
at this moment beneath this very roof.” 

Don Ricardo vehemently, and indeed truly, de- 
nied the fact of his presence beneath the roof; but, 
as may be supposed, his protestations met with lit- 
tle credit. A guard was placed over him and his 
lady in the apartment in which they had been sit- 
ting : the domestics were summoned, and put under | 
similar restraint in another ; and the remainder of 
the dragoons were ordered to dismount and search 
the house. 

An hour subsequently, when every nook and 
cranny of the building, with the out-offices and gar- 
den, had been ransacked—of course fruitlessly—the 
commander of the Christino party again entered the 
apartment in which the don and his lady were de- 
tained, and informed them, that as it was evident 
the young man had made his escape before the 
queen's troops had reached the house, it became his | 
duty to convey them both to Bilboa, to render an 
account for having harbored and connived at the 
escape of a rebel. ‘This was a blow which they 
had never anticipated, and for which they were 
wholly unprepared. None but themselves being 
privy to the fact of the young man’s concealment in 
the Fiend’s Fishpond, to convey them to Bilboa, and 
leave him to await the rising of the tide, would be 
to doum him to certain death. Even as it was, the 
latest period at which he could be withdrawn with 
life was approaching with fearful rapidity. Horri- 
fied at the prospect, the anguished mother shrieked 
and fainted; whilst the stout-hearted don himself 
could not so control his emotions as to prevent the 
officer from discovering that some deeper influence 
was at work than the mere dread of the inconve- 
nience to which they would themselves be exposed, 
trifling as it must prove in the absence of all posi- 
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tive evidence that young Silva had really been there 
at all. This of course but confirmed him in his 
previous intention of taking them to Bilboa; for 
which place, accordingly, the entire party, includ- 
ing the almost broken-hearted parents, started in a 
short time afterwards. 

As our object is not to describe feelings, but to 
record facts, we shall not dwell upon the sufferings 
of Don Ricardo and his lady throughout that dread- 
ful night. The reader ean readily imagine how at 
one moment they would almost resolve to risk all, 
and reveal the fact, and, rescuing their child from 
the horrors of the frightful grave mto which he had 
been lowered by his father’s hand, procure for him, 
at all events, the respite of an hour, and the privi- 
lege to look once more, before he died, on the light 
of the sun; and how, at the next, they would de- 
termine to confide him to the bounty of that Provi- 
dence who holds the waters in the hollow of his 
hand, and bow in submission to his will, rather 
than become themselves the instruments in reveal- 
ing the place of his concealment, and betraving him 
into the bands of men whose ‘‘ tender mercies were 
cruel.” Let it suffice to say, that when, towards the 
close of the following day, they were led forth from 
the prison in Bilboa, in which they had been im- 
mured, and informed they were at liberty to return 
to their mansion, the locks of the gentleman, which, 
though he had passed the middle age, on the pre- 
vious evening had been black and glossy as the 
raven’s wing, were white as if the snows of seventy 
years had descended on lis head—the lady was an 
idiot. 

Neither necd we expatiate on the feelings of 
young Silva, as he beheld—if indeed such an ex- 
pression be correct as applied to his sensations amid 
the thick darkness which reigned eternally within 
the frightful recesses of that horrid cavern—the 
gradual approaches of apparently inevitable death ; 
the rising waters gradually ascending to the level 
of the ledge on which he stood—to his knees ; his 
hips; his middle; his arm-pits. Conscious, by this 
time, that something extraordinary had occurred to 
prevent his parents from effecting his release, all 
hope of life had faded, and what he deemed a last 
prayer to Heaven was quivering on his lips, when a 
loud shout from the mouth of the pit drove the 
blood, which had began to stagnate round his 
heart, again hike lightning through his veins. 
Prompt as the echo was his reply; and the next 
moment the cord from above struck the water 
within reach of his arm. With all the despatch 
which his numbed fingers would permit, he fas- 
tened it around him, and announcing his readiness 
by another shrill cry, was drawn in safety to the 
top. 

He learned, on inquiry, that a neighboring pea- 
sant, tempted by the luscious fruits with which the 
trees in Don Ricardo’s garden were loaded, had, on 
the very night in question, ventured on a predatory 
excursion against them, and was actually emploved 
in filling a bag with his spoils, when he was 
alarmed by the entrance of the young man and 
his father, as related, on the appearance of the 
Christino cavalry. ‘Taking refuge in a clump of 
flowering shrubs, he had been an unseen observer 
of the young man’s descent into the Fishpond, and 
of all the subsequent occurrences. Readily com- 
prehending the entire affair, the honest fellow 
watched the dragoons clear of the grounds, and 
knowing that not a moment more was to be lost, 
procured a rupe and hastened again to the spot, 
when the result was as we have already described. 
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He now related to young Silva the substance of a 
singular conversation which, as he lay concealed, 
he had overheard between the Christino com- 
mander and his subordinate officer. In reply to 
some inquiry ef the latter concerning the authority 
of. his information, with reference to the visit of the 
Carlist officer, ‘‘ Oh,” said the superior, in a sig- 
nificant tone, ‘‘ my intelligence must be authentic, 
since I have had it from on high.” 

‘* What!” exclaimed the subaltern, laughingly ; 
“ have you got a correspondent in heaven ?”’ 

“ Why, not exactly,” was the reply; ‘* my cor- 
respondent is yet a resident on earth, and yet I re- 
ceive his communications literally from the clouds. 
At another time, however, I may give you further 
information concerning my celestial informant. At 
present, I am not at liberty.” 

The peasant who related this strange conversa- 
tion discovered nothing in it beyond an unmeaning 
jocularity bordering on profanity ; but Silva, who, 
during his seclusion, had naturally been speculating 
on the probable channel through which the Christi- 
nos had obtained information of his presence, con- 
ceived it to convey much more than met the ear, 
and to want but a certain key to explain the import 
of its mysterious allusions. A few minutes after- 
wards, he found lying on the floor of the hall what 
a little reflection led him to regard as furnishing 
the key which he required. This was nothing 
more than a scrap of paper, less than the palm of a 
man’s hand, greatly crumpled, as if it had been 
rolled up and thrust into a small space, much soiled, 
and slightly burned, on which was written, in char- 
acters almost illegible, from the treatment it had 
undergone—* Silva, lieutenant, battalion Car- 
list infantry, will spend to-night at his father’s 
house, on the river’s side, close to the shore. Ser- 
geant knows the spot, and can guide a party 
thither.” Having read this important document, 
which had been accidentally dropped by the Chris- 
tino officer, and examined its appearance attentively, 
noting the burn, he raised it to his nose, when it 
decidedly smelled of gunpowder. He immediately 
crossed the river, and in another hour was safe 
within the Carlist lines, when his first act was to 
wait on the colonel of his battalion, recount the 
events of the night, and acquaint him with the sus- 
picions he had formed. 

It is necessary to state here that Silva’s battalion 
‘was posted on a steep height immediately overlook- 
ing, indeed overhanging, Bilboa, and that so closely 
that it terminated on the side next the city in a per- 
pendicular cliff, which actually formed part of the 
wall bounding the military ground appropriated to 
the use of the queen’s garrison in the city ; so that 
any object thrown from the top would necessarily, 
after a descent of between three and four hundred 
feet, fall within the limits of the beleagured town. 
On the table land at the top of this dizzy height a 
Carlist sentry was regularly stationed, whose chief 
business was to observe the movements of the 
Christino troops below, and report accordingly to 
his superiors. It had been remarked, that so in- 
veterate was the hostility of the man Murito—of 
whom mention has been already made as having, 
at an early period of the siege, deserted from the 
garrison—towards his former comrades, that inva- 
riably, on being relieved from his guard, he pro- 
ceeded to the edge of the cliff and discharged his 
musket at the Christinos beneath, the great height 
of the precipice precluding all danger from a return 
of the fire. Lieutenant Silva remembered having 
made inquiry of this man concerning the gafety of the 


a Pg a StS Sn SS a a 
—— mM 


421 


road adjoining his father’s residence, and felt con- 
vinced that no other individual in the Carlist camp 
was acquainted with his intention of proceeding 
thither at all. 

Nothing further of importance transpired that day. 
Towards the closo of the next, it happened to be 
Murito’s turn again to mount guard at the top of 
the cliff. As the hour which would terminate his 
guard approached, Lieutenant Silva and his colonel 
appeared sauntering along the platform, and shortly 
after the relief arrived. The customary form hav- 
ing been gone through, the fresh sentry took his 
post, and Murito was about to advance, as usual, to 
have a shot at his friends below. T'o his surprise 
the non-commissioned officer of the guard seized his 
musket, and at the same moment he found himself 
in the iron grasp of the men. The charge of his 
musket was drawn upon the spot, when it was dis- 
covered that, instead of the blank end of the car- 
tridge, the ball had been bitten off in loading ; whilst, 
rammed down over the wadding, was found a slip 
of paper, containing the words, in the handwriting 
of Murito—‘‘ Zumalacarregui is dead; the siege 
must soon be raised if the garrison hold out.” This 
discovery fully vindicated the justice of the suspi- 
cions which Silva had formed concerning the mys- 
terious allusions of the Christino officer to hia intel- 
ligence received ‘‘from on high,” and the information 
communicated to him ‘frum the clouds. Silva 
inquired whether he should order the man to the 
guard-house to undergo his trial by court-martial ; 
but the sergeant bluntly suggested to his comman- 
der the propriety of ordering out a firing party on 
the spot, and bringing the matter to a summary 
conclusion. 

“« Your suggestion is the better of the two, ser- 
geant,” replied the colonel, smiling grimly. “I 
shall adopt neither, however, but make the fellow 
the bearer of his own correspondence. Death by 
the bullet is the fate of brave men and true soldiers, 
and ammunition is not so plenty that I can afford to 
waste a cartridge ona traitor. Pin the paper to 
the scoundrel’s breast,’ he shouted, ‘‘ and pitch 
him over to convey it to his friends below.” 

The blood of Silva ran cold at this terrible doom, 
and he attempted a remonstrance on behalf of the 
miserable culprit; but the colonel was inflexible. 
The men to whom the order was given were seldom 
troubled with scruples; and if they had been, the 
treachery of a comrade would have effectually si- 
lenced them. The paper was actually pinned to 
the breast of the terror-palsied wretch; he was 
lifted from the ground, and carried to the edge of 
the cliff by half-a-dozen pairs of sinewy arms. The 
Christino sentry at the foot of the precipice was 
startled by a piercing shriek, as of one in mortal 
agony, in the upper air—then followed a swift rush- 
ing sound, and then a mass of lifeless humanity lay 
at his feet. 

Years elapsed ere the restoration of tranquillity 
permitted the young Carlist officer again to visit his 
parental home. In the interval, all that medical 
skill could effect had been resorted to for the resto- 
ration of Donna Silva to her proper mind; but the 
occurrences of one fearful night appeared to have 
driven reason from its throne forever. On the arri- 
val of her son, however, it was resolved by the 
medical advisers, with Don Ricardo’s consent, to 
try the effect of his abrupt appearance in her pres- 
ence, all other resources having failed. On his 
introduction to the room in which she sat, her coun- 
tenance was bent towards the ground, and she 
seemed utterly regardless of the presence of a stran- 
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ger. He addressed her; she started to her fect at | 
the first accents of the voice which she had deemed | 
choked forever amid the rushing waters of the 
Fiend'’s Fishpond. She gazed upon him—the pal- 
lid cheek glowed again—the vacant, lack-lustre eye 
flashed with the hight of intellect—with a wild scream 
of delight she bounded toward him, clasped him in 
her arins, and sunk upon his bosom. Her embrace. 
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was long. The medical attendant at length raised 
her head. ‘‘ She has fainted,” whispered her son. 
‘ She is dead!” solemnly replied her husband. 
And so it was. The struggle had been too great ; 
and her gentle spirit had passed away to the place 
where ‘* the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest.” 


From the Joumal of Commerce. 


PUBLIC WORSHIP IN CONGREGATIONAL 
CHURCHES IN NEW ENGLAND. 


Messrs. Fpirors :—Another thing I have re- 
marked in the public worship in this goodly land, 
which Į don't like at all. I find no warrant in the 
Scriptures for people's sitting during prayer in the 
house of God. I believe that it will be conceded that 
there are only two attitudes of praver spoken of in 
the word of God. One is kneeling ; the other is stand- 
ing. For myself J prefer the former, but it is not 
always convenient. Standing, however, is prac- 
ticable anywhere, for persons whose health and 
strength will pernit them to do it. As for fee- 
ble and aged persons, they ought to sit. And if 
prayers were always what they should be—short, 
animated, spiritual, and to the purpose—there are 
few persons in good health who could not endure 
the fatigue of standing five or ten minutes; and a 
publie prayer ought seldom to excced ten minutes. 

I should have no objection to the use, at least for 
a portion of the service, of a short and appropriate 
liturgy, such as exists in the French and Swiss 
Protestant churches. But I think that of the Epis- 
copal church, though in many respects very beauti- 
ful, is intolerably long, repetitious, and withal has 
a little too much of Rome in it to suit me. I like 
the abundant reading of the Scriptures which takes 
place in the Episcopal church, but that has no es- 
sential connection with a liturgy. The practice 
might exist, and ought to exist, in all churches, of 
copious, and to some extent systematic, reading of 
the word of God. ‘The absence of it is a great de- 
fect in many of the non-Fipiscopal churches of this 
country. But I cannot endure the long zoutine, and 
the many and abrupt changes in the service of the 
Episcopal church, whatever claims she may make 
to preeminence. I am quite sure that all this is not 
apostolical, whatever else of that high ongin she 
may arrogate. But enough of all this, lest I might 
offend some among your readers who belong to a 
branch of Zion for which I have considerable respect, 
although I thus write. ; 

There is another practice in the churches in New 
England, and almost everywhere else in these United 
States, which I deem very reprehensible. Itis the 
unseemly haste with which people quit the house 
of God, as soon as the benediction has been pro- 
nounced by the minister. How shocking is it to 
see gentlemen adjusting their cloaks or overcoats, 
or searching for their hats or canes, and opening the 
doors of their pews, ete., during the pronunciation 
of the blessing. All this is perfectly outrageous. 
In contrast with this, how very appropriate is the 
way in which the public worship is brought to a 
close in the Protestant churches on the continent, 
where the whole congregation remain standing in 
perfect silence a minute or so after the voice of the 
minister has ceased; and then they retire quietly. 
In England the difference is still greater. The con- 
gregation sit down—in cases where they stand dur- 


ing the benediction—and remain seated often two or 
three minutes, many with bowed heads, apparently, 
and in many cases rca//y, without doubt, lifting up 
the heart to God for his blessing at the very moment 
of leaving. No one who has been accustomed to 
the irreverent and unbecoming manner in which 
people rush out of our places of worship, can pos- 
sibly attend divine service in England, or on the 
Continent, without being struck with the contrast 
in this respect. 

I am often seandalized, also, at the practice which 
the people have in many places, of rising -during 
singing, and turning their backs to the pulpit. for 
the purpose of staring up into the faces of the choir. 
All this is vulgar, and unbecoming the house of 
God. Why do not the ministers of this land train 
their congregations into better manners in relation 
to these pomts! I think that it would really be 
worth the while to preach occasionally on these sub- 
jects. If ** holiness’? becomes the house of the 

rd, most certainly all irreverence and impropriety 
do not. One Natuaniny Nemo. 


True Jews.—No feature in the Christian world 
is more extraordinary than the disposition which is 
beginning to appear, after eighteen centuries of 
oppression and hatred, to extend to the Jews the 
privilege of free citizens. ‘This has not only been 
done in our own country, in Great Britain and 
France, but in Norway orders have been issued 
from the throne to place them on the same footing 
of equality with their kindred in France. 

Letters from Tunis also announce that M. Albert 
Cohen, who lately visited Algeria for the purpose 
of devising means of improving the condition of the 
Israelites, had arrived in Tunis, and had an inter- 
view with the bey. The facility with which M. 
Cohen speaks Arabic enabled him to converse a 
long time with the bey relative to his mission. 
The bey replied :—'* With the assistance of God, 
I promise you to do everything in my power for the 
Israelites of my kingdom. It is my sincere wish 
that they may be placed on the same footing as 
their co-religionists of France. In the mean time, 
I give you full power to act as you think proper.’’ 
The Israelites form about one twentieth part of the 
population of Tunis, and their condition is wretched 
in the extreme. 


Jews at Oprssa.—The Russian government 
has just created at Odessa a school for Karaite 
Jews, a sect which admits only the written law, and 
which dissents from the rest of the Jews, called by 
them Rabbinites, who acknowledge the Talmud 
and the oral law. In the southern provinces of 
Russia there are a great many Karaites. The 
school was opened the 15th of September. Re- 
ligion, the Hebrew language, the Russian and 
French languages, arithmetic, book-keeping, the 
knowledge of commercial law and penmauship, are 
taught ia this school. 


EDUCATION 


From Chambers’ Journal. 


EDUCATION OF IDIOTS. 


Tne account we were able to present some 
months ago of the methods pursued for educating 
juvenile idiots at the Bicétre, Paris, has led to 
numerous inquiries on the subject. From various 
parts of the country, we have received letters from 
parents, whose hapless fate it is to have a child 
weak in intellect. The writers of these letters 
have our warmest sympathy: we would, if we 
could, gladly alleviate their misfortune. Nor are 
we without hopes that some of them at least, by 
pursuing certain plans, may have the unspeakable 
satisfacuon of seeing their mentally-defective off- 
spring endowed with an increased measure of in- 
telligence. As every little piece of information 
on the methods of training children of this unfor- 
tunate class seems to be eagerly received, we shall 
endeavor to present a brief and explicit analysis 
of the various means employed to produce, in these 
forlorn creatures, results at once surprising and 
gratifying. As the simplicity, practicability, and 
success of the system becomes better known, it is 
fondly hoped that the benevolent portion of the 
community may be moved with a desire to establish 
in this country similar institutions to those which 
are now effecting so much benefit in France, Ger- 
many, and Switzerland.* 

Although somewhat derogatory to the office of 
tuition, yet for practical purposes, and for the sake 
of clearness, it may be as well to treat of the 
school-room in the light of a manufactory, in 
which certain moral agencies are brought into suc- 
cessive operation, so as to work out, refine, and 
render serviceable these rude specimens of human 
nature. And first, as respects the raw material. 
It may be said to be presented to our notice in 
various degrees of inferiority ; marked, however, 
by general characteristics, consisting chiefly in the 
absence of certain properties which are considered 
indicative of a natural and fully-formed mental or- 
ganization. Taken in the most inferior degree, 
sensibility appears to be at such a low ebb, that 
the ordinary appetites necessary to the preservation 
of life are not felt, and no traces whatever of the 
higher endowments are at all discoverable. For- 
tunately, the aggregate amount of cases belonging 
to this, the lowest order of idiots is very small. 
Tracing development upwards from this lowest 
degree, we arrive at a point somewhat in advance, 
but still very greatly below the natural standard. 
It is now ascertained, that among the general pop- 
ulation of the country there are a very considerable 
number belonging to this body of idiots. With 


* A few days after the ahove was committed to paper, 
intelligence reached us that an institution had already 
been opened by a few ladies at Bath. An opportunity of, 

ying a visit to this admirable establishment presenting 
itself about the same time, we had the gratification of 
finding, that, although so lately set on foot, very great 
progress had been inade with the pupils, among some of 
whom peculiar difficulties had been successfully sur- 
oie by the discretion and sincere earnestness of those 
who have, by devoting their time and energies to the 
task, set a laudable example to the benevolent in other 
parts of the country. 
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them the instinctive propensities are in active op- 
eration, the organs of sense are tolerably perfect, 
but there exists little or no appreciation of objects 
presented to them; the guiding powers, intellect- 
ual and moral, are entirfly absent, and consequently 
the instinctive appetites are uncontrolled and irreg- 
ular. Proceeding still higher, we arrive at a class 
who have the capacity to acquire some Imperfect 
idea of whatever comes within the range of their 
observation, and have some faint notions of duty. 
They are able to imitate, in the performance of 
the simplest occupations, those who are placed in 
authority over them ; but, from want of due tuition, 
they are suffered to pass through life without ex- 
periencing the enjoyments and benefits derivable 
from that systematic cultivation of the intellectual 
and moral faculties of which they are capable. 

Thus the sensations and perceptions of idiots 
may be said to be confined within certain limits 
more or less narrow and circumscribed ; some 
having an organization so low and imperfect, that 
to all outward appearances they do not stand in 
the moral scale much higher than the more saga- 
cious of the lower animals ; whereas others are 
endowed with that amount of faculty which raises 
them to the confines of a well-known class of per- 
sons denominated in ordinary conversation silly, or 
feeble-minded. 

Some idea of the proportionate number of per- 
sons born with these various degrees of deficiency 
may be formed, when we state that in England 
and Wales it is computed that in the workhouses 
alone there are no fewer than four thousand. 
These being, generally speaking, the idiots be- 
longing only to one grade in society, the total 
number must necessarily be very great. Jn the 
mere consideration of numbers, we should also 
take notice of individuals not congenitally defective, 
but who, soon after birth, have been attacked with 
some aflection or other disturbing the functions of 
the cerebral organ. Many of these present similar 
phenomena to those observed in the naturally idi- 
otic, and require similar treatment, subject, how- 
ever, to certain regulations, which we hope to be 
able to touch on in the sequel. For the present, 
we desire to confine the attention of the reader to 
the consideration of the steps calculated to elevate 
and improve the creature imperfectly developed at 
birth. 

We refrain from the contemplation, in all its 
bearings, of the evil tendency arising out of the 
present condition of such parties both to themselves 
and society at large. As we wish our remarks to 
be confined to the training of the truly idiotic, we 
also pass by the consideration of the state of that 
large class of feeble-minded persons—the inmatcs 
of workhouses and prisons. 

It has, until within a very few years, been 
deemed useless to devote any attention to the idiot 
beyond providing him with animal comforts or 
necessaries, and taking such care of him as to 
insure his safety and health. It never was imag- 
ined that aught else could be done for him with 
any chance of benefit, Most persons would have 
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laughed at the idea of attempting the education of 
any one destitute of ordinary faculties. It is only 
now beginning to be seen that much may be ac- 
complished by developing and quickening, by vari- 
ous means, the imperfect faculties possessed by 
these unfortunate beings. The idiot, created with 
senses perfectly formed, and capable of transmitting 
impressions, but with a brain incapable of receiving 
and recording them, sees, fecls, and hears, but does 
not understand. The main object of the kind of 
education referred to 13 to overcome this (to speak 
in familiar language) numbness of the brain. It 
is accomplished by judicious exercise of the bodily 
powers, by the application of appropriate stimuli 
to each organ of sense; and it is the systematic 
and graduated arrangement of these, as well as 
the application of them in different degrees of in- 
tensity, which constitutes the basis of the system. 
Most idiotic children are wayward, inattentive to 
habits of decency, and addicted to various vicious 
propensities. In conducting a system of train- 
ing, therefore, the first efforts should be so di- 
rected as to encounter and overcome these disgust- 
ing peculiarities by appropriate means, which will 
be readily suggested to the mind of the devoted 
tutor. When this first step in the task of refor- 
mation is accomplished, the attention of the pupil 
is to a certain extent brought into operation, and 
some degree of obedience is obtained. At the 
same time that means are directed to this desirable 
end, attempts should be made to overcome the in- 
cessant restlessness and automatic movements ob- 
servable in most cases of idiocy. ‘The child should 
be placed on a low chair, while the tutor, taking 
one directly opposite, brings his knees in contact 
with those of his pupil. ‘The hands should then 
be gently grasped, placed on the knees, and kept 
in this position a longer or shorter time, according 
to the condition and temper of the patient. By 
following this plan day after day, a degree of con- 
trol over the irregular action of the muscles is cre- 
ated, and an amount of repose is produced favorable 
to future impressions. As soon as this capability 
of quiescence is, by frequent practice, fully con- 
firmed, attempts should be made to regulate mus- 
cular action. ‘This is accomplished by causing the 
pupil to assume various attitudes ; as, for instance, 
to stand, to sit, to place the feet in different posi- 
tions, walk to time, hold up first one hand, then 
the other, use dumb-bells, lift and handle objects. 
In performing these exercises, the tutor should 
stand before the pupil, and should assume the 
various positions, so as to produce not only a vol- 
untary and regular muscular action, but also excite 
and cultivate the faculty of imitation in the pupil. 
The above course of practice is applicable to 
restless cases; but there are some idiots in whom 
an opposite condition is observable. Little or no 
tendency to muscular action is manifested, and 
they would, if permitted, remain their whole lives 
listless, inactive, the joints ultimately becoming 
rigid, and the once improvable creature ending his 
days in a state of helpless decrepitude. 
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the limbs, followed by suitable gymnastic and 
entertaining exercises, will in general be produc- 
tive of increased power and disposition to motion. 

Several expedients may be adopted with a view 
of attempting to generate in these subjects a ca- 
pacity of moving the limbs in subjection to, as well 
as independently of, the will. Such, for instance, 
as causing the pupil to grasp a fixed object with 
the hands, so as to aid in the support of the body. 
This exercise can be practised with most advantage 
when a small and suitable ladder is employed. It 
should be placed against the wall, and the hands 
brought so as to grasp one of the bars situated at 
such a distance that the feet just rest on the floor. 
By causing the pupil to support himself in this 
manner, first on that side of the ladder usually as- 
cended, then on the opposite side, the tendency 
to crouch and sink down is diminished, and he 
ultimately acquires a capability of standing in the 
erect posture. As soon as this is accomplished, 
he should, by the assistance of the tutor, be made 
to stand with one leg on the margin of a step, so 
that the other remains free and without obstruction. 
A heavy shoe being placed on this foot, the limb 
should be gently swung backward and forward, 
until, by the repetition of the exercise, he has be- 
come capable of accomplishing this motion through 
his own efforts. In a similar manner the arms 
may be brought into action by means of dumb- 
bells; and lastly, by causing alternate motions of 
the legs, and placing various objects in the fingers, 
the faculties of walking and using the hands are 
acquired. 

We may here remark, that whilst exciting and 
regulating muscular action, as well as cultivating 
the faculty of imitation, it will be desirable to re- 
press any tendency to grimace or uncouth sounds, 
by placing a finger on the lips whenever such un- 
meaning actions emanate from the pupil. 

The utmost patience in performing these exer- 
cises is absolutely necessary on the part of the 
Instructor, and probably, after many wearying 
days, he may begin to dread a failure ; but the 
recollection of the small share of capacity in the 
object under tuition, will assure him that the cul- 
tivation of it is an undertaking which must neces- 
sarily require much time and untiring efforts to 
arrive at satisfactory results. 

As soon as the pupil has acquired a degree of 
control over the voluntary muscles, the various 
organs of sense should be suitably stimulated and 
exercised, so that they may ultimately become ca- 
pable of conveying to the mind some idea of the 
properties and relations of external objects. The 
means by which this end is effected are simple and 
easily applied; but in order that they may be ef- 
fective, the impressions should, in the first in- 
stance, be made as distinct as possible, so as to 
excite, in the strongest degree, the particular 
sense under cultivation. A systematic application 
of objects having opposite properties should accord- 
ingly be made to each organ of sense. Thus, for 
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very rough and very smooth, as well as placed in 
water heated to a bearable degree in one vessel, 
and then in another contuining very cold water. 
As respects the sense of taste, the opposites— 
bitter, sweet ; hot, cold; savory and insipid—will 
serve the purpose of bringing into activity the 
gustatory nerves. 

During the application of these different stim- 
ulants of sense, the appropriate word should be 
repeated by the tutor—thus, rough, smooth ; hot, 
cold, &c.—so as to impress the mind of the pupil 
with the name given to the various properties of 
matter, as well as stimulate the individual sense 
brought into action. 

In a future number, we hope to communicate 
further information respecting the combined influ- 
ence of agcnts on the senses, as well as the culti- 
vation of the moral powers, and the means 
employed to impart instruction in various handi- 
crafts. 


From the Spectator. 
NEWS OF THE WEEK ENDING 23 OCTOBER. 


Tue extent of the pressure on the mercantile 
world is shown in many untoward signs this week. 
There are more failures; and among them, an im- 
portant bank at Liverpool has stopped, while an- 
other has suspended payments. From the cotton 
factory districts come the gloomiest accounts of 
general stagnation. The occasion has brought 
torth a swarm of demands and projects of remedy, 
not only in the shape of the usual currency schemes, 
which now bask in the sunshine of notice, but com- 
plaints and cries for help from practical men; not 
only does the Anti-Gold-law League continue its 
select meetings, but a deputation of substantial mer- 
chants comes to government with a variety of sug- 
gestions. 

Of the legion of counsellors, one set, imputing 
the pressure to excess of railway undertakings, 
would expunge that excess by forbidding the con- 
tinuance of all railway works that can be post- 
poned; a sweeping operation, of considerable risk, 
which is likely to be superseded by the voluntary 
retrenchment of the speculators. Some, ascribing 
the pressure to the act of 1844, expect a complete 
reaction from a repeal of that act, so as to make 
the store of bullion in the issue department of the 
Bank of England available to the banking depart- 
ment for distribution among mercantile customers 
in the shape of ‘* accommodation ;’’ a measure that 
would leave the convertibility of bank-notes to shift 
for itself, would probably pave the way to a new 
bank restriction act, and would at all events be 
likely to add a panic on the score of monetary de- 
preciation to that which exists on the score of mer- 
cantile discredit. Others advise a modification of 
the bank charter act so as to release a portion of 
the reserve in the issue department—say two mil- 
lions. The advocates of a mere paper currency 
keep their schemes before the public. The depu- 
tation of practical men from Liverpool affords a 
remarkable example of the extent to which public 
opinion on the subject is unsettled : the members of 
the deputation had not agreed among themselves, 
before coming out, what they should ask the gov- 
ernment to do: three of them were for an issue of 
exchequer bills on security of consols and produce ; 
another was for issuing £5,000,000 of notes at 6 


+ 


425 


per cent. on government securities, East India 
stock, and bonds; a fifth suggested ‘‘ the promise 
of some relief within a week.” Lord John Rus- 
sell, with his financial and commercial colleagues, 
promised ‘‘ consideration,” but no measure. Min- 
isters, it is understood, will stand firm on the act 
of 1844. 

The sections of the general public that are moved 
to offer practical suggestions appear to be quite at 
sea: their remedies are proposed with the earnest 
faith and vague reasoning of those who urge nos- 
trums—with more hope than knowledge. No facts 
are adduced to show that there is really a deficiency 
of circulating medium, or that the act of 1844 really 
comes into question. The facts that are stated con- 
cur in proving that the deficiency is not one of 
money or circulating medium, but of credit. Hosts 
of speculators, notably in railways and com, have 
gone too far in anticipating probable returns and 
probable resources ; there is therefore a redundancy 
of debt to be paid; many are bankrupt, no one 
knows who will go next, and the moneyed classes 
withhold ‘‘ accommodation’’—decline to lend or ad- 
vance on discount; while there is a very general 
disposition to hoard money, in order to meet im- 
pending demands on the hoarders, or to make a 
profit of the hoard when the pressure shall have 
become still greater. All this difficulty was fore- 
seen. It had repeatedly been shown that the reck- 
less speculations must lead precisely to such trou- 
bles as those that now press upon the mercantile 
world: but the warnings were unheeded by those 
who were in the fever of commercial gambling ; 
and now that the day of reckoning comes, there is 
a painful outcry for help. The relaxation of the 
act of 1844 might have postponed the pressure for 
a time, by giving an apparent and temporary exten- 
sion to credit; but it could not have prevented the 
day of reckoning, and would only have increased 
the difficulty which it deferred. 

For although the want of credit is, as it were, a 
sentiment, it is not unfounded; there is, as com- 
pared with the gigantic scale of commercial under- 
takings, an actual deficiency of ready capital—of 
available materials or produce. Not only was cap- 
ital wasted in the most multifarious and lavish ex- 
penditure—in speculation and luxurious living—but 
the probable resources of the future were anticipat- 
ed, and were over-estimated ; credit was discounted, 
and has for the time been used up. The merchant 
class has on the whole been the one to furnish the 
most distinguished victims—a class which conducts 
its affairs, private as well as commercial, upon a 
system of credit. The merchants of our day, aban- 
doning the homely trading exactness of their fore- 
fathers, with vast and complicated operations, sel- 
dom know, out of any specific receipts, what is gross 
income and what net profit : their incomings are re- 
invested ; they pay their way, both in business and 
in their household affairs, by ‘‘ drawing ;”’ and an 
ascertained surplus is perhaps a phenomenon which 
they only know about retrospectively, if atall. This 
has helped to make great establishments and ‘‘prince- 
ly”? merchants plunge into princely amounts of debt 
without knowing it. 

But if the pressure was not unforeseen, it is not 
without signs of reaction. Bad as it is, it is not 
yet so bad as the money crisis of 1825 was, al- 
though the immense scale of mercantile operations 
magnifies the present aspect of disaster: there has 
been no universal panic among the banks, because 
the act of 1844 has kept them generally out of spec- 
ulation ; and, in spite of the railway calls, ingol- 
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vency has not made an irruption into every section 
of the community, as it did in 1825. The failures 
have probably weeded the commercial world of its 
weaker and more unsound growths. The ‘‘ depre- 
ciation” of property and stock which is observed is 
only the tangible evidence of that retrenchment 
which necessarily follows upon lavish expenditure : 
the bankrupt, or the man who foresees bankruptey, 
to be averted only by retrenchment, is obliged to 
sell off; he sells, and gluts the market ; prices fall ; 
the inevitable sacrifice restores a more healthful 
condition of finance ; the public begins to purchase 
again, and prices rise. ‘Such is the circle, of which 
we have reached the depreciation stage ; and from 
that stage we are likely to advance ere long. 


Treland goes on much as usual. To the anti-rent 
movement is now added a potato-pillaging move- 
ment; the peasantry assembling in tumultuous num- 
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‘which is likely to have important consequences. 
_At the last settlement of the Italian states, it was 
arranged that the Bourbon prince to whom Lucca 
was given should oaly hold that duchy during the 
life of the ex-empress Maria Louisa: on her death 
or abdication he was to succced to the duchy com- 
prising the states of Parma, Piacenza, and Guas- 
italla; and the duchy of Lucca was then to revert 
‘to Tuscany, to be incorporated with that state. 
‘The duke, worried by the embarrassments of his 
‘position between Austria his protector and his be- 
loved subjects calling for reform, has anticipated 
the period of his translation so far as to yield up 
Lucca to Tuscany, with which itis henceforward 
incorporated. This transfer will have an important 
influence on the progress of opinion in Italy, in 
| more ways than one. In the first place, while the 
late duke kept the sovereignty, his timidity and 
real sympathy with absolutism made him a retainer 


bers, and forcibly taking from the middle classes! of Austria, and his state was virtually reserved as 
their stores of potato. Several reverend gentlemen ja friendly inlet for Austria, to whom it secured a 
are sufferers in that way; and among them the, position in central Italy; now that Lucca is incor- 
parish-priests have not becn spared. This is avery | porated with Tuscany, that position is no longer 
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We have to report progress in the affairs of sev- 
eral foreign countries ; the incidents being new and 
important, though not demanding extended com- 
ment. 

Narvaez has signalized his return to power by a 
reconciliation of Queen Isabella and her husband. 
The journals of his party magnify the imposing 
effect of the ceremony, and describe the royal cou- 
ple as ‘radiant with satisfaction ;*? which would 
seem to falsify much of what has passed current 
before, only that it is impossible to tell on which 
side lies the balance of falsehood. 

In Switzerland, civil war approaches with rapid 
strides and inflamed countenance. The federal gov- 
ernment and its adherents proceed without delay in 
preparing to enforce the decree of the diet for the 
dissolution of the Separate League ; the cantons of 
the league are no less diligent; and the Catholic 
citizens of the mixed cantons avow their allegiance 
to the cause which they identify with their faith, in 
formidable numbers. 

Meanwhile, foreign intervention has not been, 
even already, quite withheld. Austria 1s moving 
large bodies of troops towards the Swiss frontier. 
The conduct of France towards Switzerland has 
been the subject of animated discussion in both 
those countries, and in our own capital. Last 
week it was known that a supply of arms and am- 
munition, sent by the French government to the 
government of the canton of Friburg, had been in- 
tercepted by the citizens of Neutchatel : subsequent 
convoys have succeeded in making good their pas- 
sage. The government at Paris having taken a 
decided position, it follows as a matter of course 
that they are attacked by the opposition papers ; 
for hostility to ministers, rather than sympathy with 
the Swiss federalists, may be regarded as the most 
stirring motive with the French opposition. The 
defence offered by the ministerial journals is, that 
France has been in the habit of selling arms to the 
governments of foreign countries with which she is 


available to Austria. Next, the advancement of 
the Lucchese towards liberal institutions is thus far 
confirmed ; which isin itself, merely pro tento,a gain. 
But further, in being transferred from the rule of 
an absolutist to that of a liberal government, the 
Lucchese will realize, at a stroke, many of the 
advantages derivable from political advancement: 
they will find a considerable change tor the better 
in respect of personal ease and freedom from galling 
restrictions on the conduct and the tongue; thus 
their convictions in favor of liberal institutions will 
be strengthened by expericnec, and their settled 
attachment will act as an instructive example to 
the rest of Italy—even unto Milan and Naples. 


In a foregoing page we have said that the calam- 
itous consequences of the speculative mania were 
not unforeseen: here is a specimen of the far-off 
warnings, extracted from our own file. The arti- 
cle of which this formed the concluding paragraph 
was written during the access of the railway fever 
in 1845, and applied more immediately to it: ‘ the 
famine,” and its attendant train of aggravations, 
were still in the unrevealed future. 

‘* Supposing this confidence should prove falla- 
cious, and things should take the fatal turn which 
has been hinted at, there is one consolation which 
will be open to all involved in the emmmon ruin. 
Heretofore, when we have been visited by the con- 
sequences of over-speculation, the issuing-banks 
have contrived, as fast as the foreign exchanges 
went down, to counteract the contraction of the 
currency which would otherwise have taken place, 
by a proportionate increase in their issues, and thus 
to defer the inevitable crash, with the certainty of 
causing it to be more extensive and protracted when 
it came. The bank charter act of last session 
will now effectually preclude this palliative: when 
once the exchanges turn and the banking-reserve of 
the Bank of Pngland is reduced to its lowest point, 
nothing can then take place but the inflexible work- 
ing of the law, under which the paper-circulation 
of the country will contract day by day in propor- 
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at peace, and that therefore there was no reason to | tion to the gold withdrawn ; and from the dull unva- 
refuse an application from the government of Fri-'rying pressure of this remorseless serew there will 
burg. The opposition reply, that France is at | be no escape until it has done its work. If under 
peace with the government of Switzerland, and yet ; its operation the railway schemes of the past year 
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ernment. count but merely to par, about ten millions of wealth 
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of the old companies fall only to the point at which | out official intervention. t 
they stood this time last year, and from which they | interference is not obscure or equivocal. 


have risen not so much on account of increased 
dividends as from anticipations of wonderful effects 
from amalgamation, &c., an evaporation of about 
twelve inillions more will be found to have taken 
place. When these events occur, with their long 
train of bankruptcies, embezzlements, and suicides, 
the public will not be disposed to permit self-reproach 
to be added to their other afflictions: the new bank 
charter act will receive thar anathemas, as the 
cause of all the evil; and by hugging this consola- 
tion, many will contrive to pass through the misery 
that awaits them, without even deriving the advan- 
tage of the lesson which that misery is calculated to 
teach, namely a consciousness of their own immor- 
ality and fully.”’—Spectator, 26th July, 1845. 

The present dilemma of gambling Liverpool was 
curiously foreshadowed by the commercial writer 
in the Times; who spoke as follows in July last, 
apropos to a speculative reaction in the price of 
t shares,’’ after the depression in April— 

“ In shares the reaction has been remarkable ; 
but according to the Liverpool price-lists, its extent 
in that town has been far greater than in London. 
During the ardor of the past week, the jump in 
some of the smaller shares has been equal to not 
less than 30 per cent. ; while in heavy descriptions 
the rise is so enormous as to show that purchases 
must have been mide of the boldest description ; a 
fact which it may be worth while to notice, in case 
events now looming (although perhaps at some 
months’ distance) should render necessary another 
deputation to Londun to solicit government aid, or 
a repeal of the bank charter act.""— Times, Ist 
July, 1847; City Article. 

In the year 1737 three per cent. consols obtained 
the price of 107 per cent., which was the highest 
ever known; and on the 20th of September, 1797, 
when the failure of the attempt to negotiate with 
the French republic became known, they fell to 
47%, the lowest point they ever reached. 
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Tue mercantile world is in trouble; it sees no 
immediate resource, no easy way of escape ; and flies 
to the usual resort for help—to the ‘t government.” 
People have been over-speculating; they have 
wasted their money, been disappointed of returns, 
feel the pinch of poverty, look around in vain for 
assistance ; and, gathering courage from their own 
numbers, they cry out for aid to ‘‘ the government.” 
Merchants, with business of literally unknown 
amount, have been living like princes; they find 
out, too late, that they have over-estimated their 
profits ; their creditors are prompt, but not their re- 
ceipts; they are deplorably in want of money ; and, 
being many, they send up a deputation to ‘‘ govern- 
ment.” In other words, members of the mercantile 
world have run too far into debt ; being short of cash 
or credit, they are put to serious inconvenience ; 
and as the extravagance has been very general, the 
body of insolvent gentlemen assumes a multitudinous 
aspect; which is supposed to constitute a proper 
case for the interference of the state. The same 
plea might be set up in favor of Irish Ribandmen, 
or Lancashire Turn-outs, or any other set of persons 
who violate their social duties in large numbers. 

But mere multitudinousness is not a sufficient plea 
for state interference. Most of the essential func- 
tions of life are necessary to great multitudes, yet 
it is expected that they should be pertormed with- 
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The true ground of state 
Thgse 
things upon which the majority of a community is 
agreed, and which are good for all, but which ean- 
not be consummated unless all act simultaneously, 
are legitimate subjects for the intervention of the 
central authority. Such is the valid plea for sana- 
tory regulations: it is very necessary for the health 
of all, that every man’s dust-hcap should be re- 
moved ; but if all his neighbors neglect to carry 
away their dust-heaps, it is of very little use for 
one to begin; and as he cannot enforce the observ- 
ance of the rule by mere example, nobody begins: 
it is desirable, therefore, that the state should en- 
force a consentaneous movement of dust-heaps. 

Apply this test to the demands for a state inter- 
vention to ‘‘ restore confidence” or ‘* sustain credit.” 
Credit is the belief entertained in a man’s resources ; 
confidence is the general feeling produced by that 
belief. It is the business of the state to keep up the 
standards of credit, so that they be steady and not 
liable to deterioration ; but it is not the business of 
the state to sustain credit, or to keep it fixed. That 
depends upon the diligence, probity, exactitude, and 
discretion of the individual merchants; and it is 
their business to sustain credit individually, as it is 
collectively their business to impart “ confidence.” 
Credit is the result of conduct, not a matter of con- 
vention: confidence is a feeling, and cannot be de- 
creed. The failure of credit, now, is the conse- 
quence of no official laches, but of the indiscretion 
of merchants: they are the more aware of it pre- 
cisely because they have not been allowed to tamper 
with the standards of credit, and thus the whole of 
the backsliding is measured off to the view: they 
want the standards of credit to be a little lowered— 
credit to be stretched, so as to disguise their case ; 
the real remedy is to supply that which has been 
deficient—discretion. ‘They must pinch; a dis- 
agreeable process, but salutary. It would beget a 
still more alarming panic, if our merchants were 
very numerously to fail in another essential element 
towards mercantile prosperity—in probity ; but they 
would do little in such case to ‘* restore confidence” 
by calling on the state to make merchants honest, 
still less if they were to obtain a subsidy for supply- 
ing the defalcations in the estates of fraudulent bank- 
rupts. ‘There would be no economical distinction 
between that case and the present. ‘The duty of 
the state is to remain firm in keeping steady the 
standards of credit; it is the part of the merchants 
to maintain the credit itself—their part to sustain 
their own ‘‘ confidence” in their own body.— Spec- 
talor, 23 Oct. 


From the Spectator. 
CURRENCY AND CREDIT. 


THE true principles of a sound currency are sel- 
dom controverted ; but they are apt to be lost sight 
of in the eager search for relief from difficulties of 
a different origin, or in the maze of discussion when 
counsel is darkened by words without knowledge. 
The currency of any country having pecuniary 
transactions with other countries can only be based 
on the precious metals. Its standard of weight and 
purity is fixed and applied by Jaw ; but the amount 
of the currency is not matter of authoritative regu- 
lation, but regulates itself according to the wants 
and resources of the country, which sometimes 
make it scarce, and sometimes allow it to be plenty. 
In most countries the expedient of substituting a 
paper currency in part for a currency of the precious 
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metals has been resorted to, as being more conve- | lacious and ruinous, unless the causes in which the 


nient and more economical. 
safety and success of this expedient, that the paper 
money, which possesses no intrinsic value, should 
at all times be convertible, at the option of the hold- 
er, into the precious metals which it represents. 
To insure the fulfilment of this salutary condition, 
it was provided by the bank charter act of 1844, 
that the issue department of the Bank of England 
should not be allowed to issue more than fourteen 
millions of bank notes without an equivalent deposit 
of gold for any surplus above that amount. It was 
computed from the result of past experience that 
the circulation of Bank of England notes (usually 
amounting to about twenty millions) would under 
no circumstances fall so low as fourteen millions; 
which might therefore be safely issued without a 
corresponding deposit of gold. This provision of 
the bank charter act has not any effect in restrict- 
ing the currency, and was not framed with such a 
view. Had the authorized amount been taken at 
sixteen millions instead of fourteen millions, the cir- 
culation would not thereby have been increased by 
two millions; but the only difference would have 
been, that of the twenty millions of bank-notes usu- 
ally in circulation two millions more than at present 
would have been issued on the guarantee of the 
legislature and without a corresponding deposit of 
gold. ‘he notes issued on a deposit of gold would, 
however, have been reduced to exactly the same 
extent. This last position is not generally attended 
to; although, when examined, it will not admit of 
dispute. But an opinion is very prevalent, that 
when the circulation of the country becomes con- 
tracted within its usual Jimits, and a general scarcity 
of money exists, the amount of bank-notes which 
the issue department is authorized to issue on the 
guarantee of the legislature and without a corre- 
sponding deposit of gold, should be increased so as 
to supply the deficiency. Such an attempt to con- 
travene the natural laws by which the amount of 
the currency is governed, besides failing in its 
immediate object, would aggravate the evils it was 
meant to remedy. A contraction of the circulation 
within its usual limits may proceed from a turn of 
foreign exchanges against the country, leading to 
an exportation of gold, as was the case in the early 
part of this year. It seems obvious, that if at that 
time the issue of bank-notes had been increased, 
it must have led to an increased exportation of gold, 
(still keeping down the amount of the currency,) 
until the coffers of the bank were emptied and a 
suspension of cash payments took place: whereas 
the exportation of gold having been left to produce 
its natural effect on the currency and on prices, the 
drain was checked by the increased value of money, 
while no apprehension arose that the bank would 
be unable to meet its engagements. The present 
heavy pressure on the money-market proceeds from 
a different cause. It is mainly owing to an univer- 
sal feeling of mutual distrust among the mercantile 
community. If the numerous failures which have 
occurred had served to show that the feeling was 

oundless, it would gradually have been dispelled. 
Uka thev have, on the contrary, tended to 
confirm it. Scarcely one failure has happened 
which (whatever had been the state of the money- 
market) was not inevitable, if the truth of the case 
had been known. The state of the money-market 
has only brought the truth to light. Under such 
circumstances the immediate pressure of the money- 
market mig ., no doubt. be relieved for the moment 
by an increased issue of bank-notes ; but the relief 
wauld be but temporary, and would prove both fal- 
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It is essential to the | pressure had its origin, should cease to operate. 


f the want of confidence should not be removed, or 
if the drain on the resources of the country should 
not be stopped, then the increased issue of bank- 
notes beyond the point of safety would first be 
frustrated in its immediate object of aflording relief, 
and afterwards be followed by a panic lest the bank 
should be unable to meet its engagements, whereby 
a suspension of cash payments must ensue, or by 
the actual occurrence of that disastrous result. 

The demand for an increased issue of bank-notes 
is precisely analogous to what, with a metallic cur- 
rency only, the demand would be for a debasement 
of the coin to meet a similar emergency. Each 
measure would operate in the same manner and 
lead to the same consequences. ‘The fallacy of the 
demand consists in expecting paper-money to be 
something more than a faithful substitute for the 
precious metal which it represents. The office of 
a well-ordered currency, whether of the precious 
metals or of representative paper, is not to replace 
capıtal which has been dissipated, or to restore con- 
fidence when it has been shaken, or inspire it when 
it is not due : its office is to do no more than furnish 
that which, at all times and under all circumstances, 
may prove a trustworthy and convenient medium 
of exchange for mercantile transactions, both for- 
eign and domestic. This office, under the opera- 
tion of the bank charter act, our system of currency 
has faithfully and effectively executed. Through- 
out the present alarming crisis, bank-notes have 
been as good as gold. They never were so on any 
similar occasion. ‘The ordeal through which we 
are now passing has been brought on by schemes 
of internal improvement, here, as in America, car- 
ried far beyond our available resources ; by reckless 
trading with fictitious capital; by heavy losses in 
trade treated like losses at the gaming-table and 
repaired by fresh borrowing ; by an enhanced price 
for cotton, and an enormous drain of bullion for 
food ; by prodigal relief to Ireland; by a govern- 
ment loan at an adverse period; by the alarm and 
distrust which all those concomitant circumstances 
conspired to produce. To attribute effects of such 
magnitude to the want of any additional amount of 
bank-notes which would have been issued without 
an entire disregard of consequences, is a palpable 
absurdity. It is no less absurd to suppose that the 
present distress could be removed by the legerde- 
main trick of setting afloat some two or three mil- 
lions of ‘‘ promises to pay,’ without the where- 
withal to keep the promise. Such a project would 
only turn the insolvency of counting-houses into a 
general confiscation of the money which every 
member of the community has in his pocket. 


Tue Postuumovus Works or Dr. Cuatmers.— 
It will be agreeable intelligence to many that an 
American republication of the posthumous writings 
of Dr. Chalmers is about to appear, from the press 
of Messrs. Harper and Brothers, simultaneously 
with the original edition, from duplicate stereotype 
plates. These productions will comprise the ma- 
tured fruit of the academic and theological labors of 
this distinguished scholar and divine, during the 
greater part of his arduous and valuable lite. The 
desire on the part of the reading public of the United 
States, to possess these treasures of the learning 
and picty of one of the greatest and best men of any 
age, will doubtless be very general.—N. Y. Com. 
Advertiser. 
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RECOVERY OF A DAUGHTER. 


MANY years ago, several German families left 
their country and settled in North America. 
Amongst them was aman from Wirtemberg, who, 
with his wife and a large family, established him- 
self in Pennsylvania. ‘There were no churches or 
schools then in that neighborhood, and he was 
compelled to keep the Sabbath at home with his 
family, instructing them himself to read the Bible 
and pray to God. He used very often to read the 
Scriptures to them, and always used first to say 
‘* Now, my children, be still, and listen to what I 
am going to read ; for it is God who speaks to us 
in this book.” 

In the year 1754, a dreadful war broke out in 
Canada, between the French and the English. 
The Indians took part with the French, and made 
excursions as far as Pennsylvania, where they 
plundered and burned all the houses they came to, 
and murdered the people. In 1755, they reached 
the dwelling of the poor family from Wirtemberg, 
while the wife and one of the sons had gone to 
the mill, four miles distant, to get some corn 
ground. The husband, the eldest son, and two 
little girls, named Barbara and Regina, were at 
home. The father and his son were instantly 
killed by the savages, but they carried the two 
little girls away into captivity, with a great many 
other children who were taken in the same man- 
ner. They were led many miles through woods 
and thorny bushes that nobody might follow them. 
In this condition they were brought to the habita- 
tions of the Indians, who divided among them- 
selves all the children whom they had taken cap- 
tive. 

Barbara was at this time ten years old, and 
Regina nine. It was never known what became 
of Barbara ; but Regina, and a little girl two years 
old, whom she had never secn before, were given 
to an old widow, who was a very cruel woman. 
Her only son lived with her and maintained her; 
but he was sometimes from home for weeks 
together, and then these poor children were forced 
to go into the forests to gather roots and other 
provisions for the old woman, and when they did 
not bring her enough to eat, she would beat them 
in so cruel a manner that they were nearly killed. 
The little girl always kept close to Regina, and 
when she knelt down under a tree, and repeated 
the prayers to the Lord Jesus, and the hymns 
which her father and mother had taught her, the 
little girl prayed with her and learned the hymns 
and prayers by heart. In this melancholy state 
of slavery these children remained nine long years, 
till Regina had reached the age of nineteen, and 
hor little companion was eleven years old. While 
captives, their hearts seemed to have been drawn 
towards what was good. Regina continually 
repeated the verses from the Bible, and the hymns 
which she had learnt when at home, and she 
taught them to the little girl. They often used to 
cheer each other with one from the hymn-book used 
at Halle, in Germany : 
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4 Alone, yet not alone am I, 
Though in this solitude so drear.” 


They constantly hoped that the Lord Jesus 
would, some time, bring them back to their 
Christian friends. 

In 1764, the hopes of these children were real- 
ized. The merciful providence of God brought 
the English Colonel Boquet to the place where 
they were in captivity. Ife conquered the Indians 
and forced them to ask fur peace. The first con- 
dition that he made was, that they should restore 
all the prisoners they had taken. ‘Thus the two 
poor girls were released. More than 400 captives 
were brought to Colonel Boquet. It was an 
affecting sight to see so many young people 
wretched and distressed. The colonel and his 
soldiers gave them food and clothes, brought them 
to a town called Carlisle, and published in the 
Pennsylvania newspapers that all parents who had 
lost their children might come to this place, and 
in case of their finding them, they should be 
restored. Poor Regina’s sorrowing mother came, 
among many other bereaved parents, to Carlisle ; 
but alas! her child had become a stranger to her. 
Regina had acquired the appearance and manner, 
as well as the language, of the natives. The poor 
mother went up and down amongst the young per- 
sons assembled, but by no efforts could she dis- 
cover her daughters. She wept in bitter grief and 
disappointment. Colonel Boquet said, ‘‘ Do you 
recollect nothing by which your children might be 
discovered ?” 

She answered that she recollected nothing but 
a hymn which she used to sing with them, and 
which was as follows : 


‘¢ Alone, yet not alone am I, 
Though in this solitude so drear ; 
I feel my Saviour always nigh, 
He comes the weary hours to cheer. 
I am with him, and he with me, 
Even here alone I cannot be.” 


The colonel desired her to sing this hymn. 
Scarcely had the mother sung two lines of it, when 
Regina rushed from the crowd, began to sing it 
also, and threw herself into her mother’s arms. 
They both wept for joy, and the colonel restored 
the daughter to her mother. There was no one 
to own the other little girl; and as she clung to 
Regina, and would not lct her go, the mother took 
her also to her home. 

As soon as Regina came home, she inquired for 
‘the book in which God speaks to us.” Her 
mother unfortunately was destitute of that treasure, 
having lost everything when the natives burnt the 
house. A Bible, however, was presented to her, 
when application was made at Philadelphia; and 
it is remarkable that Regina had so retained her 
early instructions that she was enabled to read 
immediately when the precious book was handed to 
her.— Related by the Rev. Mr. Rone, of Elsinore, 
in Denmark. 
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BEWARE OF FRANCE. 


[We copy from the N. Y. Commercial Advertiser an 
article on the atiairs of the Riode la Plata. Many things 
make it evident to us that France, or the king of the 
French, wishes to meddle in American affairs—perhaps 
to keep matters the more quiet at home. It seems likely 
that tull employment may be found for diplomatic mana- 
gers nearer hoine—but this is the best foundation for hope 
that this people will not get up a war in America. ]} 


AFFAIRS ON THE Rio DE LA Puata.—It may not 
be uninteresting, even to such of our readers as have 
not a direct interest in the trade there, but who yet 
may desire to understand the general outlines of the 
question, to be informed regarding a controversy 
which may shortly assume an importance of no or- 
dinary character. Steam power is every day bring- 
ing us nearer and nearer to localities which, a few 
years ago, measurably Jost their importance to us 
by distance ; hence it becomes more and more im- 
portant that we should at least keep ourselves 
“ posted up” in reference to what other nations are 
doing, even if we are unwilling or unable to follow 
their example. 

We happen to possess some information in regard 
to matters connected with the present and future 
condition of things on the Rio de la Plata, and with 
the governments on and near that river, which we 
regard as of deep importance, and the truth of which 
may probably be confirmed at no distant day ; and 
when so confirmed we may naturally look for some 
excitement. The United States at any rate cannot 
fail to become deeply interested, nor can thejr gov- 
ernment remain a silent spectator, when the matters 
to which we allude become more developed. 

Our readers will recollect that England and France 
have jointly sustained a long blockade of the port of 
Buenos Ayres, with the view of bringing Rosas, 
president of the Argentine republic, to sundry terms 
and conditions ; but this indomitable chief sternly 
and gallantly resisted. To understand this matter 
more clearly, it would be well to turn to a map and 
see the position of governments whose interests were 
involved. First, in regard to Montevideo, which 
commands a very important position, not only geo- 
graphically but politically. This city, with its 
Banda Oriental, occupies the northern side and en- 
trance of the Rio de la Plata, and, with anything 
like a respectable government and power, could 
contro] the entire trade and intercourse of that river 
with the vast country above and interior on either 
side. 

Ít has always, therefore, been jealously watched 
by the government of Buenos Ayres, or the Argen- 
tine republic, which holds the opposite side of the 
river, and extends a vast distance up; the seat of 
government being Buenos Ayres. ‘The empire of 
Brazil extends down till it reaches the Banda Ori- 
ental, the latter alone separating it from the Rio de 
Ja Plata. It will be scen therefore at a glance how 
important to Brazil must be the action and destiny 
of Montevideo and the Banda Oriental ; for with 
that strip of country in possession or under political 
control, i}uenos Ayres and all the vast interest on 
and tributary to the Rio de la Plata would be at the 
mercy of the empire of Brazil. 

Asthe French government is now closely allied 
to the government of Brazil, a French prince being 
married to a Brazilian princess, and other family 
ties also existing, it may readily be understood why 
France should desire to strike down the only barrier 
that remains against the control by Brazil of the Rio 
de la Plata and its vast interests. That barrier is 
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Rosas at Buenos Ayres. To put his power aside 
it became an easy matter on the part of the French 
to ‘“' pick a quarrel’? with Rosas, and take sides 
with the government of Montevideo. To cloak the 
design, France succeeded in inducing England to 
join in a blockade and quasi war against Rosas, on 
the ground that he was too restrictive and inter- 
fered too much with what they called ‘ neutral 
trade.” 

Circumstances however, have convinced England 
that every blow struck against the power of Rosas 
only added power to France, through her connec- 
tion with Brazil, and that in fact France only desired 
to advance the power and influence of Brazil; that 
the whole self-called government of Montevideo or 
the Banda Oriental was composed of French adven- 
turers, and that the city of Montevideo itself was, 
as regards the proportion of inhabitants, as com- 
pletely a French town as Havre or Bordeaux. 

When a change occurred in the English ministry, 
last year, measures were immediately adopted to 
look into this matter and, if found as suspected, 
break off this joint interference, which, under the 
pretence of improving the condition of neutral trade, 
was only making things worse. To perform this 
duty an intelligent, honorable and liberal nobleman, 
Lord Howden, was selected by the English govern- 
ment to visit that quarter, and Count Walewski 
was sent out by the French to look after the French 
side of the question. Lord Howden, it seems, lost 
no time in having an interview with the real gov- 
ernment of Montevideo, at the head of which is 
General Oribe; and next pushed up to Buenos 
Ayres and had an interview with Rosas, who seems 
to be a sort of * Old Hickory’ in that quarter ; he 
soon saw enough to convince himself that Eng- 
land stood in a very false, or at least anomalous 
position, and directed the English admiral to with- 
draw from the blockade, and thus English interven- 
tion ceased. There remain then only the French 
to keep up the blockade, for it appears that Count 
Walewski was not charged with the same powers 
or inclinations possessed by Lord Howden. 

A curious incident occurred at this time, which 
may here be alluded to. Our chargé d'affaires at 
Buenos Ayres, Mr. Harris, took occasion, while 
these representatives of France and England were 
on the spot, to address them a note setting forth the 
avowed rule of our government, not to acquiesce in 
any measure which encouraged the establishment 
on any part of this continent of a European govern- 
ment, or to countenance any interference with es- 
tablished American governments. To this note 
Lord Howden instantly responded in a spirit of 
frankness and amity, disavowing any such intention 
on the part of his government. So far as England 
is concerned, then, there is no appeal—no after clap 
—the government of England is as completely bound 
by this explicit avowal as it could be under a signed 
and sealed treaty to that end. 

We are yet to learn how far it may suit the pol- 
icy of France to confirm what Count Walewski 
said, on the same occasion, in reply to Mr. Harris ; 
it may require ‘‘a vote in the chambers,” as was 
claimed in the matter of our indemnification treaty. 
Suffice it to say, the profitless blockade of the Rio 
de la Plata, by French intervention between the 
nominal government of Montevideo and that of Bue- 
nos Ayres, is still kept up, and we have reason to 
believe that an additional French force of some six 
thousand troops will be sent out to Montevideo, to 
carry into full effect the original design of the French 
government. Lord Howden’s course will be com- 
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demned by the French cabinet, for reasons too obvi- 
ous to require further explanation. 

In this state of things what course does it become 
the duty of our government to adopt? 

We do not say that it has yet become necessary 
for us to act in the matter. The frank and liberal 
regard for our interest, as the great neutral power 
on this side the Atlantic, manifested by Lord How- 
den, not only in his reply to the note of Mr. Harris, 
but by his prompt action in raising the English 
portion of the blockade, may yet induce correspond- 
ing action on the part of the French government; 
or other matters may intervene which will show the 
French government that it would be wisest and best 
to abandon its presumed design. But it will be dif- 
ficult for us to note, without opposition, the progress 
of a measure which may place in the power of 
France, or, by her aid and under her direction, in 
the power of Brazil, the entire control of the trade 
of the Rio de la Plata, and with it of course that of 
the Parana and Uruguay. A glance at the map 
will show that the power, having the means to act, 
which possesses Montevideo, has as complete con- 
trol over all the trade of those rivers above, as New 
York city would have over the trade of the Hudson, 
or New Orleans over that of the Mississippi and its 
vast tributaries. 

Ever since that alliance by marriage between 
France and Brazil, has been noticed an increasing 
querulousness on the part of the latter government, 
(the only imperial fragment left on this side the 
Atlantic,) and the day probably is not far distant 
when the ‘imperial government” will be found 
assuming some position or setting up some demand 
which will make it necessary on our part to cau- 
tion the emperor in regard to such instigations as he 
may receive from his French relations. 

We neither counsel nor desire alliance with any 
European power, in this or any other matter, yet it 
may be well tor us not to allow any old prejudices, 
for or against either of the two named in this con- 
nection, to blind us to ourduty in fairly discriminat- 
ing between them, or to withhold our approbation 
and approval of the conduct of either which has for 
its object the advancement of civil and religious 
liberty from one end of this continent to the other. 
The course pursued by Lord Howden in his mission 
thus far seems to us entirely correct and laudable. 
Ile is now at the imperial court of Brazil, as minis- 
ter from his own government, and circumstances 
may occur which may call further upon the exercise 
ot those qualities he so eminently possesses. 
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THE MEXICAN BATTLES. 


Mvucu as has been published in this and other 
American papers, descriptive of the first battles in 
the environs of the city of Mexico, there are some 
points of novelty in the following brief account, by 
an English observer, which the New York Coin- 
mercial Advertiser copies from the London Times: 

“ The United States army, under General Scott, 
began leaving Puebla on the 17th of August. 
They arrived at Azatla on the 14th, but finding 
the Penon too strong to take without considerable 
loss, they retreated to Chalco, and went round by 
Icochirniclo to San Augustin. This road was con- 
sidered so impracticable by the Mexicans, that they 
entirely neglected to defend it, but the American 
pioneers seem to be admirable, and the army rather 
unexpectedly made their appearance at San Augus- 
tin on the 17th. Still finding strong fortifications 
at San Antonio and Churubusco, which they 


431 


thought better to attack on the flank, they made an 
artillery road over the Pedregal towards San Angel, 
where they met General Valencia with 5000 men 
and 20 guns, who endeavored to prevent their pas- 
sage by that point. 

“ Deeming it more advisable not to leave him 
behind them, they drove him, upon the evening of 
the 19th, toward the Magdelana, where he took up 
an excellent position. In the night, however, they 
completely surrounded him with only 3,000 men, 
and at the break of day attacked and dispersed his 
division at the point of the bayonet, without the 
assistance of a single gun, taking all his pieces. 
General Valencia escaped to Toluca, where he is 
now trying to get up a revolution against Santa 
Anna, upon whom he throws the blame of his de- 
feat, a proceeding which may somewhat impede 
negotiations. The same American division, with 
reinforcements, then proceeded to attack Churu- 
busco and San Antonio in the flank. Here they 
met a more obstinate resistance, principally from a 
body of one hundred American deserters, who had 
been enrolled by the Mexicans, who pointed the 
guns beautifully and fought like devils. 

“After three hours’ hard fighting, the Americans 
gained a cornplete victory, took 3000 prisoners, 
among whom were seven general officers, and - 
twenty pieces of cannon. ‘Their way was now 
open to Mexico, with the exception of some slight 
works at the Garitas. owever, the same even- 
ing Santa Anna sent a messenger to Scott, say- 
ing that if he would agree not to come into the 
city, he would listen to propositions of peace. 
General Scott, with a prudence and moderation 
for which he deserves the greatest credit, and by 
which he almost created a mutiny in his army, 
agreed to this, saying that he should take up his 
quarters nearer the city, which he did next day at 
Tacubaya. An armistice has since been signed, 
and commissioners have been appointed to meet Mr. 
Trist at a small village, Itzecapusalco, about a 
league from Mexico; they are Jose J. Herrera, 
Mora y Villamil, Bernardo Orieto and Atristain, all 
men inclined for peace ; but there are too many of 
them. Several deputies declare that they will not 
meet here, but at Queretaro. Santa Anna’s influ- 
ence seems to be on the wane. 

“ General Paredes landed trom the Teviot on the 
14th of August; and in consequence of the Ameri- 
ean authorities having dene away all the former 
Mexican customs of visiting ships on their arrival, 
he passed through the city and escaped into the 
country with perfect ease. While the Teviot was 
absent at Tampico, the governor of Vera Cruz 
finding that he was likely to get into a serious 
scrape through his negligence, endeavored to lay 
the blame upon the captain of the steamer, and for- 
bade his landing on his return from Tampico, 
although no other obstacle was put to the cominu- 
nication with the shore. It was somewhat Jaugha- 
ble that the captain was the only person in the ship 
who was unable to land, having broken his leg 
some time previously.” 


Sincinc Movse.—The last number of the Jour- 
nal of the Franklin Institute describes in the follow- 
ing manner, a natural curiosity which had been 
exhibited at the September meeting of the Institute. 

« A natural curiosity was next exhibited, which 
excited considerable interest. ‘This was a Singing 
Mouse, which, though declining on this occasion to 
perform in its best style, yet gave suflicient proof 
that its musical powers are wonderful, for an animal 
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of its kind. It 1s a common domestic mouse, (Mus 
Musculus,) and in appearance ditfers, in no remark- 
able particular, from other individuals of its spe- 
cies. 

« It was the musical talent of this little creature 
which Jed to its capture. A lady, who kept some 
canary birds in her room through the day, but who 
was in the habit of having the cages removed to 
another apartment for the night, happened to hear, 
after retiring, a musical chirping in the room, appar- 
ently proceeding from beneath a bureau. Suppos- 
ing that one of her birds had eseaped from its cage, 
and remained in the room, she attempted to dislodge 
it from its supposed concealment. No bird, how- 
ever, made its appearance ; but a mouse was startled 
from beneath the bureau, and ran to another part of 
the room, where it recommenced its song. It was 
caught and confined in a cage, which it has now 
inhabited about six weeks; having become quite 
tame, and evidently recognizing individuals, by 
showing more fainiliar regard to its keeper than to 
strangers. 

< It is seldom entirely silent, except when sleep- 
ing; almost constantly emitting a low chirping series 
of notes, resembling, somewhat the twittering pro- 
duced by a nest of young birds, As the evening 
advances, its musical disposition is more fully de- 
veloped, until, usually, towards midnight, its notes 
increase in power, compass and variety—it then 
frequently pours forth a gush of melody, resembling 
the song of a canary bird ; but softer and less shrill 
than the notes of the feathered songster.” 


SINGING MOUSE—RUSSIAN MANUFACTURES. 


Russian Manuractoures.—Mr. Cobden's late 
visit to the great annual Russian fair, at Nishnei 
Novogorod, has revealed some striking facts with 
respect to Russian manufactures. The great vari- 
ety of articles which were exposed for sale, and the 
admirable order which was maintained at the ex- 
change of goods, very much exceeded his expecta- 
tion. Mr. Cobden visited several of the manufac- 
turing districts in Russia, where he was much 
surprised and gratified with the industry and skill 
of the workmen, principally native peasants. At 
Wochna he found silk goods manufactured in a very 
good style to an extent of several hundred thousand 
roubles annually. At Moscow several manufactures 
excited his astonishment and admiration. Mr. C. 
is said to have pronounced the calico printing mill 
of M. Gutschkow one of the most perfect which he 
had ever seen in its organization. Ín another estab- 
lishment, that of M. Procherow, the care bestowed 
upon the health, morals, and instruction of the chil- 
dren employed was very gratifying. The mills in 
Moscow appear to be conducted with great skill 
and order, and with a very admirable combination 
of the various divisions of the manufactory. Cloth 
weaving appears to be in a very favorable, in fact in 
a very advanced, state in Russia, and many circum- 
stances combine to bring this branch of industry to 
the highest perfection. It has Jong been known 
that the manufacturers of England had many pow, 
erful and skilful rivals on the continent, but she has 
not hitherto expected to find them in Russia. —Nat. 
Intelligencer. 
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It is so long since we proposed to our readers 
to accompany us a step further in our attempt to 
trace the progress of society and manners in Ger- 
many,* that they have doubtless lost all memory 
of our invitation. But there are things which can 
never become obsolete or uninteresting; and if 
there be a spectacle in the world calculated forever 
to awaken the curiosity, and engage the sympa- 
thies of mankind, it is that of the moral decline of 
a great nation, followed by its political overthrow ; 
and finally of its resurrection, purified and strength- 
ened by adversity. 

Such is the spectacle which we would now fain 
present to our readers ; and we have been induced 
to enter on the task, less by any confidence in our 
own power to do it justice, than by the doubt 
whether the many affecting descriptions of these 
scenes, contained in the works of men acting or 
suffering in them, will ever meet the eye of the 
English public in any other way. From one of 
these works, the Autobiography of M. \Yarnhagen 
von Ense, a very judicious and happy selection has 
lately been made by Sir Alexander Duff Gordon. 
But we question whether many of these memoirs 
will be translated, or even extensively read, in 
England. Perhaps, therefore, we shall be doing 
a not unacceptable service to our readers, in bring- 
ing some of the more striking passages contained 
in them before their notice ; connecting these by 
such a slight historical thread as our space will 
permit. 

We formerly ‘expressed a wish to confine our- 
selves chiefly to the province of domestic and social 
life; and may still avow the same predilection. 
But, what is domestic life, in a country ruined, 


*See Memoirs of Ritter von Lang: Edinburgh Re- 
view, vol. lxxviii., p. 327. 
GLXKKVI.. LIVING AGB. VOL. XV. 98 
bd + 


insulted, trodden under foot and despoiled by foreign 
armies and foreign rulers? Those only who have 
heard it described by sufferers and eye-witnesses, 
can understand how entirely all the objects, plans, 
pursuits, and affections of social existence take 
their color from such overwhelming political 
events. 

We shall use our historical thread, however, no 
further than to make our extracts intelligible and 
coherent to those who may not be familiar with the 
story of the War of Liberation. In recurring to- 
scenes 80 afflicting to humanity, and so little honor- 
able to the people of France, we have not the least 
intention of reawakening slumbering resentments 
against them, or marking them out as peculiarly 
deserving of the condemnation of mankind. They 
were but the legitimate successors of the Prussians. 
in the all-corrupting school of conquest; and, if 
we must acknowledge that the vices and enor- 
mities they learned in it were more glaring, we 
must also recollect that they were the result of 
more deadly provocation, were committed in more 
heated blood, and were exhibited on a wider and 
loftier stage. If the study of the causes on which 
depends the character of an individual be deeply 
interesting, the investigation of those which go to 
form the character of a nation are far more so; 
and we believe it will be found that, in both cases, 
great, rapid, and brilliant success is alike fatal. 
In this dizzy career, every tutelary genius appointed 
to guard our way through life—conscience, hu- 
manity, moderation, prudenee—one after another, 
take their flight ; till at length the nation, or the 
man, drunk with triumphs and abandoned to the 
madness of power, defies the opinions and outrages 
the feelings of mankind, wearies the patience of 
Heaven, and rushes on inevitable ruin. The two 
nations, which will appear as the chief actors in 
the tragedy before us, paid in turn the penalty of 
their “ glory.” The overthrow of Prussia is not 
more clearly traceable to the habits and sentiments 
engendered by the victorious career she had run, 
than are the reverses of France, and the moral 
maladies by which she is stil] afflicted, to the char- 
acter she acquired and exhibited during the por- 
tentous period of her military triumphs. 

Such, then, even to the winning party, are the 
results of aggressive war : to the losing, who does 
not know that they are wounds and death, hunger 
and cold; ruined houses, burned cities, and desolate 
fields; orphan children and childless parents? We 
need not insist on these grosser and more obvious 
effects of war. We would rather call the atten- 
tion of our readers to the complete disturbance of 
domestic life; the interruption of all useful and 
beneficent pursuits ; the destruction of social con- 
fidence; the entire dislocation of the plans and 
employments, the hopes and the fortunes, of every 
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class of men not directly employed or interested in 
the trade of war. It has often been said, with the 
selfishness of security, that we, in our sea-girt isle, 
have no idea of what war is. But the obligation 
which we are under is only so much the more im- 
perative to show what it is, and for that purpose, 
to look steadily at the fearful details of the hideous 
whole—comprehended in a word which glides so 
trippingly over many a thoughtless tongue. And 
as England's voice is most potent in that great 
council of nations where this supreme question must 
generally be decided, it is right that every human 
being within her realm should learn what an abyss 
of misery lies hidden under the romance and the 
splendor of war. We particularly recommend the 
study to those who can never share its dangers. 
They are often—shall we say therefore !—the 
greatest admirers of its splendor and romance ; and 
the least scrupulous as to the sentiments or the 
measures that render it inevitable. 

Befere we proceed further, we must inquire, 
what were the dispositions of the German people 
towards Fragce at the commencement of the French 
Revolution? It might have been imagined that 
the wars of Louis XIV. would have left their minds 
full of bitter resentment and antipathy; but this 
was not so. The unequalled prestige enjoyed by 
that monarch, and by his country in his day, over- 
came every other feeling. France not only occu- 
pied the largest place in the eyes of Europe, but 
was the object of general imitation. French was 
the language of good society throughout Germany ; 
no one was welcome at the table of Kaunitz who 
did not speak it. Prince Henry of Prussia affected 
to be hardly able to speak German; and we all 
know what were the tastes of his illustrious brother. 
Even the men of letters who hung about the small 
courts, like Zimmerman, addressed their fade and 
sentimental flattery to the women, in stiff and cum- 
brous French. In science, letters, and art, Ger- 
many was the willing pupil and tributary of France. 
Nor were the ideas which led to the Revolution 
unwelcome there. 
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“ The great events in France,” says the ven- 
erable Jacobs of Gotha, ‘‘ had from the first seized 
upon all minds. Most men rejoiced in the revo- 
lution which had taken place in that ill-governed 
country ; opinions hitherto confined to books, like 
an occult science, and now proclaimed from the 
tribune, found general sympathy ; and the number 
of those in favor of the old absolutism was very 
small. Gradually, however, people of sense and 
humanity were alienated from the cause: and the 
fate of men of science and letters made, naturally 
enough, a profound impression in Germany.”’ 


There is a letter of Goethe’s, written in 1793, 
lately published, in which, with the good sense 
that always distinguished him, he says—‘ Mr. 
Sieveking may be a rich man and a clever man ; 
but he has not got far enough to perceive that the 
song ‘ Allons, enfans, &c., is not suited to well- 
to-do people in any language ; but was written and 
composed for the comfort and encouragement of 
poor devils. That song, at a well-furnished table, 
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seems to me like ‘Pain bis, et liberté,’ as the motto 
of a rich man; or ‘ Wenig, aber mit Recht,’ (Little 
but justly,) as that of an arch-Jew.’’ So that it 
appears that the Marseillaise was then in favor 
with those opulent and honorable citizens of Ham- 
burg, of whom the family of Sieveking may be 
taken to have been, as it still is, the type and the 
ornament. They had opportunities enough after- 
wards, for estimating the practical value of the 
sentiments it inspired. 

The feelings of hostility and fear with which 
the French have been, and indeed still are (though 
in a mitigated degree) regarded throughout Ger- 
many, are to be attributed, we think, entirely to 
Napoleon’s domination. They arose out of the 
unfavorable view of the French character which 
the conquered people were certain to receive from 
conquering armies, and from the herd of overbear- 
ing and unprincipled adventurers whom those ar- 
mies planted among them. ‘The fierce resentment 
which burst forth in 1812—13, was the result of 
recent injury ; and not at all of any older or fan- 
ciful antipathy. 


‘s Five years had now elapsed,” says Droysen, 
“ since Europe rose up to put down that Revolution 
which, whatever were its deformities and excesses, 
gave utterance and effect to ideas for which the 
traditionary power of the old states was no match. 
Where were now the haughty threats of the princes 
and their courts? Where the arrogant pedantry of 
the old art of war, or the high-sounding common- 
pice of the far-famed wisdom of cabinets? Old 

urope had lost all consistence. 

s Nor was this all. The ‘terror’ was over. 
Though the internal affairs of France were still 
without form or order, it was evident that a new 
basis of civil and political life had been secured, in 
harmony with ideas universally diffused, and wants 
universally felt, in the eighteenth century. The 
principles of religious toleration, freedom of thought 
and conscience, and equality before the law, which 
had been accepted by all enlightened men, were 
now reduced from theory to practice. The enthu- 
siasm of youth, the hopes of philanthropists, and 
the instincts of the people, were in favor of the state 
which now began to extricate itself out of the chaos 
of the revolution. 

s You kave only the nobles against you,’ said 
a Prussian minister to the French ambassador :* 
‘the king and the people are openly for France. 
The revolution which you have made from below 
upwards, will be slowly accomplished in Prussia 
from above downwards: the king is a democrat, 
after his fashion ; he is incessantly endeavoring to 
curtail the privileges of the nobles, but by slow 
means. In a few years feudal rights will cease to 
exist in Prussia.’ ”’ 


Meanwhile, what was the political state of Ger- 
many, and in what manner did her princes prepare 
to resist or counteract the progress of opinions so 
menacing to their power? 

Our readers may, perhaps, recollect the cynical 
description of the proceedings of the Congress of 
Rastadt, contained in Lang’s Memoirs; ‘‘a 
work,” says Droysen, ‘‘ on this as on other points 


* Otto’s Report, August, 1799. 
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wote deserving of credit than our national pride is 
willing to admit.” The baseness and degradation, 
the treachery and dishonesty, which had been 
reduced to a sort of system at that assembly, were 
now put into infamous practice. The emperor had 
signed the peace of Luneville without consulting 
the members of the empire; and, strange to gay, 
had been rewarded with their thanks. By this 
treaty, the left bank of the Rhine was ceded to 
France, and compensation, according to the prin- 
ciples laid down at Rastadt, was to be granted to 
the lesser priaces thus dispossessed of their hered- 
itary demains. The sovereigns saw the tempting 
spoil within reach, and thought enly by whose aid 
they could grasp it. They turaed with shameless 
solicitations to Paris—each against his neighbor. 
** At Paris,” says Herr von Gagern, ‘in tke gar- 
ret of a certain Matthieu, from Strasburg, a tool 
of Talleyrand’s, were our provinces cut up and 
parcelled out.” 

On the 25th February, 1803, the resolution of 
the deputation of the empire was presented to the 
diet ; accepted on the 24th March; and ratified 
by the emperor on the 27th April :— 


‘¢ And thus was coacluded,”’ says Droysen, ‘ the 
most unjust and the most disastrous work recorded 
in German histery. 

‘ The empire lost about 1200 square miles of 
territory, containing feur millions of souls. The 
so-called indemnities awarded to the princes, con- 
sisted of the plunder of the church property within 
their newly acquired dominions, of the free cities, 
and even the Hanse towns, which were handed over 
to the arbitrary rule of their new masters. ‘The 
electoral college, too, was totally altered; in short, 
the political dismemberment of the eirpire was 
accomplished, and the semblance of unien among 
its members only served to facilitate the further 
enfeeblement and ruin of tke several states, Ger- 
many, like France, had thus her revolution. But 
in the latter it was effected by the people; in the 
former by the princes. Rights and privileges, 
property and tradition, were equally trampled wader 
foot. In Germany, a3 in France, the ancient aris- 
tocracy of the land was sacrificed ; but without the 
smallest advantage to the people, and wholly with- 
out their coöperation, 

“ To complete the miscrable picture of the times 
——the secularized churches and convents were 
plundered and sold to Jews ; their altar-pieces, and 
reliquaries, and painted windows, transferred to the 
collections of ‘distinguished arnateurs,’ and their 
ancient archives and manuscripts sold for waste 
paper.”’ 

It cannot be denied that the dissolution of that 
old feudal corporation, called ‘‘ the empire,” was 
not only inevitable, but desirable. It had survived 
all the conditions of its existence. But the change 
‘was accomplished in a manner equally disgraceful 
to the honor, and destructive of the energies, of the 
nation. ‘Though existing rights were wholly dis- 
regarded, no attempt was made to reform old 
abuses, or to introduce new and improved institu- 
tions ; dynastic interests were the only ones con- 
sulted. 

The sovereigns of Germany had indeed cut 
away the only ground, on which any consistent 
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defence of legitimacy could be made, from under 
their feet. They had adopted the destructive 
principles, and had shared the spoil, of the French 
revolution. ‘They had recognized no right but the 
tight of the strongest ; and it now remained to be 
seen in whose hands that right would ultimately 
be vested. With the rapacity which grows rank 
or the soil of unjust gain, all were striving for 
mere. Austria had not abandoned her designs on 
Bavaria; Prussia longed to round her territory 
with Hanover; the small princes were greedy to 
swallow up the still smaller, as they had already 
done the free cities and the dominions of the 
church. And in the midst of all this they claimed 
not only the allegiance but the attachment of sub- 
jects to whom they were strangers, and whom 
they had forcibly wrested from their legitimate 
masters. 

So great was the want of all union and sympa- 
thy between the several states, that when, in 1803, 
Bonaparte seized upon Hanover, the empire looked 
on in silence. No attempt was made by the 
neighboring states (who might have beheld in this 
the fate reserved for themselves) to succor the 
brave Hanoverians; there followed nothing but 
words from insulted Prussia. In 1804, misunder- 
standings arose between France aud Austria; yet, 
even taen, no complaints of this act of violence 
were heard from the latter. On the contrary, a 
general satisfacuon prevailed, that the ambition of 
Prussia, whose designs on Hanover were. well 
known, had received such a check ! 

Meanwhile, a tendency to combination among 
the lesser powers of Germany (Kleindeutschland) 
was already perceptible. It soon produced the 
protectorate of France, and the confederation of 
tke Rhine. 

It had been confidently expected that the cabinet 
of Vienna would unite with England and Russia. 
But the state of that cabinct, as described by those 
most deeply versed in its secrets, was such, that 
no reliance whatever could be placed on it. War, 
conquest, and the exclusively military spirit en- 
gendered by them—a spirit compounded of blind 
mechanical routine, and a sort of deification of 
brute force—were the chief causes of the degra- 
dation of Prussia. The causes of the corruption 
of Austria were more remote and complicated. 
Among them, however, we may venture to assign 
the reaction, following on the humane, but rash 
and premature, attempts of the Emperor Joseph to 
force upon a backward people reforms which they 
were wholly unable to appreciate. The tragical 
history of that illustrious martyr to a passionate, 
but most autocratic philanthropy, and an over-esti- 
mate of the power of men to understand their own 
interests, has yet to be written; for the instruction 
of those who think that good government can co- 
exist with popular ignorance and stupidity. The 
violent prejudice thus excited against everything 
like improvement, threw the power into the hands 
of its most inveterate enemies. The result was 
not difficult to foresee. It was one among the 
many ‘‘ felicities’? which marked the early career 
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of Napoleon. He trusted, not without reason, to 
the torpor, inefficiency, and corruption of the Aus- 
trian ministry. 

At length Russia and Austria did declare war 
upon France. But it was still doubtful to which 
aide Prussia, Bavaria, Wurtcnberg, and Baden 
would incline. While the dispositions of these 
powers, whom it was so important to conciliate, 
were yet in suspense, the Austrian general, Prince 
Schwartzenberg, nevertheless, entered Munich, and 
peremptorily demanded that the Bavarian troops 
should immediately join those under his command ; 
offering in return the protection and guaranty of 
Austria ;—Austria, which for centuries had never 
for an instant renounced its projects on Bavaria! 
The unfortunate elector, unable either to trust 
these invaders or to resist them, wrote with his 
own hand, to ‘ entreat on his knees” (kniefallig) 
to be allowed to maintain his neutrality, for that 
his son was travelling in France. ‘‘ A father, 
overwhelmed with terror and despair, tmplores 
mercy for his son!” He hastened, however, to 
Wurzburg to call out his Franconian troops; and 
on the same day the Austrian army crossed the 
Inn, in grand divisions, ‘‘ to take up the fine posi- 
tion of Ulm!” levying contributions on their way, 
and paying Bavarian peasants with Austrian paper 
money, which in Austria itself was not worth 
thirty per cent. After this, who can wonder at 
the alienation of Bavaria from the common cause 
of Germany, or the alacrity with which she joined 
the banner of France? 

It cannot be supposed that the keen eye of 
Napoleon overlooked the advantages which the 
conduct of German to German thus threw into his 
hands. ‘The invasion of Bavaria,” said his 
ambassabor, ‘ sufficiently demonstrates what are 
the designs of Austria.” And Napoleon declared, 
“that he would defend the independence and secu- 
rity of Germany, against Austria.” To Wur- 
tenberg and Baden, Austria merely announced her 
regret that she could afford them no protection ; 
they must decide for themselves what to do in this 
extremity. Ney was before Stuttgart, and de- 
manded contributions. The elector replied, that 
he could not comply with the terms proposed. 
‘* But your country can,” replied Napoleon, ‘‘ and 
I will protect you against your estates.” Wurten- 
berg and Baden soon followed the example of 
Bavaria, and joined Napoleon. 

The first great blow fell upon Austria. The 
30th of October witnessed Mack’s capitulation at 
Ulm. Onthe 2d December, the battle of Auster- 
litz was fought: and with that disastrous battle, 
Francis gave up all for lost. The emperor of 
Germany resolved to go in person to the enemy’s 
head-quarters, to sue for peace. He went, accom- 
panied by one aide-de-camp. His air—never 
remarkable for dignity or grace—was now such 
as to inspire pity. In this abject state the head 
of the holy Roman empire was received by Napo- 
leon, surrounded by all his generals, and invested 
with all the pomp of supreme power. The con- 
queror, however, was gracious; and not only for- 
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gave him, but promised him peace ‘‘ on reasonable 
terms.” The first of these was, the immediate 
removal of the Russian troops from Austria. It 
is affirmed by an eye-witness of the scene, that the 
emperor, on his return from this humiiating con- 
ference, expressed his satisfaction at being relieved 
from one fear; namely, that Bonaparte should ask 
the hand of the Archduchess Maria Louisa for 
Eugene, Viceroy of Italy. ‘* No,” exclaimed he ; 
‘* sooner should he have stripped me of everythng 
—I would rather have become a private gentle- 
man !”’ 

Throughout the whole of this time, Prussia had 
been vacilluting. Had she been able fo throw into 
the scale the moral weight of disinterestedness and 
justice, she might perhaps, even then, have im- 
posed peace on Europe. But her conduct, espe- 
cially with regard to Hanover, had deprived her 
of this preponderance. Her anxiety for neutrality 
was ascribed to weakness ; and her efforts to pre- 
serve peace were tumed against her by both par- 
ties. 

Her prime-minister, Haugwitz, was dispatched 
to congratulate Napofeon on his victory over Aus- 
tria; and the reception he met with was as insult- 
mg as his errand was despicable. ‘‘ You want to 
be the allies of all the world!’’ said the haughty 
conqueror—adding, that he would forgive what 
was past on one condition: Prussia must immedi- 
ately form an indisseluble union with France, and, 
as a pledge of her sincerity, occupy Hanover. On 
the 15th December, Haugwitz accordingly signed 
a treaty, containing the following clause :— 
‘ Prussia takes Hanover; giving Ansbach to 
Bavaria, Cleves and Neuchatel to France.” On 
returning to Berlin from this sorry mission, the 
minister was insulted in the king's antechamber, 
and his house nearly pulled down by the exasper- 
ated populace ; the court, with the exception of 
the king, showed so marked an aversion to him, 
that he actually entreated the king not to ratify the 
treaty, and to allow him to retire from his service. 
But what availed all this? The cabinet, after 
long deliberation, decided ‘‘ to occupy Hanover for 
the present!” Every step taken plunged the 
country into deeper embarrassment; friends were 
alienated, and foes embittered. 

On the 26th December, the Empcror Francis 
concluded the peace of Presburg, bought with 
enormous sacrifices. Immediately after the fall of 
Ulm, the elector arch-chancellor had issued an 
address, appealing to the patriotism of all good 
Germans “‘ to endeavor to maintain the unity of the 
empire, and obedience to its ancient laws.” But 
already, as we have seen, Baden, Wuirtenberg, 
and Bavaria, had allied themselves with Napoleon ; 
the two latter had received from him the title of 
king, the former that of grand-duke, with the 
condition of ‘* absolute sovereignty, the same as that 
of Austria and Prussia,” attached to the new 
crowns. And all this had been done without any 
reference to the diet of the empire. The empire 
was indeed defunct. 

Then followed the intermarriages of the sover- 
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eign houses with the Corsican family, in which 
Bavaria led the way. The princes of Germany 
became the courtiers of the Tuileries: where the 
hard hands of soldiers of fortune were never tired 
of grasping the bribes, which, wrung from the 
wretched people of Germany, were to be spent in 
riveting their chains. On the 12th July, 1806, 
sixteen German princes signed the act of the con- 
federation of the Rhine, which Napoleon ratified 
on the 19th. A few days afterwards, the emperor 
Francis abdicated the throne of Germany. Once 
more—once, and no more—did ‘‘ the elected 
Roman empervr, in all times the augmentor of the 
empire,” (Mehrer des Reichs,) speak to Germany. 
He said, ‘‘ We hold it due to our principles and 
our henor to renounce a throne which could have 
value in our eyes only so long as we were able to 
respond to the confidence reposed in us by the 
electors, princes, and estates, and to fulfil our 
obligations towards them,” &c. &c. 

The sixteen princes above mentioned now formed 
a league of independent sovereigns. Frankfurt 
was to be the seat of the confederation and its dis- 
cussions. The fundamental statutes, or constitu- 
tion, of this body never appeared; but Napoleon 
became its protector, ‘‘ solely from pacific motives,”’ 
&c. &c.; and a treaty of alliance was concluded 
between the confederate princes and ‘‘ the French 
empire.” They were rewarded with additional 
territory, and with other marks of favor. The 
dominions of sixty-seven princes and counts, imme- 
diate feudatories of the empire, the lands of the 
two great religious orders, the citics of Frankfurt 
and Nurnberg, were partitioned out among the 
sixteen. The other German sovereigns were told 
that they were free to join the confederation. 

Having thus secured his tools, Napoleon took 
care that they should be efficient ones; and that 
they should never be able to allege want of power 
to extort from their subjects whatever it might suit 
him to demand. He declared that he did not 
acknowledge the constitution of the empire; but 
acknowledged the ‘‘ souveraineté entière et absolue” 
of each prince. The emperor Francis had already 
absolved all the estates of the empire, the mem- 
bers of the imperial chamber, (Reichskammer- 
gericht,) and the other servants of the empire, from 
their oath and allegiance; so that Germany was 
now broken up into as many separate states as 
remained unincorporated in the confederation of the 
Rhine. 

Such was the end—such the unhonored obse- 
quies of the most ancient and august empire of the 
German nation; once the pride of Christendom, 
and the shield of a brave and loyal people! So 
long as the name even of a supreme head of the 
empire remained, the people, however divided by 
dynastic interests, had a point of political unity, 
and a claim on the protection of his imperia] maj- 
esty the chief of the empire. 


s“ Now were felt,” says Arndt, “‘ the sins of the 
fast five or ten years. The corruption, the ruin, 
was complete and overwhelming. The princes 
withdrew from the struggle for the common cause 
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of Germany. Cowardly and rapacious, they saw 
not what they lost. The people were dishonored 
and insulted ; the ancient fortresses pulled down; 
Germany lay defenceless, divided and bleeding ;— 
great in nothing but recollections. On the other 
side, the enemy built forts and castles, bridges and 
custom-houses ; lorded it over the Rhine and its 
princes ; tore citizens from their homes in the midst 
of peace to lawless executions, and ordered German 
sovereigns to Paris and Maintz like valets. The 
last feeling of honor and nationality was dead.” 

“t It seemed to be understood,” adds Droysen in 
the same spirit, ‘‘ that the fall of the empire involved 
the abolition of all territorial rights and institutions ; 
that the declaration of absolute sovereignty which 
Napoleon had launched against Germany, was of 
force to free her princes from all the checks and ob- 
ligations, in virtue of which they held the inherit- 
ance of their forefathers. They had now, indeed, 
absolute sovereignty in name, but which of them 
was strong enough to assert it against external ag- 
gression! They had been eager to shake off the 
legitimate supremacy of their emperor; now the 
iron yoke of a foreign ‘ protector’ was on their necks, 
and they were fain to seek compensation for the 
perpetual humiliations to which they were exposed, 
in arbitrary acts towards the subjects whom he had 
delivered over to their caprice, or to the still worse 
oppressions which he might choose to enjoin upon 
them. 

‘We shall see hereafter the good that sprang 
out of all this evil; but that was furthest from 
the intentions of the despot. Ali that he desired 
was, to extort supplies from these princes and their 
lands ; to break them in to obedience, to hold them 
in complete subjection. Shortly after the peace of 
Presburg, when new misunderstandings with Aus- 
tria arose, and Napoleon required that the whole 
French army should be fed by Germany, the king 
of Wurtemberg resisted the demands of the French 
general; on which he was told that ‘he owed so 
much to the emperor, that he ought to esteem him- 
self fortunate in an opportunity of showing his grat 
itude.’ 

s Yet even now Germany had not reached the 
lowest depth of degradation ; she had to be trodden 
out and winnowed before she could be regenerated. 
Not that the people were morally degraded ; they 
had will, foree, and indignation, but their habitual 
sense of duty to their rulers kept them quiet; they 
had no other way of displaying their moral strength 
than by endurance.”’ 
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We give this on the authority not only of M. 
Droysen, but of numerous other writers. We 
must confess, however, that highly as we value 
the ‘‘ habitual sense of duty to rulers,” as well as 
the faculty of “‘ endurance” when calamity is in- 
evitSble, it does seem to us that these virtues were 
pushed to a very remarkable extent, considering 
the intolerable provocation, and the great length 
of time during which it was borne. <A people 
trained in greater freedom of thought and indepen- 
dence of action would have sooner seen that the 
moment for duty to rulers who had forgotten all 
duty to them, was over; and that the time for 
spontaneous action had arrived. Without, there- 
fore, in the least degree undervaluing the heroic pa- 
triotism displayed by Germany in 1812 and 1813, we 
should be glad to see a little less tendency in mod- 
ern German writers, especially Prussians, to the old 
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vice of self-laudation. They did, at last, what all 
men must do, whose country labors under an in- 
sufferable yoke; and they did it with steady de- 
votedness: but it must be remembered that the 
conqueror’s star was then no longer in the ascend- 
ant; and that he had begun to give proof of that 
heaven-sent madness which is the harbinger of 
perdition. We have spoken of the corruption and 
backwardness of Austria; but Austria alone, an- 
der her great captain, the illustrious Archdake 
Charles, dared to stand up against Napoleon sin- 
gle-handed, while in the very height of his yet 
unbroken power. The truth is, that the whole 
country was feeble and languid, and, for a time, 
paralyzed. Goethe says, in a letter dated 1804, 
« The whole of Germany is divided among the 
mischievous, the timorous, and the indifferent.” 
Droysen’s expression would appear to countenance 
the writers who assume a totally different moral 
condition in the people, and in the higher classes ; 
always (need we say!) to the disadvantage of the 
latter. But Stein and W. von Humboldt, Scharn- 
horst and Gneisenau—the men who never despaired 
of their country, and at length saved it—were not 
men of the people; nor, admirably as the peo- 
ple obeyed their call, do we find any trace of an 
attempt at spontaneous movement among them. 
It is time that these class antipathics should be 
consigned to the same contempt as national antip- 
athies—whenever they rest upon no better basis. 

The only instructive inquiry is, what were the 
means, by which a nation, once conspicuous for 
hardihood and energy, had been brought into this 
state of feebleness and lethargy. Among the 
causes usually assigned, we find, long and fierce 
religious wars; frequent struggles between the 
nobles and the people; an exclusive municipal 
spirit, leading to the isolation of interests and sym- 
pathies ; in short, the long and general distraction, 
by which the country had been physically and 
morally wearied, bewildered, and exhausted. 

‘¢ For a long time,” says a German writer, “ the 
opulent and pacific inhabitants of the imperial cities 
had been well content to purchase immunity from 
all warlike toils, by hiring bands of mercenaries, 
led by noble, often princely, condottieri. Such a 
soldiery was, of course, eminently unnational, and 
consequently wholly without political ideas or at- 
tachments. Indeed, the charaeter of the century 
extending from the thirty years’ war to that of the 
French revolution, was one of feebleness and indif- 
ference. Even the wars partook of this character. 
No great principle—not even an earnest popular 
feeling—was engaged inthem. The French revo- 
lutionary war once more showed the world how 
unconquerable is an army inspired by an idea.” 
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But it is impossible to form any just opinion of 
a country so extensively and profoundly subject to 
intellectual influences as Germany, without taking 
into account the state and tendencies of its literature. 
If it be true that the literature of a nation must 
always be the exponent of its character and senti- 
ments, it is no less true that it powerfully reacts 
on them; and of this, we think, proof enough is 
not wanting at this day. It is important, there- 
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fore, to learn what literary tastes had been formed, 
and what literary influences exercised, at the pe- 
riod immediately preeediug the French revolution. 

Towards the end of the last century, the higher 
classes of Germany “had sunk their own nation- 
ality m that of France.” While the noble lan- 
guage which Luther had built up, was almost 
ignored by ‘ good society’ and regarded as a 
plebeian dialect, Frederic the Great had done all 
he could to give currency and authority to the lit- 
erature of France, then at the pinnacle of its bril- 
liancy, and also of its profligacy. The result could 
not be doubtful: for Germany had little to oppose 
to the foreign torrent, nor could that little obtain 2 
hearing among the more authoritative classes of 
society. So deeply seated, however, was the 
unchangeable dissimilarity of the two nations, that 
the views of life and society which were thus in- 
troduced, assumed a totally different color in pass- 
ing through their new medium. Licentiousness 
took a form im Germany suited to the speculative, 
poetical, and affectionate eharacter of the people. 

In all the Teutonic races, however otherwise 
modified, the paramount importance attached to 
domestic life and the domestic relations, is that 
perhaps by which they are most distinguished from 
the nations of Roman deseent. Thus in France 
marriage had come to be regarded without hesita- 
tion, as a matter of externa} convenienee and util- 
ity. Making no appeal to the sentiments, and 
possessing no inward force or sanctity, it furnished 
the romance writer or the dramatist with a ground- 
work for the gay and amusing intricacies of his 
plot, or with an interminable theme for wit and 
satire, bight and hard as tempered steel. This 
ticklish question, once put upon the anvil for dis- 
cussion, was very differently handled in Germany. 
The relation between the sexes there became the 
subject of refined analysis and intrepid logie. Wri- 
ters and readers shrank from no novelty and no 
paradox. The imagination, feelmgs, and passions 
were systematically withdrawn from the control of 
reason, whose jurisdiction m “ affairs of the heart’” 
was denied altogether; and from traditionary mo- 
rality, which was regarded as blind and narrow 
prejudice. Almost every relation and conditien 
of social life was called in question, and grave 
practical problems were propounded, more fre- 
quently (need we add?) than solved. 

An institution or estate pre€minently requiring 
the perpetual presence of good sense, self-control, 
moderate expectations, and a firm and humble prep- 
aration fer evil and weary hours, was not fikely 
to fare better in the hands of the speculative scn- 
timentalists of Germany, than im those of the seuf- 
fing wits of France. Every form of tedium and 
unhappiness which marriage can bring, has aceord- 
ingly been exhibited by them, and every conceivable 
mode of escape or mitigation, direct or indirect, 
suggested. They did not wait till personal suf- 
fering had misled the most eloquent of living French 
writers into that smpasse, or till the feebter herd of 
her admirers and imitators had invited the public 
to the spectacle of their sorrows and disappoint- 
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ments. A tone of whining sentimentality was |a book as Woldemar? 


thus given to books and men—the worst, because 
the most insiduous form that selfishness can assume. 
“ The history of the human heart,” says an inge- 
nious critic,* ‘‘ as it manifests itself in the individ- 
ual, was held to be more important than the history 
of mankind. Vanity and affectation were called 
into play to enhance the effect of these new erea- 
tions. The poison of sentimentality, (Empfindelci,) 
generated by peculiar circumstances in a body 
originally robust, spread, and caused an epidemy 
which is still not entirely eradicated from Germany, 
so prone to catch this disease, and to exhibit it 
under the most singular forms.” At the time of 
the publication of Goethe’s Werther, the national 
mind was in a peculiarly morbid and susceptible 
state. What reader of German is not familiar 
with the strange appearances of the ‘‘Sturm und 
Drang Periode?’’? The discussion of public ques- 
tions, the participation in public business, (at once 
the fruitful source, and the safe employment, of a 
nation’s energy,) were forbibden to the people of 
Germany ; yet it was impossible that they should 
not feel the vibration of that earthquake which 
shook the foundations of every received opinion 
and every established institution. The result was 
a sort of feeble fermentation ; a morbid enthusiasm, 
(Schwarmerei,) of which the small world of self 
was the object ;—an eternal ‘‘ subjective” study ; 
—-and, at the same time, an uneasy consciousness 
of weakness, and a dread of every assault of truth 
and reason, whence alone healing could come. 
Men seemed designedly to lay aside all virility of 
character, and to outdo the weakest woman in 
flaccid self-abandonment. Fortitude, energy, self- 
control, were treated as proofs of a hard, cold, 
prosaic nature, and were looked on with scorn. 
‘* The influence of Werther,” says Professor W olff, 
“ was incomparably greater on the life, than on the 
literature, of that period.” 

The good sense which was preéminent among 
the many gifts showered on Goethe, soon led him 
to perceive all that was false and pernicious in his 
own work. With his usual ‘‘ subjective’? way of 
looking at things, (not to use a harsher word,) 
Goethe always treated the production of Werther 
as a sort of morbid crisis—a means of throwing 
off certain peccant moral humors, of which he was 
well pleased to be rid. But he was implacable 
towards those who set themselves to ape and cari- 
cature what had burst from him as a real, and, as 
he declared, painful confession. The contempt 
with which he always spoke of the ‘‘ Literatur der 
Empfindsamkeit,’”’ is well known; but, unfortu- 
nately, poisons operate more rapidly and more po- 
tently than antidotes ; nor did all his scorn of the 
sentimental school correct the mischief done by his 
own beautiful creation. 

The grace and power with which it is written 
are so incomparable, that it would prove little 
against a people to have been carried away by it; 
but what can explain or justify the success of such 
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This success would be the 
most astonishing thing in the world, were not the 
production of it by a screne and virtuous philoso- 
pher—Jacobi—more astonishing still. Such a 
symptom shows the height to which the disease 
had gone. ‘The intense weariness and disgust 
with which we toiled through it, lead us to believe 
that very few of our readers have submitted to a 
similar labor. We may, therefore, be excused for 
dwelling a few moments on a work about which 
volumes were in its day written, and over which, 
no doubt, rivers of tears were shed. Its prime 
characteristic is falsehood. There is not a person 
who is natural or true, nor an action that is prob- 
able. The men, especially the hero, have no 
vestige of the manly character—not even manly 
vices; their ‘‘ normal state” is that of a nervous, 
fantastic woman ; their emotions are paroxysms of 
hysterical and impotent violence ; they weep, sob, 
kneel, fall on the sofa, on each other’s necks, on 
the necks of all their pure and sublime heroines, 
sometimes for joy, sometimes for sorrow—some- 
times, as it seems to us, without any assignable 
reason; for there are no tragica] incidents, nor 
even any natural passions to account for these 
demonstrations. All the distresses in the book 
are the offspring of selfishness and vanity, nursed 
into a sort of madness ; and concurring with weak 
nerves, weak intellects, a thorough prostration of 
character, and a thorough perversion of views. 
We beg not to be understood to share the odious and 
cynical notion of the impossibility of friendship be- 
tween persons of different sexes. Such friendships 
are, we know, not only not impossible—they are 
not rare; but they must be established on reason- 
able grounds, and conceived by reasonable persons. 
The assumption that a passion called friendship, 
which absorbs the whole being, and renders life 
intolerable out of the sight of its object, can be 
entertained without prejudite to conjugal fidelity, 
or to maiden freedom and purity, is the thing which 
renders this book peculiarly absurd, mischievous, 
and, at the same time, characteristic. Licentious 
books, written by vicious men, are unfortunately 
confined to no nation; they are of the nature of 
open warfare, and he who reads them knows to 
what he exposes himself; but this complete mis- 
statement of every-day facts, these radically false 
and impracticable views of the nature, duties, and 
position of either sex, inculcated by a man of un- 
blemished life, and not only acquiesced in, but 
admired by numbers of worthy people, is a national 
Erscheinung worthy of remark. ‘The taste for 
such pernicious distortion is gone by ; and so is the 
state of morals of which it was at once the off- 
spring and the nurse. We are sorry we have not 
room for some admirable remarks upon Woldemar 
by Frederic Schlegel. And yet, who that reads 
them would believe that they are written by the 
author of a work so notoriously immoral, that we 
have seen its title used to qualify the lax and 
vicious period preceding the French invasion? 
The expression, die Lucinde Zeit—* the Lucinda 


* Wolff. Allgemeine Geschichte des Romans. Jena. | time’’—sufficiently marks the sensation it created, 
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and the reprobation it called forth. In this case, 
however, the author's domestic relations, as well 
as those of several of his friends, were of the most 
irregular and experimental kind ; and of these his 
novel may be taken to be a sort of defence. It 
enjoyed a degree of popularity, and excited a 
degree of controversy, which are totally inexpli- 
cable from any beauty or merit it possesses. 
Nothing, indeed, but the necessity of appreciating 
the state of the public mind indicated by its whilom 
. reputation, would enable any one now to go through 
the task of reading, or trying to read it. It is now 
fallen into deserved neglect. We observe with 
satisfaction, that sensible people who lived through 
those times, do not affect to separate public men 
from private virtues, by the broad line sometimes 
attempted to be drawn between them. They per- 
ceived that the whole nation was enfeebled ; and the 
self-indulging character of private life went far to 
prepare sober and far-sighted men for the public ruin. 

Were we disposed at present to exhibit German 
sentimentalism on its ludicrous side, matter enough 
is at hand ; but this is not the time or place for it. 
We cannot, however, refuse our readers one little 
trait recorded by Hoffinann, whose satirical spirit 
revelled in what was passing around him. 

When he was in Bamberg in 1808, the Princess 
of Neufchatel, daughter of the Duke of Bavaria, 
who was residing there, came to visit her father. 
The director of the theatre wanted to celebrate her 
birth-day, and requested Hoffman to write a pro- 
logue. He says :— i 
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‘ I threw together a heap of vulgar sentimentali- 
ty, composed music to suit, and it was represented ; 
—lights, horns, echoes, mountains, rivers, trees 
with names carved on them, flowers, garlands— 
nothing was spared. It took amazingly, and I re- 
ceived thirty carolines from the princess’ mother, 
for the emotion I had procured her, (für die ver- 
schafte Ruhrung,) accompanied with very gracious 
expressions. Ata certain passage in the prologue 
—‘ I went—I flew—I rushed into her arms!’ (an 
enormously fine climax)—the mother and daughter 
embraced wecping, in the ducal box! ‘The pro- 
logue had also pleased the public, and was demand- 
ed for another day. The ducal personages again 
appeared in their box, and, at the same passage, 
wept and embraced with the greatest punctuality ! 
whereupon the public testified their satisfaction by 
loud clapping of hands. My heart laughed within 
me.” 


We cannot leave this subject without remarking, 
that these deplorable weaknesses were connected 
with some of the most admirable and engaging 
peculiarities of the German character. The days 
are coming, nay, are already come, when literature 
and philosophy will cease to play the great part 
in Germany which have long distinguished that 
country from all others—in how many respects to 
its infinite advantage! The days, however, we 
fear, are coming, when the free natural expres- 
sion of the affections will be ‘‘ unmanly,’’ and 
when the embraces and tears of a parting mother 
will be avoided, as ‘“‘a scene.” It is, we fear, 
true, that a great and widely diffused political 
activity, an exciting public life, are almost incom- 
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patible with the high station occupied in Germany 
by literature and art. They have been her queens; 
they must now sink into her playthings. The 
nation, like a jealous parent, will claim the thoughts 
of all her stronger sons, and will leave the culture 
of letters and arts to the less energetic. It is also, 
we fear, true, that vinlity and firmness of charac- 
ter are apt to degenerate into hardness, and that 
the feelings are not habitually suppressed without 
prejudice to their tenderness and force ;—at any 
rate, to that child-like reliance on sympathy which 
has so great a charm. Germany—the Germany 
of our early love and our imagination—will cease 
to be: her ingenuous weaknesses, and her tower- 
ing superiority, will equally disappear. We could 
weep like the heroes of her novels, when we think 
that the singularities we have sometimes laughed 
at, and always loved, (springing as they do from 
sweet and noble sources,) will be swept away by 
the tide of ‘‘ public business.” But this is one 
of the dilemmas which present themselves at every 
turn in human life; calling forth the fruitless lam- 
entations of those who want to combine impossi- 
ble conditions, which reasonable men weigh, when 
choice is within their power, accepting the inevi- 
table alternative with resignation when it Is not. 

We anticipate a little in giving the following 
description of the influences of literature in Im- 
mermann's student-days, which fell within the 
period of the French domination, when higher and 
more earnest thoughts had begun to occupy men's 
minds :— i 

“ Lessing was somewhat out of fashion. His 
adorers were to be found among men of a maturer 
age. But Klopstock was by no means so neglected. 
It was esteemed a sacred duty to have the Messiah 
by one, and, if possible, to master the first ten books. 
His odes gave us no trouble; they filled us with a 
sort of rapture. Woieland’s elegant raillery passed 
with us for the flower of wisdom. Voss’ Lovisa 
was in high honor; above all, Schiller and Goethe, 
the former dead a year before the national downfall, 
and still beaming in the full glow of the sunset; the 
latter, living, and sowing the richest treasures in 
the furrows of the miserable times.” 


He makes some very true and ingenious remarks 
on the origin and nature of German poetry ; on its 
peculiar subjectivity, and the political causes which 
gave it that character. 


s“ It was peculiarly adapted,” he continues, ‘ to 
be the consolation of an oppressed people. Goethe 
and Schiller were the two apostles whose preaching 
elevated the German people to courage and to hope. 
The relation in which the youth of Germany stood 
to their great writers, was one of passionate aifec- 
tion. They appeared to us saints, whose footsteps 
# was the highest happiness to behold. Criticism 
was not thought of by the young men of that day ; 
nor were our eyes distracted. Literature formed 
our only intellectual food. The arts of design, 
which now occupy so many minds, were never even 
mentioned among us.” 


Literature, at that dismal period, nurtured the 
progeny by which it is doomed to be dethroned. 
The youthful minds, which it exalted to heroism 
and strung for action, devoted their newly awa- 
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kened energies to the deliverance of their country 
on the field of battle. The stimulus then given to 
the national spirit (unlike the vicious excitements 
of aggression and conquest) strengthened, instead 
of exhausting it; and from henceforth it will de- 
mand, and will obtain, the employment of its 
energies in the duties of public life. 

The causes we have thus briefly glanced at, 
were in operation throughout Germany. We 
must now examine rather more closely those which 
were peculiar to Prussia; as that power must 
necessarily occupy the most prominent part in any 
history of the times. Her faults contributed the 
most largely to the common ruin of Germany ; and 
her energy, and unconquerable perseverance, to its 
emancipation. Her disgrace was the deepest, her 
resentment the most ardent, her triumphs the most 
brilliant. There is, we may add, another reason 
why Austria and Prussia, if equal in merit, will 
never be so in renown. Prussia has a hundred 
tongues where Austria has one; and a taste for 
celehrity—her enemies say, for self-celebration— 
to which her stately elder sister is an utter stranger. 
The ditference, the antagonism, between these two 
hations will probably never be effaced ; nor is it to 
be desired that either should lose so much of its 
individuality as to resemble the other. At the 
time we are looking back to, however, it was not 
difference, but hostility, that prevailed between 
them. 


‘‘Germany,’’ says Arndt, ‘‘ had become a field 
on which the pretensions of the two great powers— 
the old and the new—the time-hallowed traditions 
of the empire which hung about Austria, and the 
vigor, enterprise, and ambition of the youthful king- 
dom of Prussia were to be decided. They were 
decided in favor of the latter; but at what a cost 
of common national feeling ! How many seeds of 
hatred and jealousy were then sown, the bitter har- 
vest of which was abundantly reaped by the victor ! 
South and Middle Germany, the fruitful mother of 
arts, poetry, and letters, saw with dislike and re- 
sentment the attempt to throw her into the shade. 
The forced fruits of the cold and sandy soil of the 
north, chiefly transplanted from France, were dis- 
tasteful to them. Frederic the Great had estab- 
lished academies, and hired poets and philosophers ; 
but most of them were foreigners, and the better 
and nobler among my countrymen could learn noth- 
ing from men they hated.” 


Prussia had lost in popularity as much as she 
had gained in power. The part she took in the 
peace of Basel, the partition of Poland, and the 
acquisitions called indemnities, but generally re- 
garded as spoliations, had alienated from her the 
hearts of Germany. Nor were the manners of 
ber people, and especially of her soldiery, calcu- 
lated to cast a veil over her offensive superiority, 
or to conciliate those whom she had injured and 
everborne. It is impossible to deny that even now 
Prussia is regarded with more respect than cor- 
diality by Southern Germany. This feeling, we 
are convinced, really has its source in that ‘* in- 
eompatibility of temper’’ for which there is noto- 
riously no eure; yet, at the time in question, the 
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overbearing spirit, the manners at once unbending 
and coarse of the Prussian army, and the preten- 
sions of the Prussian government, had heightened 
this incompatibility into fear and hatred. 
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s: In 1792,” says the venerable Jacobs of Gotha, 
‘* the first body of Prussian troops marched through 
Gotha to the Rhine—the first scene of what a trag- 
edy! While in the common men the feeling of 
honor was extinguished by servile treatment, and 
only habit and fear bound them to their banners, 
their officers, the majority of whom had never 
looked an enemy in the face, spoke with sneering 
contempt of Napoleon’s army. ‘ They havn’t seen 
Prussians yet!’ said they; ‘if this forced inac- 
tivity were now at an end, the victory would soon 
be ours—a victory probably only too easy to be 
honorable.’ To doubt of this was not permitted ; 
any mention of the series of victories won by the 
French, was treated with scorn, and, if persisted 
in, punished with blows. J remember hearing that 
an old general in some company asked the ladies, 
with French fatuité, whether they would not favor 
him with some commissions for Paris !—and that a 
major, before the battle of Jena, boasted ‘ that he 
would make that scoundrel Bonaparte his groom.’ 
Nor was this all. The officers behaved as if in a 
conquered country, without the least regard to de- 
cency or propriety, even towards the Duke of Saxe 
Gotha himself, or his capital. They lived in con- 
temptible indolence and boundless debauchery ; fol- 
lowed maid-servants in an evening into the very 
houses of their masters, and forced themselves by 
violence into private societies, where they created 
disturbances—all with the connivance of their su- 
periors, who did not venture to listen to any com- 
plaint. On the 16th of October, the same boasters 
reappeared in Gotha as prisoners, weary and dis- 
armed, escorted by a small party of voltigeurs.” 


One of the best and clearest accounts of the 
state of the Prussian court, army, and people, just 
before the breaking out of the war with France, 
is to be found in the Memoirs of Freiherr 
von S a. It is to be regretted that the im- 
portant matter contained in this very clever and 
interesting book is hung together by a sort of 
story, which diminishes its value, and gives to 
the most authentic statements and just opinions an 
air of fiction. 


“ It was,” says the author, ‘* extremely impor- 
tant at that time to ascertain accurately the disposi- 
tions of the Prussian court and people; for, even 
where the people have no constitutional character, 
their voice becomes of the greatest weight, as soon 
as their culture is so far advanced that they can 
hardly tolerate a government which does not share 
their own social and political character and ideas. 
This was now unquestionably the case in Berlin— 
among the people, upon whom the government of 
Frederic the Great had produced effects very differ- 
ent from those which he intended. | 

“I ask myself,” he continues, ‘f what the state 
of public opinion in Prussia at that time really was ; 
and I find the answer very difficult. 

“It has often been said that the French arm 
had caught a sort of intoxication, together Sith 
ideas of true liberty, from fighting in America. 
The Prussian was in a wild ferment in consequence 
of having returned from the field without fighting. 
It was manifest that Frederic’s times had given 
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them an impulse, the motive force of which lay 
partly in the personal character of the great mon- 
arch, partly in the consciousness of the exertions 
by which success had been obtained. As this in- 
fluence was no more, and the spirit which prompted 
those exertions had gradually subsided, whence 
should a people without public life, without that 
daily excitement which is kept alive by a constitu- 
tional government, derive any permanent and gen- 
uine public spirit? A pride built on mere ancestry 
became the necessary substitute for it; and espe- 
cially in the army, since Frederic I]. had chiefly 
appealed to the feeling of honor peculiar to the 
officers, as men of birth. To this they clung; and 
an inert posterity regarded the glorious deeds of 
their ancestors in the Seven Years’ War asa family 
inheritance. But this view of the matter, and the 
pretensions which they founded upon it, were 
wholly at variance with the spirit which had arisen 
towards the close of the century. Both as officers 
of the heroic age of Frederic, (which they assumed, 
though without any ground, to be,) and as nobles, 
they were exasperated at the rising military glory 
ofthe French. They took credit for whatever was 
brilliant in the short contest of Prussia with the 
French people, at the beginning of the revolution ; 
and the little tendency the result of this contest 
had to raise the reputation of the Prussian arma, 
was thrown on the incapacity of their leaders; but 
still more on the misconduct of foreign powers. 
‘ Let Prussia,’ said they, ‘ but once enter the lists 
with France, and the superiority of her high-born 
officers, of the school of Frederic the Great, over 
the French bourgeois troops, would soon appear.’ 
Nobody even asked the question whether there was 
any spirit among the common soldiers. It is cer- 
tain that the only enthusiasm felt by the troops had 
been for the person and the deeds of the great king. 
I am aware that such recollections long retain their 
influence over the common people—an influence 
which governments ought sedulously to perpetuate 
and strengthen by education. But mere recollec- 
tions, however glorious, are not sufficient to excite 
popular enthusiasm ; they are not even comparable, 
in this respect, to the feeling of ancestry, which is 
more concentred, and acts upon minds of greater 
refinement. The only means of working on the 
Prussian soldier, was through his hatred and con- 
tempt of the French; and even these had greatly 
subsided, since many seductive accounts of the new 
civil institutions, the constitution of the army, &c., 
in France, had reached the ears of the Prussian 
soldiers. The general spirit of the troops was, 
therefore, directly opposed to that of their officers 
—an opposition leading inevitably to fatal results in 
case of a war with France. 

“ But the disposition of the common soldier 
formed no element of public opinion in Prussia. 
How, indeed, could it find an utterance, where it 
had no constitutional organ, and where silent obe- 
dience was still exacted from the whole people? In 
this absence of all popular voice, the officers as- 
sumed, with the greater arrogance, to have their 
opinions regarded as constituting publie opinion ; 
and they succeeded the more easily, since the most 
aristocratic corps were quartered in Potsdam and 
Berlin. Such a mixture of bravery and insolence, 
of honor and debauchery, of attempts at elegant 
manners, and turbulent offensive behavior, as was 
exhibited in the persons of these officers, must be 
witnessed to be helieved—it cannot be described. 
The one thing which chiefly distinguished them all 
was, contempt of the middle classes; a fine horse 
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they prized above the most estimable man; and 
they thought they should have easy work with the 
French, because they were officered by rofuriers. 

‘t Strong as were the king’s military tastes, he 
had nothing in common with this spirit. Every- 
thing showy, aa and boastful, was utterly dis- 
tasteful to him. He had no vanity, and least of all 
was he disposed to plume himself on the deeds and 
fame of his ancestors. He was, therefore, wholly 
unfit to be the hero of such officers ; and though 
this certainly did him no dishonor, yet it had its 
disadvantages. He was too quiet and amiable to 
put down their inflated arrogance with a strong 
hand. 

« There was, however, a prince of the royal 
blood who might be regarded as the impersonation 
of the officer spirit of that time. Brave to fvol-har- 
diness—equally endowed with brilliant qualities, 
and prone to admire them in others—prouder of his 
personal advantages than of his rank, and yet very 
proud of being a prince of Prussiua—celebrated for 
his grace and address in all bodily exercises—highly 
gifted with the talent most fitted to charm society, 
music—a passionate admirer of women, and estimat- 
ing voluptuousness above purity of morals—libera} 
often to munificence, but never restrained by a 
strict sense of justice—burning with military glory, 
rather than assiduous in acquiring military science, 
and regarding the new order of things in France 
with equal contempt and hatred—Prince Louis Fer- 
dinand was most justly regarded by the officers of 
the guards, and those like them, as the ideal of a 
youthful hero and a Prussian officer. He was the 
loudest organ of what was then called public opinion 
in Prussia ; and around him congregated all the va- 
rious elements of society in Berlin, to whom hatred 
of the French served as a common point of attrac- 
tion. Among them were the cclebrated historian, 
Johannes von Muller,* and another historian, more 
known as a statesman and philosopher, Aneillon. 
Muller seems never to have possessed the smallest 
Boot dignity. He submitted to be the butt of 

rince Louis and his companions. ‘This renders 
his subsequent career intelligible, and his fall less 
shocking than it would otherwise be. Ancillon, 
who, in virtue of his descent and his profession, 
affected a sort of polish, half clerical, half French, 
combined with German ‘ Humanität, disliked Na- 
poleon as he disliked Luther. Jle thought him 
vulgar, tasteless, and proud. 

“ It may easily be inagined, that a tone given by 
such a prince of the blood as Louis Ferdinand to a 
swarm of brilliant officers of the highest rank, and 
by two such writers as Muller and Ancillon—the 
organs of learning among the higher classes—was 
ardently caught by them, especially since it flattered 
al] their interests and prejudices. 

t No means were left untried to induce the queen 
to declare loudly her aversion to the French, and 
her views and habits of thinking naturally inclined 
her that way; but her disposition was too kindly 
and gentle for hatred, and the king’s entire reserve 
on the subject imposed a restraint on her. Jt was 
not till Napoleon, who supposed her to be the leader 
of the party he detested, attacked her with bitter- 
ness and brutality, that she really became what he 
believed her. Till that time, the Princess Louisa 

* We shall quote hereafter a melancholy picture of this. 
eminent writer, but feeble and anana iol man, bowed 
to the earth under tbe shame of French favors and French 
decorations. M. Ancillon was descended from a French 
refugee family, and himself a Protestant minister. He 
was, as is well known, tutor to the present King of Prus- 
sia. 
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Radzivil, sister of Prince Louis, might with greater 
justice be regarded as the soul of the female oppo- 
sition to Napoleon in Prussia. Princess William,* 
incapable of taking any part in intrigue, might be 
considered the personification of the German nature, 
as opposed to the French. It was easy, from the 
manner in which a woman expressed herself con- 
cerning the court of St. Cloud, to distinguish 
whether she belunged to the circle of Princess 
Louisa or Princess William. The former spoke 
with scorn and derision of the parvenu court; the 
latter, with the sort of shudder which an evil and 
impure spirit excites; and this difference, more or 
less, pervaded the whole female society of Berlin, 
which was a'most without an exception eager for 
the war. 

“ Among the men, on the other hand, and espe- 
cially the most respected and eminent statesmen, 
many were opposed to it. They weighed with 
prudent deliberation the civil and military condition 
of France against that of Prussia; they well knew 
that the spirit of Frederic the Great was extinct, 
and that all which he had kept in vigor and effi- 
ciency now subsisted in form alone, and they dreaded 
any kind of shock to-so unsound a fabric. Men of 
this kind are never loud, and their voices were 
accordingly hardly heard in the storm of public 
excitement.”’ 


Such representations of the moral state of the 
Prussian army extracted from the works of civilians 
might easily be corroborated by a hundred others. 
But we had rather give one from the pen of a 
thorough soldier. Trained in the preposterous 
discipline of Frederic William II., he had full 
proof what men reduced to the condition of ma- 
chines are worth in the hour of peril. He not 
only witnessed, but shared, their inglorious over- 
throw; and he also lived to see coxcombs and 
puppets converted by misfortune into earnest and 
intrepid soldiers. At the age of seventy-one, 
Count Henkel of Donnersmark has lately pub- 
lished a simple and soldier-like statement of the 
facts which came under his own observation in the 
course of his long military career; relating noth- 
ing, as he expressly says, but what he himself saw 
and heard He is, fortunately, entirely without 
literary pretension; and tells his story with a 
homely air of truth, and a genial mixture of ear- 
nestness and humor. His observations show good 
sense, and his sentiments are those of a brave, 
loyal, and humane man. 

Count Henkel was born at Potsdam in 1775, 
“in the house next to the Garde-du-corps bar- 
racks, which belonged to my father.” His father 
was a licutenant-general ;—the young man was 
born, as well as bred, to arms. His memoirs begin 
with an exact account of the life of a young Prus- 
sian officer of his day. No discipline was ever 
better adapted to substitute the kind of intelligence 
which the horse-breaker or dog-trainer calls into 
action, in the place of human discrimination and 
reason. ‘‘ Politics were never so much as spoken 


* Died 1846. A princess of Hessen Hombure—mother 
of Prince Waldemar. Ba ae years after the period 
here referred to, she was still the perfect type of a Ger- 
man princess, It would have been equally impossible to 
mistake her country or her station. 
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of among the young officers; a newspaper seldom 
or never seen ; remarks upon an order, let it come 
from what source it might, were not even thought 
of.” But if the mind was left completely waste 
and inert, the body and its covering were objects 
of the most elaborate care. ‘‘ ‘The stock of three 
fingers’-breadth, the four curls on each side the 
head, (frizzed and powdered of course,) the pigtail 
with a large cockade, were indispensable.” How 
envied was that Captain von Schullenfels, of old 
Count Henkel’s regiment, whose pigtail required 
seventy or eighty ells of ribbon to tic it, and trailed 
on the ground, so that he was obliged to tuck it 
into his coat-pocket on parade! 
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‘¢ We were always wishing for war,” says Count 
Henkel; ** with whom, was a matter of perfect 
indifference. It never occurred to anybody to 
reflect what the government was, or ought to be. 
We stood far more in awe of the inspector than of 
the king; and the annual visit of the former fur- 
nished the subject of all the thoughts, conversations, 
hopes and fears, of our little world for the whole 
year. We hardly knew where Berlin was; Kon- 
igsberg was the ‘ residency ;’ and if any of us went 
thither on leave, he brought back all the news, 
and was regarded asa travelled man. There was 
a dragoon regiment quartered at Tilsit, a few miles 
from us; we never met; but that did not prevent 
our entertaining a mortal aversion to each other.” 


This, then, was the training of the military 
youth of Prussia, at the time that France was 
tempering the spirits of her sons in the furnace of 
the revolution ! 

But an enemy far inferior to the French would 
have proved an over-match for troops commanded 
by such officers as Count Henkel describes. In 
the year 1795, he says, he was present at a 
manceuvre where he became acquainted with all 
the staff-officers and chefs d’escadron. “It is 
worth while,” he adds, ‘‘ to describe them accord- 
ing to their rank in the anny, to give an idea what 
the state of it was. His army-list begins thus: 
—‘* Lieutenant-General von Marwitz had the gout 
very badly, loved his ease, and abhorred exercise. 
He was seventy.” Another had gout in both 
hands; another was obliged to be lifted on his 
horse ; another was a corpulent bon vivant, ‘‘ sorely 
incommoded by a brisk pace.” As a set-off 
against the effeminacy of their habits, they never 
spoke without the fiercest oaths. The gouty 
General von Marwitz, in his easy chair and yellow 
satin slippers, received Henkel for the first time, 
with his customary preface, ‘“ Mord Schwerenoth 
Donnerwetter, mon ami,” &c., &c. 


‘¢ When King Frederic William IT. died,” says 
Count Henkel, ‘‘and Frederic William III. 
ascended the throne, the troops were assembled, as 
usual, to take the oath of allegiance to their new 
sovereign. Our colonel’s speech on this occasion 
was remarkable. Here it is, word for word. ‘ His 
majesty Frederic William II. has been pleased to 
die. We have therefore to swear allegiance to a 
new king. What his name will be, whether Fred- 
eric William or Frederic, we can’t exactly tell; but 
that does not signify. Herr Gerichtschreiber, read 
the oath aloud.’ ”’ 
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When we read these things, and think that !sufficient energy to stem the torrent of licentious- 


within the lifetime of one man, these coarse, inane, 
and (as it proved) cowardly caricatures of soldiers, 
have been succeeded by the brave and accomplished 
men by whom the Prussian army is now officered, 
we see not only that the whole presiding spirit of 
the monarchy has undergone a vast and salutary 
change, but also, in how short a time such a 
change spreads through the whole body of a nation. 
Indeed, rapid as the progress has been in most of 
the countries of Europe within the last half cen- 
tury, in none is it so striking as in Prussia. A 
retrospect of fifty years seems to carry us back 
centuries. 

The vague restlessness which precedes great 
political tempests was already in the air. 


‘Tt was a very unquiet time,” says Count Hen- 
kel; ‘* people were all greatly excited, and did not 
really know about what. The army with its mass 
of invalid staff officers, and its very few efficient gen- 
erals, was calculated to inspire any sober man with 
alarm. The younger officers, however, did not 
think of this; they only wanted war; and some of 
those who composed the society of Prince Louis 
Ferdinand, were certainly guilty of excesses, though 
by no means such as Napoleon was pleased to 
impute to them. Prince Louis, full of unemployed 
talent, and thoroughly debauched, was constantly 
offending the king, who treated him with the utmost 
indulgence and kindness, spite of disorders which 
often merited severe punishment.”’ 


We have already given one portrait of this bril- 
liant and highly gifted young man, of whom so 
much has been said and written by friend and foe. 
Whatever was the personal ascendancy he exer- 
cised, his historical importance is derived solely 
from his appearing as the representative of certain 
popular sentiments, which had a powerful and 
pernicious influence on the fortunes of Prussia. It 
is clear that the two cardinal points of man’s 
character, good sense and principle, were wanting 
in his. His life would have been less useful to his 
country than was his death: that gave the first 
salutary shock to the empty dreams of the army, 
which beheld in him the type of its own fancied 
invincibility. But far different qualities were 
required in the man who was to endure, together 
with the people, the long and dreary winter of 
calamity that was at hand; and these, notwith- 
standing some shortcomings, were found in their 
less brilliant, but far more estimable king. 


« The lax and profligate reign of Frederic Wil- 
liam II.”’ says a writer little inclined to king-wor- 
ship, ‘“‘had left the finances in a state which it 
would have required all the order and frugality of 
his successor to retrieve, even in times of peace. 
Trade was trammelled by guilds and privileges; 
the peasantry in a state of serfage; the middle 
classes constantly irritated and humiliated by the 
wanton insolence of the army. Nobody was so 
sensible of these abuses as the king ; but his integ- 
rity and good sense wanted the vigorous self-reliance 
of sovereign spirits: he was restrained by tender- 
ness towards old servants, and by fear of the effects 
of change on the tranquillity of the country. Tem- 
perate, simple, and virtuous himself, he had not 


ness which had invaded court and city, and which 
the dangerous example of his cousin, and the sti!) 
more dangerous tone of the reigning literature, 
rendered irresistible.” 


Even in the presumptuous season of youth, at 
the moment when everything was doing to blind 
and intoxicate him, the late king showed the same 
cautious and anxious temper; the same distrust of, 
and distaste for, loud and showy demonstrations. 
He had a clear perception of the danger impending 
over his country. 


“In 1806,’? says Count Henkel, ‘before the 
battle of Jena, the king had a foresight of what wes 
to come. While the wildest presumption reigned 
on every side, he said to me and another young 
officer, ‘This cannot end well; the confusion is 
indescribable: the gentlemen (die Herren) will not 
believe this, and maintain that I am too young, ard 
don’t understand these matters. J wish I may be 
wrong.’ He was right. It was impossible we 
should not be beaten.” 


But we must return to see what was passing ut 
Berlin, and what were the diplomatic relations of 
Prussia with France. 


“ On the 25th August, 1806,” says the Freiherr 
von S——a, “‘ the French ambassador gave a din- 
ner to the diplomatic corps and the highest Prussian 
officers of state, in celebration of Napoleon’s birth- 
day. Already might be heard the indistinct mut- 
terings of that storm which broke over Prussia aud 
the whole north of Germany in the autumn, and 
brought down upon the French government the 
curses of all German patriots. But, at this feast, 
Prussians and Germans drank to the Emperor 
Napoleon ; though here and there the champagie 
passed untasted from the lips. 

“ The diplomatic corps at Berlin had at that time 
peculiar elements of coldness and dissension. At 
the beginning of the French revolution, the French 
embassy was regarded at all European courts as an 
inevitable evil, from which all shrank, and which 
all regarded as temporary ; ridiculed with high-bred 
contempt, and looked at with curiosity to see how 
it was toend. Hence arose an unusual unity and 
cordiality among the other members of the diplo- 
matic corps. But this was now entirely altered. 
Napoleon’s ambassadors were no longer viewed as 
a passing evil, and many an envoy of the smaller 
courts already sheltered himself under their wings ; 
while the ministers of the great powers behaved to 
them with such an overstrained politeness and sus- 
picious friendliness, as I never saw at any other 
time. This ought, one might think, to have been 
peculiarly the case with the ambassador of Austria, 
whose position was the most threatening ; but never 
did I see such an example of a brilliant address 
covering the profoundest policy, as in Count Met- 
ternich. 

“The ambassador who was the object of all this 
suspicion, and the source of new divisions and cold- 
ness in the diplomatic corps, was, curiously enough, 
a man by nature inclined to peace, and delighting in 
frankness and honesty. M. Laforest was a French- 
man in heart and soul; but had not the slightest 
sympathy with Napoleon, and was irritated beyond 
measure at any attempt to ascribe the whole suc- 
cess of the French army to him. At bottom he felt 
much like his predecessor Bournonville, who, with 
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military frankness or imprudence, repeatedly told 
the Queen of Prussia that he carefully preserved his 
cross of St. Louis! But in spite of Laforest’s 
frankness and sincerity, he was still regarded as the 
spy of a hated government, the organ of hated 
demands ; every little advantage which he gave 
was eagerly seized ; and of course this reacted upon 
him, and his reports, both of the court of Berlin and 
the diplomatic body, certainly did not contribute to 
put Napoleon in good humor. The conferences 
between him and Haugwitz, the then minister of 
foreign affairs, must have been curious. Each 
sought to circumvent and mystify the other; and 
as the Prussian was as great a master of the art of 
spinning out smooth phrases, as the Frenchman 
was of solemn diplomatic declamation, and as France 
and Prussia were then trying not to understand 
each other, it is probable that these two statesmen 
often parted without being able to give their sover- 
e:gns any intelligible account of what had passed 
between them. 

‘* Haugwitz might be taken as a sort of represen- 
tative of the distractions of the time in which he 
lived, and of the struggle between the world which 
had been, and that which was to be. Alternately 
assuming the wildest debaucheries of the regency, 
and the most homely domestic lite of Germany ; driv- 
ing into Italy with a coach load of mistresses, and then 
sitting for months by the side of his knitting-wife ; 
he might be regarded as combining, in his own per- 


son, the social state which was in its last convul- 


sive throes, and that which was to be born of ruin 
and suffering. Indued with talents which had had 
no proper training; too impatient or too indolent 
for science, he plunged into religious enthusiasm, 
magic, secret societies, intrigue, ambition, and sen- 
suality, with all the desperate energy of ennui. 
Haugwitz had no political system ; he had only one 
decided project, which was to keep the French out 
of Northern Germany :—as if there was any corner 
of Germany secure against French invasion, if all 
parts did not unite in repelling it! But he acted in 
contempt of his own principles, when he disregarded 
the pressing entreaties of Hanover for protection, 
and allowed that country to be occupied by the 
republican armies. This blunder was only less 
fatal or less disgraceful than the one by which it 
was succeeded—the yielding to the bribe offered by 
Napoleon, and making Prussia herself take, pos- 
session of the Hanoverian territory. From that 
moment, Haugwitz's administration plunged the 
country into difficulties, from which nothing but a 
war with France, and all its train of disasters, could 
extricate it. 

“ The queen, who was from the first eager for 
war,* never could endure Haugwitz, and always 
believed him to be a traitor. Probably, had Har- 
denberg then had the direction of affairs, the Prus- 
sian army would have taken the field earlier, and 
the battle of Austerlitz might perhaps have been 
prevented.” 


We refer our readers to our last number, and 
also to Lang's description, for the character of the 
able and accomplished Hardenberg. He was at 
this time the idol of the people of Berlin, who 
screnaded him, expressly *‘ because he had been 
for war.” He had just been accused by the 


* We must defer to another occasion what we have to 
say respecting this remarkable woman. With respect to 
her inclinations, there is, we imagine, no doubt; though 
the testimony is very conflicting as to the degree to which 
she influenced, or sought to influence, the king. 
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Moniteur of being “not insensible to English 
gold,” and had retired from office. 

We have already seen that Napoleon, deter- 
mined to put an end to the king’s vacillations, had 
compelled Prussia to take possession of Hanover, 
as the only means of effectually embroiling her 
with England, and binding her to himself. The ` 
king, indeed, still irresolute, had changed the word 
‘ possession’? into ‘‘ temporary occupation and 
administration ;’? so that while, on the one hand, 
Count Munster quitted the country with a bitter 
protest, on the other, Napoleon was incensed at 
the change, made Haugwitz wait five days at Paris 
for an audience, and then dismissed him—saying 
harshly, ‘ The treaty is good for nothing now ; we 
must begin all over again.” He threatened war 
in case of disobedience, and the king had no alter- 
native but to comply. England was incensed, as 
was expected, at the seizure of Hanover. George 
III. published a declaration of war, in which he 
expressed his regret that ‘‘ Prussia’s ancient spirit 
of honor and bravery was utterly extinct,” and 
he declared, that ‘‘ never, on no terms, would he 
cede a single village of his German dominions.”’ 
The animosity against Prussia, long intense in the 
south of Germany, was now become equally so in 
the north. We find traces of this in all the 
memoirs of the time. Chamisso, who was with 
the Prussian army of occupation in Hanover, 
relates the following incident, in a letter to Varn- 
hagen :—‘‘I have not told you yet the story of 
my host, the miller of Wicherhausen. He had 
been forced to put his horses before ours, and 
drive us into the Westphalian territory ; the sturdy 
fellow flogged them with all his might, calling out 
— Pull then! pull! pull as hard as you can !— 
you are dragging the Prussians out of the coun- 
try 1? 9 

Yet, while Prussia had thus alicnated her nat- 
ural allies, she had by no means succeeded in 
inspiring Napoleon with confidence. He began to 
see that he might lose his prey after all; he saw 
the reluctance of the king, and he knew the bitter 
hatred of the people. He threw out a new lure— 
a confederation of the powers of Northern Ger- 
many, with the King of Prussia at their head, and 
with the title of Emperor of Northern Germany. 
“ We too shall have our confederation,” writes 
Haugwitz from Paris. But the end of all these 
tempting promises was, that Napoleon, without 
even consulting the king, offered to restore Hano- 
ver to England. Indignity could go no further. 
It was impossible that anybody in Prussia could 
now deceive himself as to the real position of the 
country. But she had no right to complain ; there 
was in reality enough to justify Napoleon’s dis- 
trust. 

At length, on the 6th October, the war so 
clamorously demanded from the hesitating and 
foreboding king was declared; on the Sth, the 
first engagement took place ; on the 10th, the hero 
of the war party, Prince Louis Ferdinand, fell at 
the battle of Saalfeld; on the Mth. the king 
received Napoleon's celebrated citer. reproaching 
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him with making ‘‘ an impolitic war without the 
shadow of a pretext.” This was on the battle- 
field of Jena. 

Gladly leaving the contemplation of that and 
every other scene of carnage to those who delight 
in them, we will present our readers with one of 
the most faithful and instructive pictures we have 
ever met with, of the effects of war on the calm 
and sacred regions of domestic and social life. 
We shall see how they fare, trampled under the 
brutal feet of an invading army. 

The amiable and excellent Professor Steffens, 
to whose autobiography we are indebted for these 
details, had been recently appointed to a chair in 
the University of Halle. He was living there 
with his young wife, in the peaceful cultivation of 
science, and in the enjoyment of the society of a 
small circle of friends and fellow laborers, the most 
distinguished of whom was the learned and elo- 
quent Schleiermacher and his sister, afterwards the 
wife of the patriot poet, Arndt. In 1805, Steffens 
had become acquainted with several officers of 
high rank; and their character and conduct had 
already awakened his distrust. 


‘ They were among those,’’ he says, ‘‘ who 
afterwards, panic-stricken by the war, betrayed the 
most disgraceful and disastrous spirit; but even 
then I must confess that their language alarmed me. 
It was not prompted by that healthy enthusiasm 
which springs from the fresh and copious fountain 
of the heart ; it was narrow arrogance, and a kind 
of superstition which attached miraculous powers 
to obsolete and rusty military forms. A courage 
like that of the English before the battle of Agin- 
court, as described by Shakspeare, would not have 
been blind to the impending dangers. But not one 
of these men seemed to have a suspicion of the 
tremendous strength of the brave army, which, 
having overturned all the existing theory and prac- 
tice of war, flushed with victory, and sharing in the 
vehement excitement of a whole people, now 
threatened us with annihilation. The ghost of the 
Seven Years’ War, they fancied, would strike ter- 
ror into the enemy. The Prussian soldier, a slavish 
hireling, enjoyed no consideration among the people, 
had no national interest, and was only kept to his 
duty by the fear of punishment. 

“c The army,” he adds, ‘ was regarded rather as 
the enemy than the defender of the citizens. It 
was impossible for them to see without irritation 
the constant assumption, that honor was the exclu- 
sive property of the military class.’’* 
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The moment of trial now arrived :— 


‘‘The troops assembled in the neighborhood 
marched out; the rumors of the approach of the 
enemy grew stronger, and it became certain that 
the field of battle would be in our neighborhood. 
An anxious silence reigned through the city ; the 
Duke of W ürtenberg marched into Halle, and from 
that moment the inhabitants felt that they were 
¢nvolved in the fearful struggle. It is a singular 


* There is a domestic tragedy of great merit called 
“ Die Macht der Verhältnisse,” by Ludwig Robert, brother 
of the celebrated Rahel, which powerfally illustrates the 
conve quences of this intolerable usurpation. It turns on 
the refusal of an officer (of course a nobleman) to fight a 
roue man of letters, whose sister he wronged 
ins 
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and awful feeling to be obliged to surrender one’s 
self, passive and without an effort, into the hands of 
a foreign power. We were still protected, indeed, 
by our own army ; but we ourselves, inactive, had 
only to await the destiny in which that might 
involve us. Tranquillity and order were destroyed. 
Men and women wandered about the streets in a 
state of anxious excitement; for it was evident, 
from the position of the hostile troops, that a great 
battle -was at hand. At length, a vague rumor, 
and then the certainty, of the unfortunate battle of 
Saalfeld, and the death of Prince Louis, arrived. 
His rashness seemed like the effect of despair, and 
this despair infected us all. The unfortunate 14th 
October drew near. An unquiet crowd filled the 
streets. The news of a great defeat came, heralded 
by the report of a great victory. The people 
exulted; the general joy even infected my friends. 
This lasted a whole day, during which one French 
prisoner was brought into the city. He was the 
first enemy we had seen, and his appearance ex- 
cited an immense ferment among the people, who 
were with difficulty restrained from falling upon 
him. It seemed as if we had gained a great advan- 
tage. 

‘¢ On the evening of the 15th, I ascertained that 
the battle of Auerstadt was lost, and concluded 
that the Halle reserve would be attacked.” 


On the morning of the 16th, Steffens heard 
firing, and looking from his garden, which com- 
manded a view in that direction, saw that the troops 
were engaged. 


‘* Very early in tne morning,” says he, ‘‘ came 
Schleiermacher and his sister to be witneases of the 
fearful sight. They were joined by several pro- 
fessors and others. To unskilled eyes, all appeared 
undecided ; and so wonderfully blinded by the good 
news, so firmly trusting in the invincible character 
of a Prussian army, were most of them, that they 
saw in this attack of the French a victory. ‘ The 
poor French!’ said one of my colleagues; ‘1 could 
find in my heart to pity them ; they will soon be 
cut to pieces before our eyes.’ ”’ 


But this illusion did not last. The enemy was 
soon seen to advance; and scattered Prussians 
fled into the town. 


« My dwelling,” says Steffens, ‘in a distant 
and unfrequented part of the town, was exposed to 
danger. e determined to take our infant, and 
seek refuge in Schleiermacher’s house. Schleier- 
macher and his sister, and my wife, went first; I 
followed, by the side of the maid who carried the 
child, but the danger pressed. We had to hurry 
down the long Ulrich Strasse. Shots were fired 
in the streets, otherwise utterly deserted. The 
houses were all closed; only here and there was 
seen a workman hastily tearing down some tempt- 
ing sign. The nurse was herself a mother; she 
wished to go to her child, but trembled and could 
hardly walk. I threw her cloak over my shoulders, 
took the child from her, and hurried on. On ar- 
riving at the market-place, we saw our danger— 
the retreat of the reserve corps lay through the 
city, and we had to cross the whole tumultuous 
body at right angles. How we got through I know 
not. In such moments, consciousness is changed 
into a blind but powerful instinct of self-preserva- 
tion. The enemy was pouring into the streets ; a 


and | Volley was fired in the direction of my flight; the 


bullets whistled about my cars. We were but a 
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few steps from the place of shelter, but our retreat | from Berthier had arrived from Dessau, in which 


might every moment be cut off. At length we 
reached the house ; the street was silent and empty ; 
the closed door was hastily opened, and locked 
again ;—for the moment we were saved.” 


The tranquillity of the little party was not, how- 
ever, of long duration. Three French soldiers 
soon broke in and plundered the house. 


‘© Tt even now became evident that the Prussian 
power was annihilated, that the city and university 
were absolutely in the power of the enemy, and the 
whole existence and prosperity of those connected 
with the latter were overthrown.” 


On the 19th, Bernadotte published his procla- 
mation, promising that the funds of the university 
should remain untouched, and the students unmo- 
lested ; that it was the intention of his sovereign 
to protect the university of Halle. How these 
promises were fulfilled, we shall see anon. The 
minds of the inhabitants were, as may be imag- 
ined, far from tranquillized by them. 


« At length Napoleon came. We knew that he 
was peculiarly embittered against Prussia. Halle 
was the first Prussian city he had entered, and he 
remained here some days. I was still with my 
family in Schleiermacher’s house. An employé of 
the French commissariat was quartered in it, and 
of course took the best rooms; so that Schleier- 
macher and his sister, and his friend Gass, as well 
as I, with my wife and child, were put to great 
shifts. None of us undressed for some time, none 
had a regular bed; we seized a few hours’ sleep 
when we were exhausted and over-wearied. Bona- 
parte remained three days in Halle.” 


The result of his stay was as follows :— 


‘‘German students were never celebrated for 
polished manners. It seems that some of them 
had thronged, like boys, to see the conqueror and 
his showy suite ride through the streets, and had 
made no obeisance. A student to whom Napoleon 
had spoken, when called on to answer in a foreign 
janguage, in the embarrassment of the moment had 
called him ‘ Monsieur.’ Such were the causes 
which led to the dissolution of the university of 
Halle. Napoleon chose to believe the students in 
a dangerous plot against him ; but the spirit which 
afterwards exhibited itself in so formidable and 
heroic a manner among the students in Germany, 
had as yet no existence. With the ignorance he 
so constantly betrayed of other countries, he imag- 
ined that the students lived in colleges, under su- 
pervision ; and scolded because they were not shut 
up. He dissolved the university, and ordered the 
students instantly to quit the town, and go home to 
their parents.* 

« The next day, towards morning, during an un- 
quiet sleep, we heard a stir in the house, a running 
up and down stairs, a loud talking in the court, the 
stamping of horses in the stables. When we rose, 
the town was empty ; the troops had marched out, 
the students having been driven out in the course 
of the former day. We, their teachers, remained 
behind in the deserted, forlorn city ; our occupation 
was gone, our destiny all uncertain. The council 
of the professors met, and we now found that the 
funds of the university had been seized. A letter 


_ * The reéstablishment of the university at Halle, in 
1803, was due to the intercessions of that accomplished 
scholar and critic, Baron von Rumohr. 
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he informed me of the emperor’s displeasure. 
Men of letters, he said, should not trouble them- 
selves about politics: their only business was to 
cultivate and diffuse science, (the old song!) The 
professors of Halle had mistaken their vocation, 
and therefore the emperor had closed the university. 
The whole corps of teachers was thus left without 
an occupation, and the greater part of them con- 
demned to poverty and want. The whole assembly 
sat in helpless consternation.” 


The feeble and craven spirit which had been 
engendered in all classes, by the causes we have 
endeavored to trace, now showed itself—to the 
disappointment and disgust of Steffens. It was 
proposed by some of the professors that they 
should endeavor to clear themselves in the eyes 
of the conqueror from any charge of disloyalty to 
him. The most abject apologies were accordingly 
made; and made, as might have been foreseen, 
in vain. What follows is more to the credit of 
the academics. 


“ The newly-built church of the university, in 
which Schleiermacher preached, was converted by 
the French into a Magazine for forage. Our sala- 
ries were due on the Ist of November, and that of 
the past months was all spent. The fees for my 
lectures were, however, due to me. On collecting 
these, I had about eighty louis-d’or in my hands. 
After paying all claims on me, I had just ten dol- 
lars left, and Schleiermacher not more. It was im- 
possible to get immediate help from our distant 
friends; we were cut off from them by the enemy’s 
troops. 

“« We determined to throw the little sum at our 
disposal into a common fund, and to form one 
household. Schleiermacher removed into my 
small, confined dwelling. My wife, with her 
child and Schleiermacher’s sister, slept in one very 
small room, which opened into a larger, while I 
and my friend slept in a similar room, and each pur- 
sued his studies in a common room. In a corner 
of this room Schleiermacher wrote his essay on the 
First Epistle of Paul to Timothy. We lived in 
great indigence, saw few people, scarcely ever left 
the house, and when money fell short, I sold my 
little plate. 

‘*But though we lived so poorly, our minds 
were not subdued. It was our fixed persuasion 
that from this time the fate of our country lay in 
the firm and constant spirit of every one of her sons. 
That strengthened and elevated us; and, spite of 
our poverty, we assembled the friends and the 
young men who had the courage not to leave the 
town, around our humble tea-tuble. Luckily we 
had just laid in a stock of tea and sugar when the 
storm broke upon us. 

“ These evenings we shall certainly never forget. 
At first our minds were occupied with the fearful 
and wretched events of the day, especially the 
prompt and unintelligible surrender of Magde- 
burg.’’* 


To that new scene of defeat and dishonor, as 
described by the brilliant and graphic pen of Im- 
mermaun, we must now transport our readers. 


* Shortly after, three opulent and eminent inhabitants 
of the town were carried off to France as hostages. One 
of them, Professor Niemeyer, has left memoirs contain- 
ing an account of his residence there. 
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Immerman was a native of Magdeburg. His 
grandfather had served under Frederic the Great, 
whom, to the day of his death, he called ‘‘ the 
king :’? and the little boy had been nurtured in the 
belief of the unconquerable arms of Prussia. His 
description of the state of the public mind in his 
boyhood would be, as he says, incredible, were it 
not supported by ample testimony. But at length 
the day of preparation came—and what a prepar- 
ation !— 


« The city was soon the scene of a continued pas- 
sage of troops. Regiments of horse and foot, am- 
munition, baggage wagons, and pontoons, which 
particularly struck us boys, marched for weeks in 
at the Bruck and out at the Sudenburger Thor. 
An army in movement had then very different ap- 
pendages from what it has now. ‘These imprinted 
themselves on our childish imaginations. The 
packhorses carrying the tents, with their intricate 
mass of linen and cordage, above which balanced 
the long poles, were obliged to go in single and in- 
terminable file. ‘Then, still more strange, the red- 
striped kitchen-wagons of the generals and colonels, 
with great hen-coops hanging on both sides, from 
which were heard the cackling, and screaming, and 
gobbling of all sorts of live poultry, destined to se- 
cure to these heroes the accustomed pleasure of the 
table. This precaution astonished us children ; 
and one of us naively asked, whether there were no 
chickens in the villages on the way! The light and 
gay Bosniacks and Towarskys formed a splendid 
contrast to this ponderous camp equipage.” 


The fearful 18th of October at length came, to 
wake the Magdeburgers from their dreams of secu- 
rity. The dreadful truth was preceded, as at 
Halle, by the report of a brilliant victory. At 
length it came, bit by bit; and the wildest joy 
was succeeded by doubt, then by anxiety, fear, 
and, lastly, by the mortal certainty of despair. 
An expression of Immermann’s father, during the 
period of suspense, is characteristic. ‘* My God!”’ 
exclaimed he, with a deep sigh, ‘‘ Frederic’s sol- 
diers will surely do their duty !’’ And now came 
the spectacle of the shameful and disorderly re- 
treat of these very soldiers ! 


‘* As the confused rout came in by the same gate 
through which they had marched forth, the people 
gathered in knots, looking on with alarmed but still 
incredulous wonder. ‘ These are the first fugi- 
tives,’ I heard people say; ‘they are never in 
order; have patience, the regular regiments will 
soon come.” But noon came—afternoon came— 
evening drew on, and the pell-mell had not ceased ; 
the disorderly mob which had been an army still 
filled the streets. At length came some troops in 
marching order, as exceptions to the miserable 
rule ;—covered were now the banners which had 
floated so proudly in the breeze. Most of them 
marched on in silence—once only the music sounded, 
loud and clear, like the laughter of despair. It was 
the trumpeters of a cuirassier regiment ;—their 
regiment was not behind them—they were quite 
alone, and blew the Dessauer march, just as if all 
was in the best possible order. They looked well, 
too, and were mounted on high-fed horses. In- 
deed, generally speaking, the men did not look 
jaded, nor hungry, nor worn; and the contrast be- 
‘ween their personal good condition with the gen- 


GERMANY, FROM THE CONGRESS OF RASTADT TO THE BATTLE OF JENA. 


eral destruction, exhibited in the strongest light the 
depth of the calamity. In the evening everybody 
knew that a Prussian army no longer niied. A 
helpless grief sat on men’s faces. But even then 
the indescribable spirit which characterized that 
period was not extinguished. I heard a man say to 
his neighbor, ‘ That may be as it will; things have 
gone badly, no doubt, but we have lost with honor, 
for I heard just now that the Prussians did n’t once 
lose the step through the whole battle.’ ” 


If the German character does not appear under 
very favorable colors in the foregoing description, 
the following incident shows it under one of its 
most noble and touching aspects. The great con- 
servative principle of Germany—their attachment 
to their princely houses—never shone forth more 
bright. In the midst of the wreck of his army 
and his fortunes, the king—the half-dethroned 
king—arrived, accompanied by one aide-de-camp. 


‘¢ At the sight of him, the crowd broke out into 
aloud cheer. This sound was so unexpected by 
him, and in his present circumstances so affecting, 
that he lost all self-command. He put his handker- 
chief to his eyes, and walked on for some way with 
his face covered. He then withdrew it, and went 
to his lodging, bowing gravely to his people, who, 
moved by the tears of their Jeader, received his 
greetings in the deepest and most respectful si- 
lence.” 


We have been told (for such things are oftener 
related than printed in Austria) that the pendant to 
this affecting picture was exhibited at Vienna after 
the battle of Austerlitz. The Emperor Francis, a 
fugitive, mounted on a sorry jade, attended by one 
aide-de-camp, defeated and almost dethroned, was 
about to make his inglorious entry into his capital ; 
he was met by the citizens, who had of their own 
accord dragged out the state-carriage, and now 
seated him in it, and drew him, as if in triumph, 
to his palace. ‘“ Why, what would you have done 
if your emperor had been victorious?” asked a 
stranger. ‘* Oh! then we should not have needed 
to do anything,’ was the answer. It may be said, 
and justly, that Francis was not worthy of such 
sublime and delicate generosity ; we reply, hardly 
any man can be worthy of it, and that this is not 
the question. ‘The question is, whether nations will 
fare better under similar circumstances, who have 
no attachment to an ideal—which is permanent 
preciscly because it has no actual existence. Such 
an ideal is (to the old German sentiment) the 
‘* Landesherr,” or ‘‘ Landesvater ;” the hereditary 
sovereign, invested with that ancient patriarchal 
sanctity which, though capable of being heightened 
or diminished by the qualities of the possessor for 
the time being, is inalienable from the office. An 
attachment to institutions, formed after calm de- 
liberation and on a full estimate of their value, is, no 
doubt, a far higher, manlier, and safer thing, than 
this attachment to a sovercign individual or house. 
We prefer the creed of Pym and Hampden, to the 
devotion of Ormonde and the Cavaliers. But until 
the reason of the masses can be appealed to with 
some chance of success, the tutelary force of habit 
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and sentiment can ill be dispensed with. Of this 
the world has had proof enough. 

The panic and rout were now complete and 
universal. We have a tragical picture of it from 
the hand of a poet—a man who, from the peculiar 
circumstances of his birth and education, tastes and 
character, saw the war (if we may be allowed to 
say so) from both sides. Chamisso was born a 
Frenchman, but had early adopted Germany, and 
more especially Prussia, as his country, with more 
than the passion of a native. It is as a German 
poet that he is best known, and his romance of 
‘* Peter Schleinil’’ is characterized by a thoroughly 
German spirit. At the beginning of the war he 
served in the Prussian army, but after the peace 
between France and Prussia, he thought himself 
bound to return to his native country, and to enter 
the French army. The following is extracted from 
a letter written by him to M. de Varnhagen, dated 
23d November, 1806, describing the disastrous and 
disgraceful capitulation of Hameln :— 


Oh! my friend,” exclaims he, ‘‘ not for the 
salvation of my soul would I be one of those sin- 
ners. Anxious and embarrassed they stood before 
us, and gave us the shameful answer—that the ene- 
my was already in Berlin—the king’s power anni- 
hilated—that Magdeburg and Custrin, and Spandau 
and Stettin, and God knows what towns, had opened 
their gates. Why should they not do the same?— 
it must come to that; and—in a word—it was al- 
ready done.” 


The indignation of the troops, their burning de- 
sire to wipe off the stain, was not to be contained. 
Rhaden, a boy fresh from the academy of engineers, 
swore that he would stab the men who had signed 
the capitulation. ‘‘ Had we found a leader,” con- 
tinues Chamisso, ‘‘ we should have kissed his feet.” 
He proposed to draw lots who should command 
them; to swear obedience to the new commander ; 
to cry, Long live the king! and to rush on the 
enemy. ‘Those who chose might remain behind. 
While he was speaking, the drums beat the alarm. 


‘*The soldiers had learned that they were be- 
trayed, and, in rage and desperation, broke out into 
the wildest excesses. They forced open the mag- 
avines, staved brandy-casks, got drunk, and plun- 
dered shops. In the midst of these scenes of dis- 
grace and horror, one of Roman honor occurred. In 
Haak’s regiment there were two brothers of the 
name of Warnava, sons of a soldier, and themselves 
soldiers. They had vainly protested against the 
surrender of the fortress. Finding that there re- 
mained no other way of avoiding dishonor, each 
placed his musket on the other's breast, fired, and 
fell into each other's arms ; in this strict embrace, 
they died.” 7 


Chamisso describes the dismal morning after 
this fearful night—the German arms thrown into 
the mud by their despairing possessors—the old 
Brandenburgers weeping as they took leave of their 


officers, who stood stupefied, wishing that some. 


stray bullet would hit them—other soldiers stupid- 
ly drunk. In the midst of this desolation, the 
Dutch troops march! in, jecring at the Prussians 
for not resisting their small numbers. ‘ Even 
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with the sacrifice of all he was worth,” says he, 
‘ would many a German citizen have wiped out 
this dishonor to Germany.”’ 
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He concludes :—‘‘ I shall serve no more now. 
Perhaps, my friend, other times may arise when I 
may gladly grasp my sword again. Jt may be good | 
that things have taken the turn we see. I reckon not 
with the gods. Where a new building is to be 
erected, the ground must first be cleared and levelled. 
But, my beloved friend, may you rather lie on the 
battle-field, where one sleeps well, than witness 
what I have witnessed! Farewell.’’ 


The effect of these tremendous reverses on the 
inhabitants of Berlin, is thus described by the 
Freiherr von S ai— 


‘‘The battle of Jena was first announced to the 
capital by shouts of * Soult is beaten!’ The fearful 
truth soon followed. Among the various emotions 
which this overthrow of the glory and the pride of 
Prussia excited, I observed numerous proofs of joy 
among the citizens and civil classes, that the arro- 
gance of the soldiery had received so signal and 
ignominious a chastisement! Even then, the per- 
suasion forced itself upon my mind, that there was 
no salvation for Prussia till its army should be com- 
pletely merged in the mass of the people ; and should 
rise out of it to a new life, and in an altered form.” 


The disaster was officially announced to the cap- 
ital by that ever-memorable proclamation, put forth 
by the governor, beginning, ‘‘ Tranquillity is now 
the first duty of every citizen.” We have heard. 
eye-witnesses describe the effect it produced on all 
who had any feeling for the honor of their country. 
Some hid their faces, and appeared overwhelmed 
with shame; some shed tears of rage; some 
seemed stupefied with despair. Yet the mass of | 
the people had at that time so little idea of what: 
awaited them under the French domination, that 
when, on the 27th October, Napoleon entered Ber- 
lin, ‘* he seemed,” says Droysen, ‘‘ to be regarded 
rather with curiosity than with sorrow.”’ 


‘¢ The Berliners,” says the Freiherr von S——a, . 
‘*had reckoned on help from Russia with such con- 
fidence, that when the first French chasseurs rode 
through the Potsdam gate, the people, seeing the 
green uniforms, exclaimed, ‘The Russians are 
come! the Russians are come!’ 

‘The easy, careless air of the French troops 
formed a singular contrast with the stiff pedantry 
of the Prussian. The French were fuller than 
usual of vanity and insolence. They ascribed their 
victory at Jena solely to their own valor, and the 
high reputation of their enemy made them regard 
this victory as something gigantic. Very few of 
the officers had the candor and good sense to see 
that the main cause of their success was to be found 
in the antiquated organization of the Prussian army. 

“ Napoleon made his entry into Berlin on a lovely 
day of October, to the sound of those same bells 
which had so often announced the wonderful and 
saving victorics of Frederic the Great, so often 
awakened the national pride of Prussia. He en- 
tered with unequalled military pomp. But this did 
not make the impression on the Berliners he ex- 
pected; there was something ostentatious and taw- 
dry in it, which is not to the taste of Germans. 
They felt as if they were looking at a troop of 
equestrian performers. Bonaparte was evidently 
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much impressed by the memory of Frederic. It 
was clear that he thought the people of Berlin would 
compare himto their hero. In this he was completely 
mistaken. The Berliners are little given to admi- 
ration; and if it is extorted from them, they pay it 
to the dead, or to those whom they regard as their 
own property. They had exhausted it on Frederic ; 
and many now turned their whole practised talent 
for ridicule against Napoleon. Most of them, how- 
ever, hated him with gloomy earnestness.”’ 


Here we must pause. We are arrived at the 
crisis at which the work of regeneration is about 
to commence. A long and dreary night is before 
us; but in that night the German nation will re- 
cruit itself, and arise like a strong man refreshed. 
We have still to witness great sufferings ; tragical 
destinies of the high and the lovely ; we have still 
¿t0 see in some of its multiform details what it is to 
the. a conquered people. Six years of such sights 
.as-these are before us; painted by those who 
lived, suffered, and acted in the midst of them. 


‘¢ The truth,” says Arndt, ‘‘is beyond all power 
„of description. e look back as upon a black 
dream, and are amazed at what we have seen and 
suffered, and can hardly believe it. Years must 
elapse before it can be described, nor will our grand- 
children then believe what was the state of Germany 
in the years 1808, 9, 10, and 11. ‘The base and 
the bad openly triumphed and domineered ; the in- 
dolent and the cowardly served with hopeless and 
thoughtless obsequiousness; many of the good 
despaired ; only a few noble spirits still hoped.” 


But the hope of those few noble spirits, far dif- 

ferent from the presumptuous and inane confidence 
Which is the forerunner of destruction, contained 
within it the germ of deliverance. It rested not 
only on their own conscious energy and determi- 
nation, but on experience of human things, and ob- 
servation of the ways of Providence. They saw 
that their oppressor was sowing the dragon’s teeth, 
and they knew that the harvest of armed men 
would not long be wanting. They saw that the 
chastisements of Heaven were doing their work in 
the hearts of the German people, and they placed 
a just reliance on the result. This is admirably 
expressed by Steffens. 


s The more all prospect of external help vanished, 
the more threatening the aspect of things around 
us, the stronger became our internal confidence, our 
firm conviction that the holy and the good, the 
germs of which were springing up in Germany, 
could not be annihilated by the rude trampling of 
a conquering soldiery. In this view, I often ven- 
tured to express what was the guiding principle of 
all my thoughts so long as the French occupied the 
land, even in those days of despair. I maintained 
that the battle of Jena was the first victory over 
Napoleon,* for that it had destroyed the weaknesses 
which were his best allies, and had awakened a 
spirit which must in the end arise and conquer. The 
certainty that I should witness his fall never left 
me.”’ 


* The converse of Bérne's equally true paradox, that 
the battle of Jena was lost by Frederic the Great. 


PADDIANA. 


From the Quarterly Review. 

Paddiana ; or, Scraps and Sketches of Irish Life, 

Present and Past. By the author of A Hut- 

Water Cure. 2vols.12mo. London. 1847. 

People seem, at this time, rather weary of 
Irish questions—great and small—and of books 
about Ireland—whether blue folios “ presented to 
both houses of parliament,” or duodecimos artisti- 
cally arranged on Mr. Ebers’ counter, or pam- 
phlets hawked by unmixed Caucasians at every 
pork-pie station on the railway. We must, there- 
fore beg to inform our readers that, if they suffer 
a natural prejudice to stand between them and 
‘“ Paddiana,’’? they will be doing themselves an 
unkindness. This book is a rarity. It overflows 
with humor, yet is unstained by vulgarity; and 
though we strongly suspect the author to have a 
heart, there is neither rant nor whine in his com- 
position. Sterling humor implies sagacity, and 
therefore every really humorous book must be 
suggestive of serious thought and reflection ;—no 
matter what the subject or the form, the mascu- 
line element will pervade what it underlies and 
sustains. It is so here; but we have no particu- 
lar turn for the critical chemistry that tortures a 
crumb of medicine from a pail of spring-water. 
We shall endeavor to give some notion of the 
writer’s quality, and trust whoever will read the 
book through to draw economica] and political 
conclusions of his own. Our humble object and 
agreeable duty is to pay our homage to a pen of 
genuine ability. A former production mentioned 
in the title-page never happened to fall in our 
way,* and we have no knowledge whatever of the 
author except what we gather from internal evi- 
dence—to wit, that he is a military man of some 
standing—an old soldier of the duke's—that he is 
not an Irishman—that he frolicked and flirted away 
some of his youth in Ireland—and that he has 
also spent several years there in the more sobered 
temper of middle age. ‘There are few among 
our regimental officers who have not seen a good 
deal of Irish life, and we have been obliged to 
several of them before now for amusing sketches 
of it—but this is not an observer of the common 
file, and the light cunning of his hand equals the 
kcenness of his eye. He is (as he says of one of 
his heroes) “a man of the world and a gentle- 
man’’——and of course there is no finery about him. 
We doubt if his two volumes contain a single 
allusion to ‘‘ the aristocracy’’—certainly neither 
lord nor lady figures among his dramatis persone. 
No lofty quizzing of ‘‘ the middle classes’’—none 
of that sublime merriment over the domestic ar- 
rangements of ‘ cits’’ or ‘‘ squireens,’’ which sits 
so gracefully on scribes admitted to contemplate 
occasionally a marchioness’ ‘‘ dancing tea’’—per- 
haps even a duke’s omnigatherum Saturday din- 


* Since this was written we have seen the “ Hot- 
Water Cure ;” and in case any of our readers ure not ac- 
quainted with that performance, we can promise them 
good entertainment from it also. It is a lively account 
of certain travels in and near the Rhine-land—in a totally 
different style from the “ Bubbles of the Brunnen,” but 
hardly less diverting. 
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netr—because they may have penned a sonnet for 
her ladyship’s picture in the ‘‘ Book of Beauty,” 
or his grace has been told that they chatter and 
pun, entertain drowsy dowacers, break the dead 
silences, and “‘help a thing off.” Nothing of 
that minute laborivus dissection of the details of 
ordinary people’s absurd attempts at hospitality, 
sociality, carpet-hops and pic-nics, which must, it 
is supposed, be so very gratifying to those who 
are clothed in purple and fare sumptuously every 
day—affording such a dignified pause of comfort 
amid their melancholy habitual reflections on the 
progress of ‘‘the democratic principle,” the im- 
provement of third-class carriages, and the open- 
ing of Hampton Court. Nothing, on the other 
hand, of that fawning on “the masses,’’ which, 
long confined to radical newspapers and the melo- 
drama of the suburbs, has of late been the chief 
characteristic of half the ‘‘light literature” in 
vogue—the endless number-novels especially, in 
which all the lower features of Dickens and 
Thackeray are caricatured—without the least re- 
lief of sense or of fun—the swarming literature 
of our ‘‘ gents.” If it were only that here is a 
book of social sketches, unpolluted by adulation of 
high life or of low, painting people in their natu- 
ral colors and attitudes—the good, the bad, and 
the indifferent distributed as they are in the world 
—we should be well justified in calling attention 
to “ Paddiana.’? But such a book about Ireland 
is doubly rare and doubly welcome. We are not 
aware that we have had any such since Miss 
Edgeworth laid by her pen—and, unfortunately 
for men, women, and children, that was not yes- 
terday. 
ing, and a superabundance of clever drawing—but 
the whole seldom, if ever, toned and harmonized 


by the independence and candor of good sense and | 


good breeding, which are as essential to the per- 
Manent success of a novelist as atmosphere is to 
that of a landscape painter. There has been vig- 
orous romance, ‘striking fragments of it at least, 
and a most bewildering prodigality of buffoonery 
—pbut the serious generally smeared over with a 


black varnish of fierce angry passion, and the gro- | 


tesque unpenetrated by the underplay of ever- 
genial Pantagruelism. 
We wish to recommend a book of amusement, 
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duroy breeches unbuttoned at the knee, and with- 
out neckerchiets ; carrying their sickles wrapped in 
straw slung over the shoulder—and every one with 
a large, long blackthorn stick in his hand, the knob 
of the stick being on the ground, contrary to the 
usage of all other people, and the small end held in 
the hand. As the vessel was preparing to cast off, 
a stream of these people began to pour down the 
ladder to the deck of our little craft, till the whole 
forepart and subsequently the waist were completely 
choked up with them. Still they kept descending, 
till the cabin passengers were driven to the extreme 
after-part, alongside the tiller: but yet the stream 
flowed on, till not only the fore-cabin but every 
available portion of the deck was crammed with a 
dense mass of human beings—we of the state cabin 
forming the small tail of the crowd. 

‘* How the vessel was to be worked in this state 
it was difficult to conjecture, and I heartily wished 
myself out of it. Indeed, I mentioned something 
of an intention of forfeiting my passage-money and 
taking the next packet, but was dissuaded by the 
captain, who assured me I should have to wait 
perhaps a month before all the reapers returned. 
‘Sure, we'll shake in our places by and by,’ said 
he; ‘they ‘ll be quiet enough when they ’re out of 
the river; it’s then we ‘ll pack ’em like herrings, 
and pickle ’em too. But I believe we won’t take 
any more. Hold hard there, boys; we’ve no room 
fur ye. Stop that fellow with the hole in his 
breeches ;—no, not him, th’ other with the big 
hule—sure we can’t take ye. Starboard your 
helm; aisy, don’t jam the Ene Te aft 
the jib-sheet.’ And in another minute we were 
bowling down the river with a powerful ebb tide, 
and the wind dead against us. 

‘s If the reader has ever passed over London 
bridge on an Easter Monday or Tuesday, and hap- 
pened to notice the Greenwich steamers going down 
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There has been abundance of bold group- | the river, he will be able to form some idea of the 


state of our decks as to number of passengers, sub- 
stituting in his mind’s eye for the black and blue 
coats, the glaring satin waistcoats, the awful stocks, 
the pink and blue ribands, and gay silks of the hol- 
iday cockneys, the unvaried grey of the Irish cargo ; 
and imagining the majority of mouths on board to 
be ornamented with the ‘ doodeen,’ instead of the 
cheroot, or clay, or full-flavored Cuba, or labelled 
pez. 

“ The captain was right as regarded our passen- 
gers settling down into their places; before the first 
tack was made a great proportion of them were re- 
posing in heaps under the bulwarks and the boat, 
and a little moving room afforded to the crew. Most 
of the reapers had been walking all day, and were 


and therefore our extracts shall be liberal; but we | happy enough in composing themselves to sleep. 


do not mean to interfere with the interest of the 
author’s stories. It will satisfy us to take speci- 


“ About eight o’clock our jolly skipper invited 
the cabin passengers to supper and a glass of grog, 
and we stowed ourselves as we best could in the 


mens of description that may be produced without | jit, cabin, though not half the number could get 


damage to the enjoyment of his skill in construct- 
ing and working out a plot. To begin at the 
beginning—here are some fragments of the chap- 
ter in which he depicts his first voyage from Liv- 
erpool to the bayof Dublin. This was before the 
era of steamboats, so the Waterloo medal could 
have lost little of its original brightness; but, ex- 
cepting the new power and the cabin accommoda- 
tions, the whole chapter, we believe, would apply 
as well to 1847 :— 


‘© On the pier above stood some hundreds of Irish 
reapers, uniformly dressed in gray frieze coats, cor- 


2 


a seat at the table, the remainder bestowing them- 
selves upon carpet bags and portmanteaus about the 
floor, each with his plate on his knees and his tum- 
bler beside him. The supper was composed of 
bread and butter and hot potatoes, and followed by 
whiskey punch, which I tasted then for the first 
time, and glorious liquor I thought it. As it was 
my introduction to that beverage, the honest skipper 
undertook to mix it himself for me, adding, how- 
ever, a trifle of water to the just proportions, in 
consideration of my youth and inexperience. 

« Notwithstanding the seduction of the beverage, 
I was soon fain to quit the insufferably close cabin, 
and return to the deck. The wind had nearly died 
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away ; it was a cloudy sultry night, and a low growl | the bowsprit ; and even the man at the helm at last 


of thunder came occasionally out of the dark masses 
to the westward. About ten o'clock we were stand- 
ing well out to sea, with a freshening wind coming 
round fair, and I began to think of turning in for 
the night. What, however, was my surprise on 
going below to find nearly all the dozen passengers 
stowed away in the six berths, my own peculiar prop- 
erty not excepted, in which were two huge black- 
whiskered fellows snoring with up-turned noses, 
while a third was standing in shirt and drawers by 
the bedside, meditating how he might best insinuate 
his own person between them! On appealing to 
the captain I got little consolation ; he louked plac- 
idly at the sleepers, and shook his head. ‘Faith, 
ye ’re better out o’ this,’ said he; ‘sure there ’s no 
keeping a berth from such fellows as them. That’s 
O'Byrne; it’s from th’ O' Byrnes of the mountains 
he comes, and they ’re a hard set to deal with. It 
will blow fresh presently, and a fine state they ‘Il be 
in. Get your big coat, and I’ve a ‘a ine for 
you. You’re better on deck. Faugh! I'd hardly 
stand this cabin myself, much as I'm used to it.’ 
By this time,I began to partake largely in the skip- 
per’s disgust, and was glad to make my escape. 

« I have never seen anything equal to those thirty- 
six hours. Let the traveller of the present day bless 
his stars that he is living in the age of steam by land 
and water, and mahogany panels, and mirrors, and 
easy sofas, and attentive stewards, and plenty of 
basins, and certain passages of a few hours’ dura- 
tion. — Towards the afternoon of the second day all 
hands began to feel hungry—the more so as the 
wind had lulled a little : and accordingly the greater 
part of the evening was spent in cooking potatoes, 
with a sea-stock of which every deck passenger had 
come provided. It was not a very easy thing for 
about two hundred people to cook each his separate 
mess at one time and at one fireplace ; but they tried 
to do it, and great was the wrangling in conse- 
quence. Sundry small fights occurred, but they 
were too hungry to think of gratifying their pro- 
pensities that way, and the quarrels were disposed 
of summarily; but towards the close of the day, 
when they were more at leisure, and had ume to 
look about them, a cause of quarrel was discovered 
between two rival factions, whether Connaught and 
Munster, or Connaught and Leinster, I forget, but 
it was quite enough of a quarrel to produce a fight. 
lt commenced with talk, then came a hustling in 
the centre, then the sticks began to rise above the 
mass, and finally, such a whacking upon heads and 
sioulders, such a screeching, and tearing, and jump- 
ing, and hallooing ensued, as till that time I had 
never witnessed. The row commenced forward 
among some twenty or thirty in the bows, and 
gradually extended aft as others got up from the 
deck to join in it, or came pouring up from the fore- 
cabin. In a few minutes the whole deck from head 
to stern was covered by a wild mob, fighting with- 
out aim or object, as it appeared, except that every 
individual seemed to be trying his utmost to get 
down every other individual, and when down to 
stamp him to death. 

“At the first appearance of the ‘ shindy’ the cap- 
tain went amongst them to try and stop it; but find- 
ing his pacific efforts of no avail, he quietly walked 
up the rigging, and from a safe elevation on the 
shrouds he was calmly looking down upon the scene 
below. With great difficulty, and not without an 
awkward thump or two, I contrived to follow his 
example, and took up a position alongside of him. 
‘The crew were already cither in the top or out upon 


abandoned the tiller, and, getting over the side, 
contrived to crawl by the chains till he reached the 
shrouds, and so escaped aloft. At the time the row 
broke out the vessel was lying her course with the 
wind a point or two free. When the man left the 
helm she came of course head to wind, and the 
mainsail jibbing swept the boom across the deck, 
flooring everybody abaft the mast. Hardly were 
they on their legs again before the boom came back 
with still greater furce, and swept them down in 
the opposite direction. If it had not been for the im- 
minent risk of many being carried overboard, it would 
have been highly amusing to witness the traversing 
of the boom backwards and forwards, and the con- 
sequent prostration of furty or fitty people every 
minute. Notwithstanding the interruption, they 
still continued fighting, and stamping, and screech- 
ing on; and even some who were actually forced 
over the side still kept hitting and roaring as they 
hung by the boom, till the next lurch brought them 
on deck again. I really believe that, in their con- 
fusion, they were not aware by what agency they 
were 80 frequently brought down, but attributed it, 
somehow or other, to their neighbors right and left, 
and therefore did all in their power to hit them down 
in return. 

‘* Meanwhile the jolly skipper looked down from 
his safe eminence, with about as much indifference 
as Quasimodo showed to the etforts of the deacon 
while he hung by the spout. He rather enjoyed 
it, and trusted to time and the boom—as the head 
pacificator—to set things to nghts. He was not 
wrong: a lull came at last, and there was more 
talking than hitting. Taking advantage of a favor- 
able moment, he called out, *‘ Well, boys, I wonder 
how we ’ll get to Dublin this way. Will ye plaze 
to tell me how I’ll make the Hill o’ Howth before 
night? Perhaps ye think we ‘ll get on the faster 
for bating, like Barney's jackass? I hope the pra- 
ties will hold out; but, at any rate, we ‘Il have no 
water to boil them in after to-morrow. Better for 
me to hany out a turf, and say, Dry lodging for 
dacent people.’ ’’—Vol. i., p. 15. 


What with the eloquence of this “ vir pietate 
gravis,” and a gallon or two of whiskey from the 
Saxon passenger, who, by taking refuge on the 
ngging, had become legally liable to a claim for 
Jooting, this formidable shindy was at last got 
under ; and during the rest of the passage all was 
brotherly kindness, and pasting and buttering of 
the cracks and contusions about each other’s intel- 
lectual and moral developments. Shakspeare never 
invented an opening scene that set the chief dram- 
alis persone before the pit in a more satisfactory 
fashion. The reader, like our young soldier, 
(now, we hope, a major at the least,) is ready for 
landing at Dunleary—since, in honor of that 
“ good Brunswicker,’? George IV., denominated 
by Paddy acclamation, at the late Mr. O'Connell's 
prompting, Aingstown. 

There are some excellent little sketches of pri 
vate life and garrison larking in Dublin; but the 
subaltern on Irish duty spends but a small propor- 
tion of his time in either that or any other well- 
built city. On first landing, be it at the capital, 
at Cork, or at Belfast, the corps are all together ; 
and the troubles of the day or the night, whatever 


they may be, are compensated by the hearty hos 
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pitality of the natives, or at any rate by the easy 
jollity of the well-peopled mess-room. But soon 
the head-quarters are transferred to some petty 
town in the interior, and three fourths of the regi- 
*ment perhaps billeted throughout the villages of a 
large disturbed county or barony ; seldom more 
than two officers together—and always several of 
the juniors dominating over very small detachments 
—each gentleman condemned to utter solitude at 
every meal, unless when by chance there is some 
considerable squire or clergyman of the established 
church in his immediate neighborhood. No one 
who has travelled through Ireland but must have 
often been moved to pity at the apparition of the 
poor stripling in his foraging-cap and tight surtout, 
lounging desolately on the bridge, cigar in mouth 
of course, or disturbed in the laborious flute prac- 
tice of his little dim companionless parlor by the 
arrival of the coach at the inn-door. Of late we 
all know, or may pretty well guess, what very 
serious and harassing business has occupied suffi- 
ciently the quondam leisure of these forlorn epau- 
lettes. In the earlier days of our author’s experi- 
ence, nightly still-hunting came occasionally— 
nightly Whitehoy-hunting not rarely combined with 
it; but unless for such interludes in the way of 
duty, with now and then a bachelor landlord’s fes- 
tivity in some ruinous tower among the bogs, or 
the grand scene of a fair or a race, with its inevi- 
table row and necessary attendance of ‘‘ the army,” 
a more wearisome, objectless, diversionless, hum- 
drum dreariness of existence could hardly have 
been pictured by a fanciful deviser of secondary 
punishments. No wonder that the rare interrup- 
tions of the dulness should find an eager welcome, 
and after the lapse even of many years, as in this 
case, be chronicled with the life-like accuracy of 
memorial gusto. 

We have been well entered as to the great busi- 
ness of head-breaking—let us indulge ourselves in 
a little more on that subject from one of the later 
chapters :— 


“An Irishman may be called par excellence the 
bone-breaker amongst men, the homo ossifragus of 
the human family; and in the indulgence of this 
their natural propensity there is a total and system- 
atic disregard of fair play: there is no such thing 
known, whether at a race ora fight. Let an un- 
fortunate stranger—a man not known in the town 
or village—get into a scrape, and the whole popu- 
Jation are ready to fall upon him, right or wrong, 
and beat him to the ground ; when his life depends 
upon the strength of his skull or the interference 
of the police. There is no ring, no scratch, no 
bottle-holder. To set a man upon his legs after a 
fall is a weakness never thought of—‘ Faith, we 
were hard set to get him down, and why should 
we let him up again ?’—‘ Sure, it ’s a Moynehan!’ 
was repeated by fifty voices in a row at Killarney, 
where all who could come near enough were em- 
ployed in hitting, with their long blackthorn sticks, 
at an unfortunate wretch lying prostrate and disa- 
bled amongst them. Fortunately, the eagerness 
of his enemies proved the salvation of the man, for 
they crowded so furiously together that their blows 
scarcely ever reached their intended victim. It was 
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ridiculous to see the wild way in which they hit 
one another; but so infuriated were they, that no 
heed was taken of the blows, or probably in their 
confusion the hurts were ascribed to the agency of 
the man on the ground. It was no uncommon thing 
to see columns, of many hundreds strong, march 
into Killarney from opposite points, for the sole 
purpose of fighting, on a market-day. Why they 
fought nobody could tell—they did not know them- 
selves; but the quarrel was a very pretty quarrel, 
and no people in the best of causes could go to 
work more heartily. The screams, and yells, and 
savage fury would have done credit to an onslaught 
of Blackfeet or New Zealanders, whilst the dancing 
madness was peculiarly their own. But in spite of 
the vocal efforts of the combatants, and the constant 
accompaniment of the sticks, you could hear the 
dull thud which told when a blackthorn fell upon 
an undefended skull.’’—Vol. i., p. 223. 


Even wilder were the scenes at the races near 
Clunakilty—the very name is redolent of row— 
where there were no rival factions whatever, unless 
those originating in the grand old principle of liv- 
ing across the book, or in national politics, as 
mixed up (mirabile dictu) with horseflesh :— 


‘ Painfully ludicrous to see a man rush from a 
tent, flourishing his stick, dancing about, and scream- 
ing ‘ High for Cloney!’ He is speedily accommo- 
dated with a man who objects to the exaltation of 
Cloney, and pronounces a ‘ High’ for some other 
place. A scuffle ensues, and many hard blows 
given and taken by those who know nothing of the 
cause of the row. But in this case the fight is soon 
over. The women rush in, in spite of the black- 
thorns—tender Irish epithets are lavished—every 
man finds himself encircled with at least one pair 
of fair but powerful arms ; dishevelled hair is flying, 
pretty faces in tears, caps awry, handkerchiefs dis- 
arranged. Pat is a soft-hearted fellow—he can’t 
stand it at all—they still squeeze him close ; so he 
lowers his stick, and is led away captive to some 
distant booth, where in a few minutes more he is 
‘on the floore’ in a jig, as if nothing had happened. 

“ The jockey who rides against a popular horse 
undertakes a service of some danger, for there are 
no means, however unfair, which they will not 
adopt to cause him to lose the race. They will 
hustle him—throw sticks and hats in his way, in 
the hope of throwing over horse and rider. I had 
once an opportunity of seeing a little summary jus- 
tice done. The rider of a steeple-chase was struck 
heavily by some of the mob as he rode over a 
fence, and the circumstance reported to the priest, 
who properly required that the offender should be 
pointed out to him. His reverence was a hearty, 
powerful fellow, mounted on a strong horse, who, 
report said, was much given to run away with his 
master on hunting-days, and could seldom be pulled 
up till the fox was killed. Riding calmly up to the 
offender, he inquired if the report were true, and, 
taking the sulky shuffling of his parishioner as an 
affirmative, he proceeded to lash him heartily over 
the head and shoulders with a heavy hunoting-whip. 
The culprit writhed and roared in vain; his rever- 
ence, warming with the exercise, laid on thicker 
and faster, now whacking him heavily with handle 
and lash together, then double-thonging him upon 
the salient points as he wriggled and twisted ; and 
when the man bounded for a moment as he thought 
out of reach, he was caught with such an accurate 
and stinging cast of the whip-cord under the ear, as 
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argued in the worthy pastor a keen eye for throw- 
ing a line. At last he fairly bolted, trying to dodge 
the priest amongst the crowd; but his reverence 
had a fine hand on his well-broken horse, besides a 
pair of sharp hunting-spurs over the black boots. 
and was up with him in a moment. Accustomed 
as one is to the delays and evasions of courts in this 
our artificial state, it was positively delicious to wit- 
ness such a piece of hearty, prompt, unquibbling 
justice. 

‘¢ But when the popular horse wins, then indeed 
the scene is fine. No sooner did a certain chestnut 
get ahead of the rest, than there arose a cry from 
ten thousand people, of ‘The doctor’s harse! the 
foxey harse! the doctor’s harse!’ accompanied by 
such a rush as fairly swept the winner off the course 
towards the weighing stand; and when, after the 
weighing, the favorite was walked to a distant part 
of the ground, he was accompanied by the same 
thousands, shouting ‘ The doctor’s harse! the foxey 
harse!’ Never, except on this occasion, have 
I seen five hundred persons trying to rub down 
one horse at one time, with ten times that number 
anxious to assist, and only prevented by the evident 
impossibility of getting near enough. Hats, hand- 
kerchiefs, coats, handfuls of grass—all were in req- 
uisition, while the vast mass of excited people 
roared, screeched, vociferated the endless virtues 
of the horse and master, though probably not one 
in a hundred knew anything of either, only that 
the horse op to him was owned by an anti- 
repealer.’’—Vol. i., p. 228. 


This is good—but there is a love of head- 
breaking in the abstract— in the total absence of 
even a pretence of parish or party feud. 

He is again on a race-course :— 


“ I was walking among the long drinking-tents 
or booths, which occupied a considerable portion of 
the central part of the ground, round which the 
course was marked out. In one of the large tents 
filled with people, the floor being occupied by jig- 
dancers, and the rest of the company disposed of on 
benches all round, these, being close to the canvass 
walls, showed to the spectators outside the bulging 
indications of heads, shoulders, elbows, &c. One 
leaned more backward than the rest, and his head 
protruded beyond the others. A man who hap- 
pened to be passing eyed the tempting occiput, and 
paused. e was provided with a tremendous 
‘alpeen.’ He looked again at the head—a destruc- 
tive feeling was evidently rising within him. He 
raised the stick a bit; surely he is not going to hit 
the man! No; he puts the stick under his left 
arm, and rubs his hands. He smiles ; some happy 
thought has crossed him. Suddenly he looks up- 
wards to the sky, with an expression of wild joy— 
wheels quietly round—makes a short prance of three 
steps—utters a screech—whips the stick from under 
his arm, and giving it a flourish in the air, brings 
down the heavy knob with all his force upon the 
skull protruding from the canvass—whack! The 
heavy sound was awful; surely no human bones 
could stand this!—the man must be killed! Mean- 
time the skull-breaker dances about, screaming and 
flourishing the stick. A hubbub of noises arose 
from the interior of the booth, and men and women 
poured out tumultuously together. As the crowd 
thickened, so did the confusion as to the identity of 
the offender; and in a few minutes it became a wild 
hubbub, fighting together without aim or object. 

“ Now, this might have been his father, brother 
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—nay, his mother or sister. What cared he '— 
there was a head to break, and the opportunity was 
not to be neglected. On entering the tent to see 
after the dead man, I found only the piper and the 
proprietors of the booth, calmly awaiting the return 
of their customers.’’—Vol. i., p. 230. 


The alpeen, we understand, is less in fashion 
now than it used to be. The rage has been of 
late years for the heavy stone in the foot of a long 
worsted stocking. This is portable, and puzzles 
the police ; and in reference to a monster meeting, 
the priest can safely attest that his parishioners at- 
tended unarmed ; ‘‘ he did not see one blackthorn’’ 
—not he. 

One very good chapter sets before us something 
of the life of our literary subaltern, when at an 
outpost of the better order—that is where there 
was an elder officer as well. The younger spark 
has gone for a day’s grouse-shooting in the bog 
of Allen—the senior meanwhile was to keep all 
right at head-quarters. It was a glorious Sep- 
tember day, and the sporting lieutenant encoun- 
tered an adventure which he narrates capitally ; 
and as part thereof listened to a love-story—for 
which he must not be held responsible more than 
Herodotus is when the diversifies his evidence in 
chief by a report of what some Egyptian verger 
or Thracian slave-dealer told him about the 
funds available for the Rhodopean pyramid, or the 
flirtations between Scythian and Amazonian vi- 
dettes :— 


‘“ Choosing a dry spot, carpeted with young 
heather, interspersed with huge bosses of fine gray 
moss, while the air was scented with the delicious 
odor of the bog myrtle, he threw his gun and game- 
bag on the ground, and stretched himself along to 
enjoy the tranquil beauty of the scene. There are 
times when the spirits boil over, and our sense of 
happiness can only find relief in some overt act. 
We would give the world for a gallop, or a game 
at leapfrog, or the power to throw a summerset, or 
the license to shout aloud ; and happy are they who 
can train the outbreak into the semblance of music. 
In his ecstasy the sportsman mangled several Italian 
melodies of the day, ruthlessly tortured a gay little 
chanson à boire, murdered Alice Grey outright, and 
still finding that the safety-valve required easing, 
leant his head against atussuck, and gave with that 
hearty good-wil]—that unmistakable con amore only 
seen in those who sing without an audience—the 
well-known morceau of Justice Woodcock :— 


When I courted a lass that was froward and shy, 
I stuck to her stuff till I made her comply. 
I took her so lovingly round the waist, 
And I smack’d her lips and I held her fast. 
Oh! these were the joys of our dancing days. 


‘ Bedad, ye may say that!’ said a voice within ten 
yards of him; ‘that ’s the way I coorted Kitty. If 
ye’d been consaled on the premises ye couldn‘t 
have tould it better!’ If a thunderbolt, or a mete- 
oric stone, or a man of the moon, had fallen into 
the bog beside the grouse-shooter, he could not have 
been more astonished than at this greeting ; and the 
object from whence the voice proceeded was not of 
a kind to diminish his wonder. Between two large 
bunches, or tussucks, of the gray moss, there peered 


! forth the good-humored face of a man about thirty, 
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lying flat upon the bog, while the moss nearly meet- 
ing above his head, and coming down in a flowing, 
pear-like shape on either side of his face, gave him 
much the appearance of wearing a judge’s wig, 
though the countenance showed nothing of the 
judge’s gravity. The first impulse of the shooter 
was to start up and seize his gun, the second to 
burst out into loud laughter— 

“<c Faith, it’s true for you!’ said the man, get- 
ting up and taking a seat near him; ‘ but how the 
divle ye came to know it, sorrow know I know. 
It’s shy enough she was at first, but it’s meself 
that stuck to her. I'l tell yer honor all about it 
while we sit aisy here. Divle a much I cared for 
Lanty (that ’s her father.) ‘* Let her be,” says he ; 
4 wait awhile, sure the heifer’s young. Any how, 
wi rough in yer ways,” says he. ‘* Faith, Mr. 

ickey,’’ says I, ‘‘it’s becase I’m in airnest.” 
“ Divle a doubt of it,’’ says he; ‘‘ but that ’s no ra- 
son why ye ’d be crushing my choild wid yer hugs. 
Any how,” says Lanty, ‘‘I Jl not consint to it yet ; 
sure I can’t spare her till we ’ve got in the praties. 
So hands aff’s fair play,’ says he. ‘* Besides,” 
says Lanty, (sure he ’s a cute ould chap, that one,) 
<t where would ye take her if ye were married itself? 
Ye’d bury her underground,” says he, ‘in the 
quare place ye have down along the canal. Faith 
it’s no place to take me daughter to, and she bred 
up in a slate house, and every"convanience in Kill- 
beggan. If she did consint, it’s not for want of 
better offers at home, never fear. There’s Burke 
of Athy says he’s proud to discoorse wid her when 
he comes this way ; and it’s not a week ago,” says 
he, ‘ that Oolahan the grocer sent me the half-gallon 
of Parliament; it’s long since ye did the like o’ 
that, or even poteen itself. Faith,” says he, ‘* the 
laste ye could do would be to fill the keg in th’ 
other room, and build me up a stack o’ turf for the 
winter,” says he. ‘‘ Och, murther!”’ says I; “ Mr. 
Hickey, ye’r hard upon me,” says I, ‘wid yer 
Burkes and yer Oolahans. Is it Oolahan? Sure 
ye would n’t marry yer daughter to an ould man 
like him? The divel a taste of a grandfather ever 
ye d be, barrin what I’d be shamed to mention. 
Come,” says I, “ Mr. Hickey, yell give me ye’r 
daughter—she’s fond o’ me. Clap hands upon 
that,” says I, ‘‘ and I’ll fill the keg with the first run- 
nings—the raal stuff,’ says I; ‘‘ oncet ye taste it 
ye ll put Oolahans Parliament in a jar, and throw 
stones atit. And [I’ll build ye the stack if ye ‘Il wait 
till the turf’s dhry; I’ve a rare loto’ the deep 
cutting,” says I, ‘‘ as hard as stones.” 

«< Well, faith, I tuck him the sperrits and the 
turf, but the divle a Kitty I got; and I heerd it’s 
aften they went to tay wid ould Oolahan, and made 
game o’ me sperrits and me. Faith, thinks I, the 
next thing ‘ll be I'll have the gauger (sure he’s 
Oolahan’s brother-in-law) and th’ army destroying 
me still, and meself in Phillipstown jail. 
how, says I, I ‘ll be up to ould Lanty, as cute as ye 
are. So when the next dark night come, I tuck some 
of the boys wid me, and their harses, and went to 
Lanty’s, and soan I brought the sweet crathur out- 
side wid a small whistle ] have. ‘‘ Now,” says I, 
“ Kitty, sure I want to talk to ye; maybe I won’t 
discoorse so fine as Mr. Oolahan,’’ says I, “but, 
any how, bring out the key o’ the doore, and we ’!! 
turn it upon Mr. Hickey the whilst we’re talking. 
Sure he might be angry if he found me wid ye un- 
knownst, and I’d like to keep him safe,” says I. 
s What’s that?” says Kitty; ‘‘sure I thought I 


heerd voices beyant,” says she. ‘* Oh, nothin, me | 


But, any | 
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darlint !” says I, ‘‘ but a couple o’ boys goan home 
from the fair o’ Mullingar, wid their harses, and 
they ‘Il stop for me till I go ‘long wid em.” 

‘« Well, with that Kitty goes in and slips on her 
cloak ; and, says she, ‘‘ I ‘lI jist step across to Biddy 
Fay’s for the haarbes.”” ‘ Well,” says Lanty, ‘‘ do 
so; and while ye’r gone I'l] jist take a supo’ Oola- 
han’s sperrits. Faith, it’s great stuff,” says he, 
“ and agrees wid me better than Mike Cronin’s. It’s 
raw stuff, his,” says Lanty. (Th’ ould villain, and 
better never came out of a still!) ‘* Well,” says he, 
“ Kitty, I’m poorly to-night, and Ill take it warm ; 
make me a tumbler o’ punch,” says he, “ Kitty. 
Musha, bad luck to me,” says he, ‘“‘ but I ’d rather see 
ye married to a steady man, that’s got a license to 
sell good sperrits, like Oolahan, than any one, bar- 
rin a distiller itself, and that would be looking rather 
high,” says he, ‘‘ for they ’re mostly of the quality, 
them sort. Anyhow,’ says Lanty, stirring the 
punch, while Kitty was holding the doore ready to 
come—‘* Anyhow, Kitty,” says he, ‘* ye must think 
no more o’ Mike (that ’s me ;) what Il he do for ye,” 
says he, ‘‘ down inthe bog? Sure his spirrits is but 
quare stuff; and what’s the thrifle o’ turf he sent ? 
—its most the top cutting, and mighty light.” 
(The lying ould rap!) “Well, go ‘long wid ye, 
Kitty,” says he, taking a dhrink; ‘‘ go “long to 
Biddy Fay’s, and mind yerself,”’ says he ; ‘* sure th’ 
officers do be smoking their cigars upon the bridge, 
says he, and they’re mighty blackguards afther 
dark. And make haste back, for it’s toired I’m 
getting.” 

‘¢¢ Well, faith, at last I heerd her shut the doore ; 
so I just stepped up, and turned the kay mighty 
quite, and put my arm round Kitty, and tuck her 
away towards the harses, and says she, ‘f where ye 
goan? Can’t ye coort me here?” says she; ‘ sure 
the people do be passing in the lane.’ Well, with 
that I catched her up, and away wid me, hot fut, 
and the crathur squealed. ‘‘Ah, can’t ye stopt” 
says she, ‘“ I ’d die before I’d go wid ye! Sure I 
thought ye an honest boy, Mike. Be aisy wid me, 
for the honor o’ God; sure I’m young as yit!’’ 
But, faith, we put her on the harse, and I held her 
on before me, and cut out o’ that full tare; but 
divle such a pillalooing as Lanty made out o’ the 
windy ye never heerd! Sure we had him safe, for 
the windy was too small for him; but anyhow he 
tried it, and stuck fast, half in, half out, and Pat 
Sheahy stopped wid him a minute to see if he’d 
aise himself out, but divle a taste. ‘* Let me out o’ 
this!” says Lanty, most choked. ‘ Be quite, Mr. 
Hickey,” says Pat; ‘“ don’t alarm the town. What 
would folks say, and see ye stuck in yer own win- 
dy? Faith, ye must be swelled with the bad spir- 
rits ye tuck ; sure Cronin’s sperrits never did that 
for ye. Betther for ye,” says he, ‘‘ to marry your 
daughter to an honest boy that does ye no harm,”’ 
says he, ‘than an ould spalpeen that blows ye out 
like a cow in clover. But it’s getting late,” says 
Pat, ‘‘and I’ve far to travel; so I wish ye good 
night, Mr. Hickey. Well, well,” says Pat, ‘‘ sure 
th’ airly boat do be passing up soon after daylight, and 
they ‘It think it curious to see ye stuck that way in 
the wall !”’ 

t < Well, faith, he left him, half out and half in, 
and away wid us to the bog; and I married Kitty 
with the first convanience, and it’s mighty happy 
we are, barrin the guager, (that ’s Oolahan’s brother- 
in-law,) that do be hunting me out for the still. 
Sure I expect him to-night, and th’ army wid him ; 
and faith I lay quite, watching yer honor, for I 
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thought ye might spake to me unknownst about 
their coming, for ye talked a dale to yerself.’’’— 
Vol. i., p. 93. 


The licutenant is by-and-by invited to the home 
of Mr. Cronin :— 


‘¢ To the sportsman’s astonishment, the canal was 
within a hundred yards, cut deep through the bog, 
some forty feet below the surface, and so completely 
out of sight that he had not the most distant notion 
of its proximity : but where the residence of his new 
friend was remained a mystery. The bog had 
been cut down in several levels, like steps, to the 
canal, but, looking up and down along its straight 
course, no house, or any sign of one, could be dis- 
covered. ‘Sure, it isn't every one I `d bring to my 
place,’ said my companion, ‘let alone the army ; 
for I know yer honor right well ; and sure, if ye do 
come in ye ‘ll see nothing.” On the deep steps or 
levels of the cutting were a great many heaps of 
turf piled up, apparently with a view to their con- 
venient shipment in the large turf-boats which carry 
this admirable fuel even as far as Dublin. Mr. Cro- 
nin, after pausing a minute to enjoy the wondering 
looks his companion cast about in search of the 
‘ place,’ commenced removing one of the heaps upon 
the level about midway between the surface of the 
hog and the canal. ‘The stack was about five feet 
high, and as the upper portion was removed there 
appeared a hole, or door-way, in the perpendicular 
face of the cutting against which the heap was 
raised. 

s When the passage became practicable, the mas- 
ter beckoned to his guest, and ushered him into a 
room of fair dimensions, in the centre of which was 
left standing a column of turf to support the roof, 
on one side of which was a hole, or window, cut 
down from the level above, and slightly covered 
with dry bushes. The walls and floor were per- 
fectly dry and comfortable. There were sundry 
articles of furniture about the place, several low 
stools, a small table, and a rude old chest, from 
which last the owner produced some excellent bread 
and butter, a bottle of potecn whiskey, and two 
small glasses * * - J 

‘¢ Suddenly the host started, then listened atten- 
tively, and, finally, applying his ear close to the 
turf-wall, commenced making gestures to remain 
still. After atime there could be distinctly felt a 
vibration of the springy ground, and it was evident, 
from its increase, that a party of many persons was 
approaching. Suddenly a word or two were spoken 
in a low voice, and immediately followed by the loud 
word of command, ‘ Halt, front: order arms : stand 
at ease.’ The sportsman knew the voice well: it 
was that of his brother officer, and the party was 
the detachment to which he himself belonged. Here 
was a predicament! To issue forth would have 
been to betray his hospitable entertainer, confiscate 
his property, and consign him to a prison : to remain 
hidden in a poteen manufactory, hearing his own 
men outside, searching, with the revenue officer, 
for the very place of his concealment, and to be 
there discovered, would have had an awkward ap- 
pearance, and, with a fidgety commanding officer, 
might have subjected him to a court-martial. He 
knew not what to do; and, as is usual in such 
cases, did nothing. 

“ Sometimes the party was moved further on; 


then back again, past the door; then they halted | 
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but our particular one escaped from its insignif- 
icance ; and to have removed all would have been 
the work of a week. The old officer, a dry, matter- 
of-fact Englishman, was becoming heartily sick of 
the adventure. He said something about being 
made a fool of, which Mr. Cronin doubted, mutter- 
ing something to the effect that nature had been 
beforehand with the gauger. ‘I shall not allow my 
men to slave here all night, pulling down and build- 
ing up stacks of peat aftera ten-mile march, and ten 
miles to return; so fall in, men, and unpile arms. 
Show us the place, sir, and we ‘ll make the seizure.’ 
(Inside.)—* Well done, old boy, stick to that!’ 
As the night advanced, the difficulty of finding the 
still increased, and at last the gauger was fain to 
give up the pursuit in despair, and the party was 
moved off. 

“ The intruder lost no time in slipping out of his 
hiding-place, and reached home before the party. 
Till a late hour that night he was edified with a 
full and particular account of the adventure; how 
they had been hoaxed, and dragged over twenty 
Irish miles to a place where there never was an il- 
licit still—where there never could have been the 
smallest reason for suspecting the existence of one. 
‘T looked pretty sharp,’ said the old officer, ‘and I 
can see as far into a mill-stone as most people.’ 

« There was one thing the junior had to complain 
of, which was, that on several market-days a jar of 
whiskey was mysteriously left at his quarters ; but 
he laid a trap for the bringer, and at last caught 
Mike Cronin in the fact, and the harmony of their 
acquaintance was a little disturbed by his being 
made to take it away, under athreat of certain pains 
and penalties. Contound the fellow! he then sent 
his wife, even Kitty, so that the sportsman was 
obliged to compromise by accepting a bottle or two, 
or else shut the gates against all the gray cloaks on 
a market-day.”’-—Voli., p. 111. 


We regret to say this book does not affurd many 
clerical portraits, and still more that it affords no 
very agrecable ones. None at all, we. think, be- 
long to the period of the maturer officer; and we 
are very willing to suppose that in his youthful 
days he listened to exaggerated tales of the priests 
among his jovial acquaintance of the Orange per- 
suasion. One Episcopal sketch, however, is from 
his own observation :— 


‘A Protestant will find it difficult to believe the 
degree of slavish reverence which is paid by the in- 
ferior Irish Catholic clergy to those of high rank in 
their church. Whether such is the case in other 
countries I am not in a condition to say, but I was 
a witness of it in Ireland. 

“ At the house of a gentleman with whom I way 
intimate, and who, though a Protestant, was equally 
respected by all sects and classes, there was staying 
a Roman Catholic bishop. This gentleman, whom 
I met more than once, was one of the most agree- 
able persons I ever encountered; indeed, it is 
enough to say that he was a well-educated Irish 
gentleman of the old school, who had resided much 
abroad. Many of my readers must have had the 
good fortune to meet such a person, and will at 
once understand the kind of man he was: his Irish 
assurance making him a perfect master of all the 
polite observances of lite, his native humor sharpened 
by collision with the world, his buoyant animal 


close in front: but the dry turf left no traces of | spirits chastened into the happiest tone by a long 


footmarks, and all their attempts were baffled. 
Several of the large stacks of turf they removed, 


admixture with the best society, and his thorough 
good-nature breaking out, as it were, in spite of the 
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restraints of modern conventionalities. ‘There was 
no ascetic nonsense about him ; indeed, a pleasanter 
companion, even on a fast-day, I never met, no 
downcast looks, half sly, half sheepish, which char- 
acterize the Irish priest of these days. Neither had 
he the blue and congested look which marks their 
complexions, and which I never see without feeling 
my benevolence moved to recommend them a pre- 
scription, if I thought there would be a chance of 
their taking it at my hands. My gaillard of a bishop 
had nothing of all this, though I believe him to 
have been at least as good a man as those who 
have. 

“ To wait upon his lordship of course came the 
whole neighboring clergy, and at their first presen- 
tation it was their ‘ hint’ to fall upon their knees 
and ask his blessing. Young and old, fat and slen- 
der, threw themselves on their marrow-bones before 
their spiritual superior, and humbled themselves in 
the dust before a man. Is this seemly? and what 
greater personal homage can they pay to the Deity? 
We certainly bow the knee to kings, but we don't, 
even to them, prostrate ourselves, in grovelling 
abasement, as these men did. 

‘ Whether the bishop, a gentleman and a man 
of the world, did not feel a little ashamed of all this 
before Protestants, is not for me to say ; but he was 
uncommonly active in picking them up before they 
fell, and after a while received them in a separate 
room.’’—ZIlid., p. 283. 


For this death-bed scene of a parish priest the 
author does not give any authority but that of a 
Paddy in livery, evidently a relation of Miss Edge- 
worth’s famous letter-writer; but take it, valeat 
quantum. Mr. Kisbey is a doctor of all-work, for 
whom this Paddy has no respect :— 


‘¢ ¢ Father Shea was confined to the house, and the 
master tould me to run down to the town and in- 
quire for him, and take him a hare, *‘ for,” says he, 
t he ’s fand of hare soup,” says he, ‘‘ and perhaps a 
drop will do him good.” And with that I went, and 
the door was open, and divle any one in it that I 
seen ; so I walks into the kitchen, and there was 
Kit Flynn hating water. SoIaxed for Miss Biddy, 
(that’s t’ housekeeper,) and says Kit, says she, 
‘¢ Sure she ’s up with the master, and Mr. Kisbey `s 
attinding him, and the codjutor ’s in it, (coadjutor or 
curate ;) so,” says she, ‘* go up, Pat, for he ’s mighty 
fand of hare and the sight of it maybe `I] revive him,” 
says she. So with that I goes gently up stairs, and 
the door was open, and I walks in with a ‘‘ God save 
all here !’’ says I. ‘* You ’re kindly welcome—come 
in,” says Mr. Ryan, (that ’s the codjutor ;) ‘ come 
in,” says he, ‘* Mr. Finn ; that ’sa fine hare you ’ve 
got,” says he, feeling it; ‘‘ that will make a great 
soup,”’ says he, ‘ for our poor friend : but I’m think- 
ing he’s most past it,” sayshe. And with that poor 
Biddy began to cry again, for I seen that her eyes 
were red, and it’s full of trouble she was, the cra- 
tur. And I looked to the bed, and his rivirence 
was lying, taking no notice at all, but looking 
mighty flushed, and brathing hard, and Kisbey was 
mixing some stuff at the table in a tay-cup, and a 
quare face he made, sure enough. And Biddy 
could n't stop crying and sobbing fit to break her 
heart, poor cratur! and she lifted her apron to her 
hi and faith I seen it’s very stout she was. And 

isbey was moving an to the bed, stirring the stuff, 
and looking hard at the patient. —** Whisht, Biddy,” 
says Kisbey, ‘‘ you ‘ll disturb his rivirence, and 
maybe it ’s not long he ’ll be spared to you ; sure it ’s 
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a smart favor he’s got; but anyhow,”’ says Kisbey, 
t J think this will do him, for it ‘s a febbrifewdge,”’ 
says he, ‘and will rouse him in the bowels,” 
says Kisbey ; ‘‘ and besides, there ’s a touch of the 
saline in it,” says he, stirring the cup again, and 
making a face; ‘‘it ’s my favorite medicine,” says 
he, “in a crisis.” ‘*Ochhone !”’ says poor Biddy, 
crying out, ‘what would I do if I lost his rivirence ? 
Ah, Mr. Kisbey, you see the state I `m in,” says 
she ; ‘‘it’s a poor case that you can’t relave him,” 
says she, ‘* wid your crisis, and he hearty o’ Thurs- 
day.” ‘“ Ah, be aisy, Miss Biddy,” says the codju- 
tor, stipping up behind her mighty quite, (sure it’s 
him that got the parish after Shea ;) ‘‘ be aisy, Miss 
Biddy,” says he, laying the heel of his hand upon 
her shoulther, ‘‘be aisy, Miss Biddy,” says he, 
“t for, by the blessing o’ God, it will all be right wid 
him. Sure, if human manes can do it,’’ says he, 
‘‘ Mr. Kisbey can do it; he ’s a man of skill,” says 
he, ‘ and his practice extensive. So keep up your 
heart, Biddy,” says the codjutor ; ‘* but it’s well to 
be prepared for the worst. We ‘re frail creatures, 
and life ’s but a span,” says he, drawing her towards 
him, mighty kind; ‘‘sure I feel for him,” says he, 
“ greatly.” And while the codjutor was offering 
the consolation to Miss Biddy, I seen Kisbey hould- 
ing his rivirence by the nose, and trying to put the 
febbrifewdge into him ; but divle a taste he ’d have 
of it at all, but kicked and struggled like mad. 
« Ah! hould still, Mr. Shea, and take it,” says 
Kisbey ; “it’s the cooling draught,” says he, ‘‘ that 
will aise you. Sure it’s mighty pleasant when you 

et it down,” says Kisbey, forcing itan him. Faith, 

did not like to see his rivirence treated so rough. 
« Well, Mr. Finn,” says the codjiitor, ‘ you ’d bet- 
ter go down wid your hare, and give it to Kitty,” 
says he, ‘‘for the soup. Maybe my poor friend 
will like it,” says he, ‘* when the draught has aised 
him.” But the divle any aising did Father Shea 
get, barrin death, for he died that night.’ °—Vol. i., 
p. 61. 


We should be very sorry to indorse Father 
Shea’s exit; but the gallant author is directly 
responsible for one death-scene in his book, and we 
must quote it, for no page therein throws stronger 
light on life in Ireland :— 


“I have seen many executions, civil and military, 
in various countries, including the beheading of 
Fieschi and his associates, and I never saw a man 
come forth to be put to death who did not appear 
already tnore dead than alive, excepting one crimi- 
nal at Naas. He had murdered his wife, and the 
fact was proved undeniably. He came out with a 
placid smile and a healthy complexion, and, I fan- 
cied, familiarly acknowledged some acquaintances 
in the crowd. Perhaps he was nerved with the 
hope of reprieve—an expectation certainly indulged 
in by the priest who attended him, and whose cold, 
and as it appeared irreverent praying, extended to 
full twenty minutes. It was dreadful to see a man 
stand smiling and nodding on the very brink of the 
grave, and the more so as again and again he 
calmly asserted his inncence of the crime for which 
he was about to suffer, though he admitted that he 
had been a murderer before. That such examples, 
I fear, are of little use, may be inferred from the 
fact of how readily the spectators are moved to joke 
and laugh at any laden occurrence, even at the 
most solemn moment. In this case the priest had 
inadvertently placed himself beside the man upon 
the drop itself, just previous to the bolt being drawn, 
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and was there loudly praying. Recalled by some 
circumstance to a sense of his situation, he jumped 
nimbly back to the standing grating without pausing 
in the prayer, and then, holding firmly by the railing, 
extended his other hand to prevent the prisoner fol- 
lowing his example. There was an audible laugh 
at the priest’s agility, in which I have no doubt the 
man about to be turned off would have joined, if he 
had not been blindfolded with the nighteap.”—Vol. 
li., p. 8. 


We are now well aware that a Paddy will al- 
low himself to die of sheer starvation, although all 
the while he has half a dozen gold sovereigns 
sewed up in his neckerchief. The following de- 
tail of some of his idiosyncracies as to the choice 
and selection of viands, the constancy of his af- 
fection for the potato, and his irreclaimable preju- 
dice against articles both more familiar to him and 
more acceptable to people in general than maize, 
will no Jonger therefore excite so much wonder in 
our readers as the original discovery of the facts 
did in the enlightened author of ‘‘ Paddiana.’? The 
chapter is entitled ‘‘ Of the Potato :°— 


‘c Sailing in a little yacht on the south-eastern 
coast of Ireland, and having with me a young fisher- 
man from Youghal, a sudden north-west gale arose 
and blew us off the coast. For some hours it was 
impossible to carry sail at all, so violent were the 
squalls that came off that iron-bound coast; and 
there seemed every probability of our bringing up 
somewhere on the Welsh coast should the gale 
continue, and our boat weather the short, heavy 
seas, which rose higher and more dangerous as we 
left the land. Fortunately towards evening the 
wind lulled, and we were able, under a close-reefed 
mainsail, to stagger back towards the coast, shaping 
Our course with many weary tacks for Ardmore 
Bay, at the rocky, southern side of which we ar- 
rived in thick darkness, the black outline of the 
cliffs being only recognized against the equally black 
sky by their immovable position amongst the driving 
clouds. Relying upon the conning of the trusty 
Mike, we stood into the bay, and finally dropped 
anchor abreast of the village and under shelter of 
the cliffs. Of food we had a lump of hard mouldy 
bread, left forgotten from some former trip; but 
there was a keg of fresh water, a cooking appara- 
tus, and good store of sea-birds killed before the 
gale came on. 

‘ To make a fire, skin and prepare the birds for 
stewing, we busily addressed ourselves. And let 
not the fastidious reader imagine that such a mess 
is a mere unpalatable make-shift : sea-birds produce 
a rich and savory soup, little, if at all, inferior to 
hare-soup, especially if after skinning they are al- 
lowed to soak tor some hours in cold water. 

“Each time that the lid of our kettle was removed 
arose a more grateful fragrance from the simmer- 
ing fluid, till about midnight a supper was ready 
that an alderman might not have disdained, let alone 
two hungry men fasting since an early breakfast, 
and who had been working hard in the wet for nine 
or ten hours. As president of the mess, I made an 
equitable division of the fare, and, handing Michael 
his portion, fell furiously upon the Guillemot soup. 
Anything more exquisite to my taste on that occa- 
sion [ never encountered ; but, behold! the trusty 
Mike stirred not, neither did he hft up his spoon. 
He would not touch it! ‘ Faith, I never see any 
one ate them things at all!’ But you have nothing 
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else, man, except that mouldy crust! ‘Faith, 3 
would n’t ate it at all!’ Is it fast-day? ‘No! 
Come, nonsense! try a puffin—or this cormorant 

ou ’ll find exceedingly juicy and tender. No? 
Penan you are not hungry? ‘Faith, it °s meself 
that is, then. Sorrow bid I had to-day!’ Would 
you like a kettlefull of Connaught lumpera well 
boiled? ‘ Be my sowl I would! !’ (With much 
energy.) Suffering from the heat with their eoats 
unbuttoned? ‘Just so!’ But as you have n't got 
the praties, try a bit of wilock? ‘Ogh! I would o’t 
taste it at all! I’d be sick !'—So he munched in 
preference the mouldy bread. But I have to re- 
cord another peculiarity in the trusty Michael’s 
taste. 

“ The next morning a boat came off and took us 
ashore, and we steered at once for the best cabin in 
the place—bad enough it was, but bearing on the 
white-washed wall the encouraging hieroglyphie 
of a bottle and glass, and above the doorway this 
inscription, contrived ingeniously to fit the space, 
and reading somewhat like a rude rhyme :— 


BEAMISH and CRAWFORD’S PO 
RTER Licensed for SPIRITS and to 
BACCO. 


Here the Saxon called for eggs and bacon—it is 
unnecessary to mention the order of the Celt. But 
the bacon was not to be procured in the village, 
and a boy despatched to a house ‘ convanient’ did 
not return till the Celtic breakfast was heaped upon 
the board. In vain did the Saxon call upon him to 
stop—to pause—not to throw away so glorious an 
appetite upon a peck of tubers—at least to keep a 
corner for the bacon. But Mike was mounted on 
an irresistible hobby, and, like the Lady Baussiére, 
he ‘ rode on.’— Well, hold hard before you go into 
your second peck—see, here’s a rasher ready! 
‘No! What! you don't like bacon? ‘Faith, I 
dunnow!’ Not know if you like bacon? ‘ Sure, I 
never tasted the like!’ He had never tasted ba- 
con! He, an Irishman, of the age of twenty—who 
had been brought up with pigs from earliest infancy 
whose ears, probably, received a grunt before all 
other sounds—whose infant head had been pillewed 
upon living chitterlings, and whose earliest play- 
thing was souse—who had bestridden chines and 
griskins before he could walk, and toddled through 
boyhood with pettitoes—nay, who could not at the 
present hour, when at home, put forth hand or foot 
without touching ham or flitch ;—and yet he had 
never tasted bacon! nor wished to taste it! ! 

« Poor creatures! no wonder we can do nothing 
for them. What hope 3s there for a man who, 
half starved, will yet dine upon a boiled petato— 
nay, go without even that—rather than try a new 
dish ?’—who will sell a young pig weighing ten 
pounds for ten pence to lay out in potatoes, in pref- 
erence to eating the pig?”—Vol. i., p. 124. 


If the following fact be new to our author, he 
will not be sorry to have it. We giveit on the 
most unquestionable authority. When the late 
“ Famine” was at the worst in Connemara, the 
sea off the coast there teemed with turbot to such 
an extent that the laziest of fishermen could not 
help catching them in thousands ; but the common 
people would not touch them, because, we sup- 
pose, there were no potatoes to eat with them— 
for we can hardly imagine that the objection was 
the more civilized one of lack of lobsters for sauce. 
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From the potato of the peasant the major takes 
the liberty of passing to a little discourse of what 
is called among the orators of regimental messes 
the general question’’—and we are not unwilling 
to be among his listeners :— 


“The universal example of the higher ranks 
throughout Ireland has gone to diffuse a love of 
sporting and a hatred of work. The younger 
brother will drag on his shabby life at the family 
domain, rather than make an effort to be indepen- 
dent by means of a profession ; and as for a trade, 
he would call out the man who suggested such a 
degradation. The shopkeeper, as much as he can, 
shuffles out of the business and leaves it to his wife, 
while he is either indulging his half-tipsy grandeur 
in the back parlor, or out with the hounds. The 
farmer, even in harvest-time, will leave the loaded 
car—throw aside the business of the day—to follow 
the ‘ hoont,’ if the hounds come in the neighbor- 
hood. Even a shooting sportsman is sufficient to 
attract them: they follow the example set them by 
their betters, and have had no other. 

* Of course they will attend monster meetings, 
and listen with delight to an orator, who offers to 
procure them, on the easiest conditions, JUSTICE 
FoR IrELAND—a phrase which, in the minds of the 
audience, means what each most desires—a good 
farm, easy rents, dear selling, and cheap buying— 
and all to be had by repeal! How can they refuse 
to go heart and hand with a gentleman who prom- 
ises all this—cracks his joke with a jolly, guod-hu- 
mored face—praises Irish beauty and boasts of the 
power of Irish limbs—irresistible in cajolery and 
matchless in abuse—never confuted, or even ques- 
tioned, except by some ‘Gutter Commissioner,’ 
who, if he was not kicked out of the country, de- 
served to be ! 

«I am far from presuming to suggest a remedy 
for Irish disorders; but I am convinced that a 
stronger power than that afforded by our present 
laws is required in so desperate a case. To wait 
till the age of reason dawns upon a people whose 
besotted ignorance is such that you cannot make 
them understand what is best for them, or that 
you are trying to benefit them, is hopeless ; who 
have a native cunning and aptitude to defeat your 
schemes; who have no sense of independence or 
shame of beggary ; and (which is the worst feature 
in the case) who are upheld in their opposition to 
all improvement by those in whom all their confi- 
dence is placed, who teach them that England is 
their great and grinding oppressor, from whom 
spring all their wrongs and all their misery. This 
is rung in their ears by all whom they are taught 
to look up to: their journalists, their poets, their 
patriots, their priests, have all the same cry— 


On our side is virtue and Erin— 
On theirs is the Saxon and guilt. 


This is the never-ending burden of all the speeches 
and all the writings addressed to the Irish people. 
It is in vain you feed and clothe them—pay them 
to make their own roads—drain their own bogs— 
nay, sow their own land. It is quite sufficient to 
Tender the boon distrusted when it is associated 
with ‘the Saxon and guilt!’ But still the lesson 
is, Get all you can—take every advantage—still 
cry for more—hate the giver, but take the gift— 
‘cram and blaspheme your feeder!’ 

« Education may do something; but when you 
have taught them to read, will they be allowed to 
sead? Did anybody ever see an Irish peasant read- 


459 


ing in his cabin? and yet education is very general. 
The great difficulty is to teach them to think. This 
once attained, they will gradually shake off their 
‘old men of the sea.’ In the mean time, our law- 
tinkers may meddle with their system of tenure, 
their poor, and their relation of landlord and tenant 
—for it will be hard to put them into any position 
more deplorable than that in which they are now.” 
—Vol. ii., p. 132. 


We offer these extracts, and earnestly recom- 
mend almost all the rest of this gentleman’s Scraps 
and Sketches, as fair materials for the dispassionate 
public—if any such public there be as respects 
Ireland. Part of his second volume is occupied 
with a composition of a diflerent class. It is, in 
fact, a Review of some late ‘‘ Histories of Ireland,” 
—among others, of Mr. Moore’s ; and we think Mr. 
Moore himself must be startled and amused to see 
the quiet dexterity with which facts in his book 
have been set in array against its drift. A man 
of true genius like him, tasting with such exquisite 
relish the picturesque of manners as well as of 
scenery, could not possibly do a history of Ireland 
so as to meet the wishes of those Milesians who 
give their fellow-subjects and readers credit for any 
discourse of reason. He could not, we believe, go 
over chronicles, and annals, and letters, and de- 
spatches, and merely pick out what would serve 
the purposes of any one party, or faction, or sect 
whatever :—he must rest on the really salient 
points, with whatever inferences pregnant—it was 
not in his nature to tell the story and omit the 
cream. We do not give him credit for being 
very much in earnest in his own flourishing com- 
mentaries, and, in short, have no doubt he will 
smile with tolerable complacency over this gentle 
castigation from one in whose society, peradven- 
ture, he will feel that he would be considerably 
more at home than in any congregation either of 
old or young Erin. But we shall not meddle with 
the brother-reviewer—too happy should we have 
been to adopt (and abridge) the production if he 
had sent it to us in MS.—as it is, we can only 
repeat our fraternal recommendation of what all 
the candid will admit to be, or at least to contain 
the stuff of, a first-rate article. 

Already, it may be thought, we have extracted 
quite enough of politics from ‘‘ Paddiana’’—let us 
honestly tell the reason. We do not question that 
this book will have a run m Great Britain—but 
we do not believe it will be allowed to get into 
any circulation at all among the masses of the 
Irish—whereas, somehow or other, reviews defy, 
to a certain extent, the sternest and strictest ban 
whether of the lurking Jesuit—or the brawling 
priest—or the professional agitator in Dublin. But 
even this was a secondary motive. We see cer- 
tain continental journals crammed continually with 
articles on Irish matters made up of extracts either 
from whig and radical journals of English birth, 
or from the tomes of such superficial, dogmatical 
pedants as M. Beaumont, or such sentimental nin- 
nies as the Vicomte d’Arlincourt. Now the edi- 
tors of these Bibliothèques Européennes, Biblio- 
théques Universelles, &c. &c. &c., French, Swiss, 
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Belgian or German, are, we suspect, in no slight 
degree directed as to their choice of plunder from 
the English periodical press by the mere consider- 
ation of what will amuse their readers; and there- 
fore we have compounded this paper chiefly in the 
hope of its attracting their notice, and becoming 
by their industrious machinery diffused among 
students who do not materially swell our own or 
any other English list of subscribers. If we be 
not disappointed in our anticipations on this score, 


PADDIANA.—THE DYING CHILD. 


We suppose after what we said at the begin- 
ning it is entirely needless for us to explain that 
in this very clever man’s diatribes he has not the 
slightest intention of casting any disparagement 
on the virtues which, no less than powerful under- 
standing and captivating manners, characterize in 
our time the great majority of the Irish gentry. 
He is as far above pandering to the narrow preju- 
dices of the English bigot as of the Irish fanatic. 
He regards the questions at issue from an imperial, 


let us present one humble parting petition to our! which is the same thing as to say from a philan- 


foreign free-traders. Will they do us the favor not 
to omit one smal] specimen more of an elderly and 
experienced English officer’s serious reflections on 
the affairs of Ireland? Extremwn hunc concede 
laborem !— 


« To the great majority of us unimaginative 
Saxons the Irish character is a profound mystery. 
There is, from high to low, a want of principle 
umongst them. They spend without thought, and 
accept without shame: the old spint of ‘ coshering’ 
is still strong amongst them, and they are ready to 
bestow their burdens or their company upon any 
one who will, under any circumstances, accept the 
charge. Their sense of right and wrong is differ- 
ent from ours. A man occupying the high post of 
a legislator will, for factious and selfish purposes, 
falsity all history to make out a case; and, no 
doubt, will readily enough abuse any writer who 
may expose his nefarious practices. ‘lhe gentleman 
who fraudulently possessed himself of his noble 
relative’s diamonds, and pawned them, from the 
moment of detection loudly proclaimed himself an 
ill-used man—a victim to the narrow prejudices of 
society—and railled against its laws. The gallant 
officer who pocketed a valuable article of bijouterie 
belonging to a noble lord, and sold it to a jeweller, 
is perpetually writing for testimonials of his trust- 
worthiness to people whom he knows to be acquaint- 
ed with all the circumstances of the case ; and there 
is not a farmer in Ireland who would blush to with- 
hold his seed-wheat and let his land lie fallow, if he 
thought there was a probability that the govern- 
ment would find him seed and till his land for him. 
His long-tongued orators know this, and clamor 
for him; and even English gentlemen will, for fac- 
tious purposes, join in the cry. 

« Tt may seem harsh to say that kindness and 
conciliation are thrown away upon the Irish in their 
present state, unless, indeed, it be accompanied by 
a pretty strong demonstration of power. Savages, 
or even half-savages, must fee] the strong hand to 
inspire them with respect. Try the conciliatory 
system in the Kast, and not even ready money will 
get youon. Are the Irish civilized? Are they in 
a condition to be placed on the same footing as the 
Englisht Cana people be called civilized where 
farm-laborcrs work under an escort of police? where 
murderers are fostered, and improving landlords 
shot? where they harrow by the horses’ tails! 
where ball-proof waistcoats are lucrative articles of 
manufacture? where they believe in O'Higgins? 
and up to the present moment have paid an impos- 
tor a princely income to disunite them from their 
only friend? In truth, when we reflect upon the 
scrapes which this brave, good-humored, generous, 
and nose-led people have been brought into in all 
ages by their kings, their chiefs, their priests, and 
their patriots, we are astonished to read in Holin- 
shed that ‘ There is no Irish terme for a knave.’ ’’ 
_—Vol. ii., p. 266. 
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thropic, point of view. 


We ought to mention that we had not read 
until our paper was done a small volume just pub- 
lished with the title of ‘t Ireland Sixty Years Ago.”’ 
If we had, we should have excepted it from our 
general criticism on works lately produced about 
Irish manners. The author has collected with 
diligence, and put together in a very agreeable 
style, a world of most striking and picturesque 
incidents and characters of the period immediately 
preceding the Union. Eminently amusing as he 
is, we see not the least trace of Barringtonian ro- 
mance about his chapters. As to his preface, he 
is an Irishman, though a highly cultivated one— 
therefore we may be pardoned for doubting whether 
he has not rather over-estimated the progress 
actually made by his countrymen, within these 
sixty years, towards habits of order and industry. 
But that they have made great progress, notwith- 
standing all the, as we believe, just and true pic- 
tures in ‘‘ Paddiana,’’ there can be no doubt; and 
most earnestly do we concur in his hope and prayer 
that the progress may advance henceforth with 
ever increasing rapidity. 


THE DYING CHILD. 


CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN.—-TRANSLATED BY 
MARY HOWITT. 


BY HANS 


Motuer, I’m tired, and I would fain be sleeping ; 
Let me repose upon thy bosom seek : 

But promise me that thou wilt leave off weeping, 
Because thy tears fall hot upon my check. 

Here it is cold; the tempest raveth madly ; 
But in my dreams all is so wondrous bright ; 

I see the angel-children smiling gladly, 
When from my weary yen shut out light. 


Mother, one stands beside me now! and, listen . 
Dost thou not hear the music’s sweet accord ? 

See how his white wings beautifully glisten ! 
Surely those wings were given him by our Lord! 

Green, gold and red are floating all around me ; 
They are the flowers the angel scattereth. 

Shall I have also wings whilst life has bound me? 
Or, mother, are they given alone in death? 


Why dost thou clasp me as if I were going? 
Why dost thou press thy cheek thus unto mine? 
Thy cheek is hot, and yet thy tears are flowing : 
I will, dear mother, will be always thine! 
Do not sigh thus—it marreth my reposing ; 
And if thou weep, then I must weep with thee? 
Oh, I am tired—my weary eyes are closing ; 
—Look, mother, look! the angel kisseth me! 
Howitt’s Journal. 


A MORMON CONVENTICLE. 


A MORMON CONVENTICLE. 
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER. 


Passine up Merrimack-street, the other day, my 
attention was arrested by a loud earnest voice, 
apparently engaged in preaching, or rather ‘* hold- 
ing forth,’ in the second story of the building 
opposite. I was in the mood to welcome anything 
of a novel character, and following the sound, I 
passed up a flight of steps leading to a long, narrow 
and somewhat shabby room, dignified by the ap- 
pellation of Classic hall. 

Seating myself, I looked about me. There 
were from fifty to one hundred persons in the 
audience, in which nearly all classes of this hete- 
rogeneous community seemed pretty fairly repre- 
sented, all listening with more or less attention to 
the speaker. 

He was a young man with dark enthusiastic 
complexion, black eyes and hair; with his collar 
thrown back, and his coat cuffs turned over, re- 
vealing a somewhat undue quantity of ‘‘ fine linen,” 
bending over his coarse board pulpit, and gesticu- 
lating with the vehemence of Hamlet’s player, 
& tearing his passion to rags.’ A band of mourn- 
ing crape, fluttering with the spasmodic action of 
his left arm, and an allusion to ‘‘ our late beloved 
brother JosepH Smitu,”’ sufficiently indicated the 
sect of the speaker. He was a Mormon—a saint 
of the latter days. 

His theme was the power of faith. Although 
evidently unlearned and innocent enough of dealing 
in such ‘‘ abominable matters as a verb or a noun, 
which no Christian ear can endure,” to have satis- 
fied Jack Cade himself, there was a straight-forward 
vehemence and intense earnestness in his manner, 
which at once disarmed my criticism. He spoke 
of-Adam, in Paradise, as the lord of this lower 
world—‘‘ For,” said he, ‘‘ water could n't drown 
him, fire could n’t burn him, cold could n’t freeze 
him—nothing could harm him, for he had all the 
elements under his feet. And what, my hearers, 
was the secret of this power? His faith in God: 
that was it. Well, the devil wanted this power. 
He behaved in a mean, ungentlemanly way, and 
deceived Eve, and lied to her, he did. And so 
Adam lost his faith. And all this power over the 
elements that Adam had, the devil got, and has it 
now. He isthe prince and power of the air, con- 
sequently, he is master of the elements and lord 
of this world. He has filled it with unbelief, and 
robbed man of his birthright, and will do so until 
the hour of the power of darkness is ended, and 
the mighty angel comes down with the chain in 
his hand to bind the old serpent and dragon.” 

Another speaker, a stout black-browed ‘‘ son of 
thunder,” gave an interesting account of his ex- 
perience. He had been one of the apostles of the 
Mormon Evangel, and had visited Europe. He 
went in faith. He had ‘‘ but three cents in his 
pocket’? when he reached England. He went to 
the high professors of all sects, and they would 
not receive him; they pronounced him ‘‘ damned 
already.’? He was reduced to great poverty and 
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hunger: alone in a strange land; with no ono to 
bid him welcome. He was on the very verge of 
starvation. ‘‘ Then,” said he, ‘‘ I knelt down and 
I prayed in earnest faith, ‘ Lord, give me this day 
my daily bread.’ O, I tell ye, I prayed with a 
good appetite; and I rose up, and was moved to 
go to a house at hand. I knocked at the door, 
and when the owner came, I said to him, ‘I am a 
minister of the Lord Jesus Christ, from America. 
I am starving—will you give me some food?’ 
‘Why, bless you, yes,’ said the man, ‘sit down 
and eat as much as you please.’ And I did sit 
down at his table, blessed be God : but my hearers, 
he was not a professor; he was not a Christian, 
but one of Robert Qwen’s infidels. The Lord 
reward him for his kindness.”’ ; 

In listening to these modern prophets, I dis- 
covered, as I think, the great secret of their success 
in making converts. They speak to a common 
feeling ; they minister to a universal want. They 
contrast strongly the miraculous power of the 
gospel in the apostolic time with the present state 
of our nominal Christianity. They ask for the 
signs of divine power; the faith, overcoming all 
things, which opened the prison doors of the apos- 
tles, gave them power over the elements, which 
rebuked disease and death itself, and made visible 
to all the presence of the living God. They ask 
for any declaration in the Scriptures that this mi- 
raculous power of faith was to be confined to the 
first confessors of Christianity. They speak a 
language of hope and promise to weak, weary 
hearts, tossed and troubled, who have wandered 
from sect to sect, seeking in vain for the primal 
manifestations of the divine power. 

In speaking of Mormonism as a delusion, I refer 
more particularly to the apocryphal book of Mor- 
mon. That the great majority of the “‘ Latter 
Day Saints” are honest and sincere fanatics, I have 
no reason to doubt. They have made great sacri- 
fices and endured severe and protracted persecution 
for their faith. The reports circulated against 
them by their unprincipled enemies in the west are 
in the main destitute of foundation. I place no 
dependence upon charges made against them by 
the ruffian mob of the Mississippi valley, and the 
reckless slave-drivers, who, at the point of the 
bayonet and bowie-knife, expelled them from Mis- 
souri, and signalized their Christian crusade against 
unbelievers by murdering old men, and violating 
their innocent wives and daughters. It is natural 
that the wrong-doers should hate those whom they 
have so foully injured. 

The Prophet himself, the master-spint of this 
extraordinary religious movement is no more. He 
died by the hands of wicked and barbarous men, a 
martyr—unwilling doubtless, but still a martyr— 
of his faith. For after all, Joe Smith could not 
have been wholly insincere. Or, if so in the outset, 
it is more than probable that his extraordinary suc- 
cess, his wonderful power over the minds of men, 
caused him to seem a miracle and a marvel to him- 
self; and, like Mohammed and Napoleon, to consid- . 
er himself a chosen instrument of the eternal power. 
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In the ‘‘ Narrative of an Eye-witness of the 
Mormon Massacre,” published in a Western pa- 
per, I was a good deal impressed by the writer’s 
account of the departure of the prophet from ‘‘ the 
holy city” to deliver himself up to the state author- 
ities at Warsaw. It was well understood, that in 
so doing, he was about to subject himself to extreme 
hazard. ‘The whole country round about was 
swarming with armed men, eager to imbrue their 
hands in his blood. The city was in a fearful 
state of alarm and excitement. The great Nauvoo 
legion, with its two thousand strong of armed fa- 
natics, was drawn up in the principal square. A 
word from the prophet would have converted that 
dark silent mass into desperate and unsparing de- 
fenders of their leader, and the holy places of their 
faith. Mounted on his favorite black horse, he 
rode through the glittering files, and with words 
of cheer and encouragement, exhorted them to 
obey the laws of the state, and give their enemies 
no excuse for persecution and outrage. ‘‘ Well,” 
said he, as he left them, ‘‘ they are good boys, if 
I never see them again.” ‘Taking leave of his 
family, and his more intimate friends, he turned 
his horse, and rode up in front of the great temple, 
as if to take a final look at the proudest trophy of 
his power. After contemplating it for a while in 
silence, he put spurs to his horse, in company with 
his brother, who, it will be recollected, shared his 
fate in the prison, dashed away towards Warsaw, 
and the prairie horizon shut down between him 
and the city of the saints for the last time. 

Once in the world’s history we were to have a 
Yankee prophet, and we have had him in Joe 
Smith. For good or for evil, he has left his track 
on the great pathway of life; or, to use the words 
of Horne, ‘‘ knocked out for himself a window in 
the wall of the nineteenth century,’’ whence his 
rude, bold, good-humored face will peer out upon 
the generations to come. But the prophet has not 
trusted his fame mcrely to the keeping of the spir- 
itual. He has incorporated himself with the 
enduring stone of the great Nauvoo temple, which, 
when completed, will be the most splendid and 
imposing architectural monument in the new world. 
With its huge walls of hewn stone—its thirty 
gigantic pillars, loftier than those of Baalbee— 
their massive caps carved into the likeness of 
enormous human faces, themselves resting upon 
crescent moons, with a giant profile of a face 
within the curve—it stands upon the highest eleva- 
tion of the most beautiful city site of the west, 
overlooking the ‘‘ Father of Waters ;’’—a temple 
unique and wonderful as the faith of its builder, 
embodying in its singular and mysterious architec- 
ture, the Titan idea of the Pyramids, and the 
solemn and awe-inspiring thought which speaks 
from the Gothic piles of the middle ages.—How- 
itt’s Journal. 


Trust him little who praises all, him less who 
censures all, and him least who is indifferent about 
all.— Lavater. 


OLD-FASHIONED IRISH COUETING. 


From Howitt’s Journat. 
OLD-FASHIONED IRISH COURTING. 


In the south of Ireland an ‘‘Abduction Club” 
was established, the members of which bound 
themselves by an oath to assist in carrying off 
such young women as were fixed upon by any 
members. They had emissaries and confederates 
in every house, who communicated information of 
particulars—the extent of the girl’s fortune, the 
state and circumstances of the family, with details 
of their intentions, and domestic arrangements and 
movements. When a girl was thus pointed out, the 
members drew lots, but more generally tossed-up 
for her, and immediate measures were taken to 
secure her for the fortunate man by all the rest. 
No class of society was exempt from their visits, 
and opulent farmers as well as the gentry were 
subject to these engagements of the clubs, accord- 
ing to their rank in life. 

The persons who were most usually concerned 
in such clubs were a class of men abounding in 
Ireland, called ‘‘ squireens.’? They were the 
younger sons or connections of respectable fami- 
lies, having little or no patrimony of their own, 
but who scorned to demean themselves by any use- 
ful or profitable pursuit. They are described by 
Arthur Young and other writers of the day, as 
distinguished in fairs and markets, races and 
assizes, by appearing in red waistcoats, lined with 
narrow lace or fur, tight leather breeches - and 
top boots, riding ‘‘ a bit of blood,” lent or given 
them from the stables of their opulent connections. 

The glory of carrying off an heiress in triumph 
from his competitors seems at first to have been 
the ruling motive, until opposition or failure ex- 
cited worse passions. The author gives the fol- 
lowing instance of atrocious outrage :— 


‘‘Catherine and Ann Kennedy were the daugh- 
ters of Richard Kennedy, of Rathmeadau, in the 
county of Waterford: their father was dead, and 
they lived with their mother in much respectability ; 
and they were each entitled to a fortune, under their 
father’s will, of £2000, a large sum, at that time, 
as a girl's portion, in Ireland; but even that was 
exaggerated, and they wero looked upon as co- 
heiresses of immense wealth, and as such were ob- 
jects of great cupidity to the abduction clubs. The 
fortunate persons to whose lot they fell were Gar- 
rett Byrne, of Ballyann, in the county of Se 
and James Strange, (pronounced Strang,) of Ul 
lard, in the county of Kilkenny. They were young 
men of great popularity in the country, dissipated, 
dashing, careless, spirited fellows, but of different 
dispositions. Strange was irritable, impetuous, and 
tyrannical, sacrificing everything to accomplish his 
ends, and little regarding the means or feelings of 
others. Byrne, on the contrary, was amiable, and, 
as far as his pursuits and propensities permitted, of 
kind and gentle temper, particularly to women, with 
whom he was a universal favorite. He had at- 
tached himself to Catherine Kennedy, whose dispo- 
sition was somewhat like and congenial to his own. 
Strange had fixed his regards upon Anne, who, in 
like manner, resembled him in determination and 
haughtiness of temper. 

‘‘In the intercourse of the country, they had 
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occasionally met at race-balls and other convivial 
meetings, and the men had endeavored to render 
themselves agreeable to the girls; with such suc- 
cess, that it was reported, on the authority of their 
confidential maids, that they were actually invited 
by them to avail themselves of the first opportunity 
to carry them off, as there were no hopes that their 
mother and friends would consent to their marrying 
men of such desperate fortunes. 

‘¢ While this intercourse was going on, Catherine 
was but fifteen, and her sister but fourteen. They 
were both very lovely girls, but Anne was most 
distinguished, and her form and face gave promise 
of something eminently beautiful. 

“ On the 14th of April, 1779, the girls accompa- 
nied their mother, aunt, and some friends, to a play 
enacted at Graigunamana, a small town io the 
county of Kilkenny; and before the representation 
was concluded, a notice was conveyed to them that 
Byrne and Strange had formed a plan to carry them 
off that night from the play, and had assembled a 
number of adherents around the house for the pur- 
pose. In great alarm, the girls, with their mother 
and aunt, left the theatre, and retired to another 
room in the same house, accompanied by several 
gentlemen, their friends, who resolved to protect 
them. They bolted and barricadoed the door, and 
remained for two hours without any attempt being 
made on the room. At length a violent rush was 
felt at it, the door gave way, and the party outside 
entered. There was a bed in the room, and the 
girls hastily retired behind the curtains, and endeav- 
oring to conceal themselves, and impress on the 
minds of the rioters that they had escaped from the 
apartment, and were no longer in the house. For 
an hour or more the men seemed irresolute, and 
used no violence; but at the end of that time they 
rushed to the bed, and drew the girls from their 
concealment. They now displayed arms of all 
kinds, swords and pistols, with which they were 
provided, and in spite of all the opposition of the 
girls’ friends, whom they fiercely attacked and 
threatened with instant death, they dragged them 
into the street, where they were surrounded by 
about an hundred armed men, with shirts covering 
their clothes, by way of disguise, the then common 
ome) in which originated the name of ‘ White- 

oys.’ 

« Two horses were ready saddled. Catherine 
was first to mount one, and placed before Byrne, 
and Anne was placed upon the other before 
Strange; in this way, surrounded by a desperate 
body of men, sufficient to intimidate and overawe 
the country, they were carried off from their friends. 
To allay the terrors of the girls, it was proposed to 
send for other females who would be their compan- 
ions. They recvived the proposal with joy: and 
they were speedily joined by some women, who 
proved, however, to be sisters and near relatives of 
the abductors, and prepared and in readiness to 
promote their criminal views. They rode all night, 
surrounded by a strong, armed guard of W hiteboys, 
to a place called Kilmashane, fifteen Irish miles 
from Graigunamana. During the journey they 
were repeatedly solicited to consent to marry the 
men, and threatened that if they did not, they should 
be carried to a distant country, where they never 
should see either mother or friends again. The 
women who had joined the party urged the same 
thing, and threatened, if they persisted in their re- 
fusal, to abandon them, and leave them to whatever 
treatment the men chose to give them. In this 
place they obtained some refreshment, and contin- 
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ued for a considerable time, subject to the constant 
importunity of the party. At length a man was 
introduced, who was reported to be a priest, before 
whom Byrne and Strange took a solemn oath that 
they would harass them night and day by riding 
through the country with them, till they should be 
exhausted with fatigue and suffering ; but if they 
consented then to be married by the priest, they 
should be immediately restored to their friends. 
At length, terrified and subdued, they became pas- 
sive, and a short form of ceremony was read, and 
an extorted assent was given. 

« They then claimed the promise to be immedi- 
ately restored to their friends, but it was evaded till 
night came on. The girls refused to retire to rest 
till solemnly assured by the females that one should 
sleep with each of them ; they, however, abandoned 
them at midnight, and the men took their places. 
From this house, which appeared to be a waste 
place, and belonging to no master, they again were 
set on horseback as before, and, accompanied 
by their lawless patrol, they rode on to Borris, 
where they passed the next night. The exhausted 
girls entreated to be allowed to sleep with the fe- 
males, but this was refused. 

«After various wanderings, by riding night and 
day with a whole cavalcade of armed ruflians, they 
were brought to the house of another priest, who 
undertook to persuade them to submit to their fate, 
and be reconciled and obedient to their husbands, 
They still persisted in their remonstrances against 
the violence offered to them, when it was threat- 
ened to carry them to Castlecomer, and bury them 
there forever in the coal-mines; and Strange, in a 
paroxysm of anger, struck Anne in the face with a 
pewter pot. This brutal violence sunk deep into 
her mind, and rankled with an inextinguishable re- 
sentment never to be forgotten. 

“Tt will hardly be believed that for five weeks 
they were paraded, night and day, accompanied by 
their lawless cavalcade, and resting at miserable 
houses, through the counties of Waterford, Kil- 
kenny, Carlow, Kildare, and so on to the north of 
Dublin, where they stopped at Rush, a small fish- 
ing town, within a few miles of the metropolis. In 
this place they were put on board a vessel, accom- 
panied by the whole party, and sailed to the town 
of Wicklow ; here, with a perfect teeling of indif- 
ference and security, some of the party went on 
shore ; but while they were absent, the vessel was 
boarded by a Mr. Power. accompanied by an armed 
party, who rescued the harassed girls, and restored 
them to their friends. In the mean time, Byrne 
and Strange made their escape to Wales ; but they 
were instantly pursued, and were apprehended at 
Milford, on the 6th of July, and lodged in the jail 
at Carnarvon. It was long doubtful whether they 
would not claim the girls as their wives; and a be- 
lief was entertained that no prosecution would en- 
sue. Catherine was said to be strongly attached to 
Byrne, who had always treated her with gentleness 
and affection, except in the manner of her abduc- 
tion; but Anne's animosity to Strange was irrecon- 
cilable, and the brutal indignity of the blow was only 
to be effaced by his death. Though so young—a 
mere child—her energetic resentment overcame the 
reluctance of her elder, but more yielding sister ; 
her resolution was cohfirmed by a near relation of 
her own, distinguished by the number of duels he 
had fought—a Mr. Hayes. It was by his unsha- 
ken determination that the men were brought to 
trial. The joint depositions of the girls were taken 
before the Lord Chief Justice Annaly, and Byrne 
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and Strange were tried at the Kilkenny Lent as- 
sizes, on the 24th of March, 1780. Letters were 
produced from the young ladies, containing the 
most tender expressions of affection. and inviting 
their respective lovers to carry them off, in the way 
usual in the country, to which they were ready and 
willing to consent. These letters, however, were 
clearly proved to be forgeries by the sister of Byrne, 
who was heard to boast she could perfectly copy 
Miss Anne Kennedy’s hand-writing. Others were 
read, really written by the girls, speaking of the 
men in an affectionate manner, and calling them 
their dear husbands ; but these were proved to have 
been dictated under the strong impression of threats 
and terror. ‘The men were found guilty and sen- 
tenced to death. 

« Tt was supposed the sentence would never be 
executed. ‘Their respectable rank in society—con- 
nected with all the gentry of the country—their 
actual marriage with the girls, and the frequency 
of the act of abduction, that caused such a marriage 
to be considered a thing divested of all criminality, 
created a strong feeling in their favor. The inter- 
cession of powerful friends, including amongst 
others the minister from the court of Vienna, was 
earnestly urged in their behalf. But Scott, after- 
wards Lord Clonmel, was then attorney-general, 
and conducted the prosecution. He openly declared 
in court, that if this abduction was suffered to pass 
with impunity, there would be no safety for any 
girl, and no protection for the domestic peace and 
happiness of any family; and he called upon the 
government to carry out the sentence. His remon- 
strance was attended to, and the unfortunate gentle- 
men were hanged, to the great astonishment of 
their numerous friends and admirers. So strong 
and general was the excitement among the peas- 
antry, that a rescue was greatly feared, and an ex- 
traordinary large force of horse and foot was ordered 
to attend their execution; and such was the deep 
sympathy for their fate, that all the shops were 
shut up, and all business suspended, in Kilkenny 
and the neighboring towns. 

« The subsequent fate of the girls was melancholy. 
Whenever they appeared in the towns of Waterford, 
Kilkenny, or the vicinity, they were assailed by hiss- 
ing and hooting of the mob, who followed them with 
execration through the streets. They both had a 
pension from government, settled on them as a re- 
muneration for their sufferings and their conviction 
of felons. This the common people considered as 
the price of blood, and couid not conceal their abhor- 
rence whenever they were scen. ‘They were, how- 
ever, respectably married. ‘Che eldest, Catherine, 
married a gentleman named Sullivan; but even he 
could not escape the superstitious credulity of the 
country. He was a worthy, but weak man, and 
fancied himself haunted by the spectre of Byrne, 
frequently shouting out at night, when waking from 
a frightful dream, and declaring that he stood before 
him. He always kept a light burning in his room, 
as a protection against this apparition. His hand- 
some wife fell in tlesh, and preserved but little of 
that comeliness which attracted her lover; and she 
sought, it was said, the indulgence of smoking to 
drown reflection! The fate of Anne was more se- 
vere. She fulfilled the promise of her youth, and 
became a dignified and magnificent beauty. She 
was married to a gentleman named Kelly. Her 
married state was miserable, and she died an object 
of great commiseration—sunk, it was said, in want 
aid degradation. ‘The common people declared her 
fate a judg ent, and continued -to execrate her 
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whilst living, and her memory when dead. The 
very act of a man hazarding his life to carry her off, 
was deemed a noble act, her prosecution a base re- 
turn, and her misfortunes nothing but the vengeance 
of Heaven visibly visited upon her.” 


Another awful catastrophe of this kind occurred 
in a different part of Ireland, about the same pe- 
riod, which is perhaps one of the most interesting 
and melancholy on record. John McNaghtan, a 
native of Derry, a graduate of Trinity College, 
Dublin, after a series of extravagances and the 
loss of his wife, paid court to a Miss Knox, who 
had a large fortune, independent of her father ; 
and as she was too young to marry, he obtained 
a promise from her to become his bride in two 
years. Her father was opposed to it, and he was 
interdicted the house. 


‘t One day the lovers found themselves alone, 
with no companion but a little boy, when McNagh- 
tan took from his pocket a prayer-book, and read 
himself the marriage ceremony, prevailing on Miss 
Knox to answer the responses, which she did, ad- 
ding to each, ‘ Provided my father consents.’ Of 
this ceremony McNaghtan immediately availed him- 
self; and when he next met her at the house of a 
friend, openly claimed her as his wife. Again he 
was forbidden the house by the indignant father. 
He then published an advertisernent in all the news- 
papers, declaring the young lady was married to 
him. By a process, however, in the spiritual court, 
the pretended marriage was entirely set aside. 

“ To detach his daughter from this unfortunate 
connection, Mr. Knox resolved to leave the country, 
and introduce her to the society of the metropolis ; 
and in the beginning of November, 1761, prepared 
to sct out for Dublin. McNaghtan and a party of 
his friends having information of his intention, re- 
paired to a cabin a little distance from the road, with 
a sackful of fire-arms. From hence one of the party 
was despatched to the house of an old woman who 
lived by the way-side, under the pretence of buying 
some yarn, to wait for the coming upof Mr. Knox’s 
carriage. When it did arrive, the woman pointed 
it out, named the travellers it contained, and de- 
scribed the position in which they sat. They wers 
Mr. Knox, his wife, his daughter, and a maid-ser- 
vant. It was attended by but ongservant, and the 
smith before mentioned. The scout immediately 
ran before, and communicated to McNaghtan the 
information he had received. The carriage was 
instantly surrounded by him and three other men. 
McNaghtan and one of his accomplices fired at the 
smith, whom they did not kill, but totally disabled. 
The blinds of the carriage were now close drawn, 
that the persons inside might nat be recognized. 
McNaghtan rode up to it, and either by accident or 
design, discharged a heavily-loaded blunderbuss into 
itat random. A shriek was heard inside. The 
blind was let down, and Mr. Knox discharged his 
pistol at the assassin. At thesame moment another 
was fired from behind a stack of turf, by the servant, 
who had concealed himself there. Both shots took 
effect in the body of McNaghtan. He was, how- 
ever, held on his horse by his associates, who rode 
off with him. The carriage was then examined. 
Miss Knox was found dead, weltering in her blood. 
On the first alarm, she had thrown her arms about 
her father’s neck, to protect him, and so received 
the contents of the murderer’s fire-arms. Five balls 
of the blunderbuss had entered her body, leaving 
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the other three persons in the carriage with her un- 
hurt and untouched by this random shot. 

“« The country was soon alarmed, and a reward 
of five hundred pounds offered for the apprehension 
of the murderers. A company of light horse scoured 
the district, and amongst other places were led to 
search the house of a farmer named Wenslow. The 
family denied all knowledge of McNaghtan, and the 
party were leaving the house, when the corporal 
said to one of his companions, in the hearing of a 
countryman who was digging potatoes, that the dis- 
coverer would be entitled to a reward of three hun- 
dred pounds. ‘The countryman immediately pointed 
to hay-loft, and the corporal running up a ladder, 
burst open the door, and discovered McNaghtan 
lying in the hay. Notwithstanding his miserable 
wounded state, he made a desperate resistance, but 
was ultimately taken and lodged in Lifford gaol. 
Some of his accomplices were arrested soon after. 
They were tried before a special commission at Lif- 
ford, and one of them was received as king’s evi- 
dence. McNaghtan was brought into court wrapped 
in a blanket, and laid on a table in the dock, not 
being able to support himself in any other position. 
Notwithstanding acute pain and exceeding debility, 
he defended himself with astonishing energy and 
acuteness. A singular trait of Irish feeling occurred 
in the course of the trial. One of his followers, im- 
plicated in the outrage, named Dunlap, was a faith- 
tul and attached fellow, and his master evinced more 
anxiety to save his life than his own. As a means 
of doing so, he disclaimed all knowledge of his per- 
son. 

«< Qh, master, dear,’ said the poor fellow beside 
him in the dock, ‘ is this the way you are going to 
disown me after all?” 

‘On the day of execution, McNaghtan was so 
weak as to be supported in the arms of attendants. 
He evinced the last testimony of his regard to the 
unfortunate young lady he had murdered, of whom 
he was passionately fond, and whom he mourned 
as his wife. The cap which covered his face was 
bound with black ; his jacket was trimmed with 
black, having black jet buttons, with large black 
buckles in his shoes. When hfted up the ladder, 
he exerted all his remaining strength to throw him- 
self off, and with such force that the rope broke, 
and he fell gasping tothe ground. As he wasa 
man of daring enterprise and profuse bounty, he 
was highly popular, and the crowd made a lane for 
him to escape, and attempted to assist him. He 
declined their aid, and declared he would not live ; 
he called to his follower, Dunlap, for the rope which 
was round his neck, the knot of which was slipped 
and placed round his own. Again he was assisted 
up the ladder, and collecting all his energies, he 
flung himself off, and died without a struggle. His 
unfortunate but faithful follower stood by, wringing 
his hands as he witnessed the sufferings of his dear 
master, and earnestly desired that his own exect'- 
tion might be hastened, that he might soon follow 
him, and die by the same rope. 

« The circumstances and character of the parties 
in this affair rendered it one of the deepest interest. 
The young lady was but fifteen, gentle, accom- 
plished, and beautiful, greatly attached to the un- 
happy man, devotedly fond of her father, and with 
the strongest sense of rectitude and propriety, en- 
tangled in an unfortunate engagement from sim- 
plicity and inexperience. ‘The gentleman was thirty- 
eight; a man of the most engaging person, and a 
model of manly beauty. His manners were soft, 
gentle, and inginuating, and his disposition naturally 
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generous and humane ; but when roused by strong 
resentment, his passions were most fierce and un- 
controllable. His efforts on his trial were not to 
preserve his life, which became a burden to him 
after the loss of her he loved, but to save from a 
like fate a faithful follower, and to exculpate his 
own memory from a charge of intended cruelty and 
deliberate murder.’’ 


THE RED SHOES. 


BY HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN.—TRANSLATED BY 
ANNA MARY HOWITT. 


THERE was once a little girl who was very pretty 
and delicate, but in summer she was forced to run 
about with bare feet, she was so poor, and in win- 
ter wear large wooden shoes, which made her little 
insteps quite red, and that looked so dangerous ! 

In the middle of the village lived old Mother 
Shoemaker; she sat and sewed together, as well 
as she could, a little pair of shoes out of old red stripe 
of cloth; they were very clumsy, but it was a kind 
thought. They were meant for the little girl. The 
little girl was called Karen. 

On the very day her mother was buried, Karen 
received the red shoes, and wore them for the first 
time. ‘They were certainly not intended for mourn- 
ing, but she had no others, and with stockingless 
feet she followed the poor straw coffin in them. 

Suddenly a large old carriage drove up, and a 
large old lady sat in it: she looked at the litle girl, 
felt compassion for her, and then said to the cler- 
gyman, 

‘+ Here, give me the little girl ; I will adopt her!’? 

And Karen believed all this happened on account 
of the red shocs, but the old lady thought they were 
horrible, and they were burnt. But Karen herself 
was cleanly and nicely dressed ; she must learn to 
read, and sew ; and people said she was a nice little 
thing, but the looking-glass said : ‘‘ Thou art more 
than nice—thou art beautiful !”’ 

Now the queen once travelled through the land, 
and she had her little daughter with her. And this 
little daughter was a princess, and people streamed 
to the castle, and Karen was there also, and the 
little princess stood in her fine white dress, in a 
window, and let herself be stared at; she had nei- 
ther a train nor a golden crown, but splendid red 
morocco shoes. ‘They were certainly far hand- 
somer than those Mother Shoemaker had made for 
little Karen. Nothing in the world can be com- 
pared with red shoes. 

Now Karen was old enough to be confirmed ; 
she had new clothes, and was to have new shoes 
also. The rich shoemaker in the city took the 
measure of her little foot. This took place at his 
house’; in his room where stood large glass cases, 
filled with elegant shoes and brilliant boots. All 
this looked charming, but the old lady could not see 
well, and so had no pleasure in them. In the midst 
of the shoes stood a pair of red ones, just like those 
the princess had worn. How beautiful they were !- 
The shoemaker said alsa they had been made for 
the child of a count, but had not fitted. 

“ That must be patent leather,” said the old lady, 
“ they shine so!” 

‘Yes, they shine!’’ said Karen; and they fitted, 
and were bought; but the old lady knew nothing 
about their being red, else she would never have 
allowed Karen to have gone in red shoes to be con- 
firmed. Yet such was the case. 

Everybody looked at her feet; and when she 
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Then it was suddenly light up among the trees, 


pavement, it seemed to her as if the old figures on!and she fancied it must be the moon, for there was 


the tombs, those portraits of old preachers and 
preachers’ wives, with stiff ruffs, and Jong black 
dresses, fixed their eyes on her red shoes. And 
she thought only of them as the clergyman laid his 
hand upon her head, and spoke of the holy baptism, 
of the covenant with God, and how she should be 
now a matured Christian; and the organ pealed so 
solemnly, the sweet children’s voices sang, and the 
old music directors sang; but Karen only thought 
of her red shoes. 

In the afternoon, the old lady heard from every 
one that the shoes had been red, and she said that 
it was very wrong of Karen, that it was not at all 
becoming, and that in future Karen should only go 
in black shoes to church, even when she should be 
older. 

The next Sunday there was the sacrament, and 
Karen looked at the black shoes, looked at the red 
ones—looked at them again, and put on the red 
shoes. 

The sun shone gloriously; Karen and the old 
lady walked along the path through the corn; it 
was rather dusty there. 

At the church-door stood an old soldier with a 
crutch, and with a wonderfully long beard, which 
was more red than white, and he bowed to the 
ground, and asked the old lady whether he might 
dust her shoes. And Karen stretched out her little 
foot. | 
“ See! what beautiful dancing-shoes !’’ said the 
soldier ; ‘sit firm when you dance ;” and he put 
his hand out towards the soles. 

And the old lady gave the old soldier an alms, 
and went into the church with Karen. 

And all the people in the church looked at Ka- 
ren’s red shoes, and all the pictures, and as Karen 
knelt before the altar, and raised the cup to her 
dips, she only thought of the red shoes, and they 
‘seemed to swim in it; and she forgot to sing her 
psalm, and she forgot to pray, ‘Our Father in 
heaven !”” 

Now all the people went out of church, and the 
old lady got into her carriage. Karen raised her 
‘foot to get in after her, when the old soldier said, 

“t Look, what beautiful dancing-shoes !’’ 

And Karen could not help dancing a step or two, 
-and when she began, her legs continued to dance ; 
it was just as though the shoes had power over 
them. She danced round the church corner, she 
could not leave off; the coachman was obliged to 
run after and catch hold of her, and he lifted her in 
the carnage, but her feet continued to dance so that 
‘she trod on the old lady dreadfully. At length she 
‘took the shoes off, and then her legs had peace. 

The shoes were placed in a closet at home, but 
Karen could not avoid looking at them. i 

Now the old lady was sick, and it was said she 
could not recover! She must be nursed and waited 
upon, and there was no one whose duty it was so 
much as Karen’s. But there was a great ball in 
the city, to which Karen was invited. She looked 
at the old lady, who could not recover, she looked 
at the red shoes, and she thought there could be no 
sin in it;—she put on the red shoes, she might do 
that also, she thought. But then she went to the 
ball and began to dance. 

When she wanted to dance to the right, the shoes 
would dance to the left; and when she wanted to 
dance up the room, the shoes danced back again, 
down the steps, into the street, and out of the city 
gate. She danced, and was forced to dance straight 
out into the gloomy wood. 


a face ; but it was the old soldier with the red beard ; 
he sat there, nodded his head, and said, ‘‘ Look, 
what beautiful dancing-shoes !”’ 

Then she was terrified, and wanted to fling off 
the red shoes, but they clung fast; and she pulled 
down her stockings, but the shoes seemed to have 
grown to her feet. And she danced, and must 
dance, over fields and meadows, in rain and sun- 
shine, by night and day; but at night it was the 
most fearful. 

She danced over the churchyard, but the dead did 
not dance—they had something better to do than 
to dance. She wished to seat herself on a poor 
man’s grave, where the bitter tansy grew ; but for 
her there was neither peace nor rest ; and when she 
danced towards the open church door, she saw an 
angel standing there. He wore long, white gar- 
ments; he had wings which reached from his 
shoulders to the earth ; his countenance was severe 
and grave; and in his hand he held a sword, broad 
and glittering. 

« Dance shalt thou!” said he—‘‘ dance in thy 
red shoes till thou art pale and cold! till thy skin 
shrivels up, and thou art a skeleton! Dance shalt 
thou from door to door, and where proud, vain chil- 
dren dwell, thou shalt knock, that they may hear 
thee and tremble. Dance shalt thou ie 

‘* Mercy !” cried Karen. But she did not hear 
the angel’s reply, for the shoes carried her through 
the gate into the fields, across roads and bridges, 
and she must keep ever dancing. 

One morning she danced past a door which she 
well knew. Within sounded a psalm; a coffin, 
decked with flowers, was borne forth. Then she 
knew that the old lady was dead, and felt that she 
was abandoned by all, and condemned by the angel 
of God. 

She danced, and she was forced to dance through 
the gloomy night. The shoes carried her over 
stack and stone; she was torn till she bled; she 
danced over the heath till she came toa little house. 
Here, she knew, dwelt the executioner; and she 
tapped with her fingers at the window, and said, 
“ Come out! come out! I cannot come in, for I 
am forced to dance !”’ 

And the executioner said, ‘‘ Théu dost not know 
who I am, I fancy! I strike bad people's heads 
off; and I hear that my axe rings!” 

‘* Don’t strike my head off!” said Karen ; ‘ then 
I can’t repent of my sins! But strike off my feet 
in the red shoes !”’ 

And then she confessed her entire sin. and the 
executioner struck off her feet with the red shoes, 
but the shoes danced away with the little feet across 
the field into the deep wood. 

And he carved out little wooden feet for her, and 
crutches, taught her the psalm criminals always 
sing; and she kissed the hand which had wielded 
the axe, and went over the heath. 

“ Now I have suffered enough for the red shoes!” 
said she ; ‘“ now J will go into the church, that peo- 
ple may see me!’ And she hastened towards the 
church door: but when she neared it, the red shoes 
danced before her, and she was terrified, and turned 
round. 

The whole week she was unhappy, and wept 
many bitter tears ; but when Sunday returned, she 
said, ‘ Well, now I have suffered and struggled 
enough! I really believe I am as good as many a 
one who sits in the church, and holds her head so 
high!” 

And away she went, boldly; but she had not got 
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further than the churchyard gate before she saw the 
red shoes dancing betore her; and she was fright- 
ened, and turned back, and repented of her sin from 
her heart. 

And she went to the parsonage, and begged that 
they would take her into service; she would be 
very industrious, she said, aud would do every- 
thing she could ; she did not care about the wages, 
only she wished to have a home, and be with good 
people. And the clergyman's wife was sorry for 
her, and took her into service ; and she was indus- 
trious and thoughtful. She sat still and listened 
when the clergyman read the Bible in the evenings. 
All the children thought a deal of her; but when 
they spoke of dress, and grandeur, and beauty, she 
shook her head. 

The following Sunday, when the family was 
going to church, they asked her whether she would 
not go with them; but she glanced sorrowfully, 
with tears in her eyes, at her crutches. The fam- 
ily went to hear the word of God; but she went 
alone into her little chamber; there was only room 
for a bed and chair to stand in it; and here she sat 
down with her prayer-book ; and whilst she read 
with a pious mind, the wind bore the strains of the 
organ towards her, and she raised her tearful coun- 
tenance, and said, ‘*O God, help me!” 

And the sun shone so clearly! and straight be- 
fore her stood the angel of God in white gar- 
ments, the same she had scen that night at the 
church door; but he no longer carried the sharp 
sword, but in its stead a splendid green spray, full 
of roses. And he touched the ceiling with the 
spray, and the ceiling rose so hich, and where he 
had touched it there gleamed a gulden star. And 
he touched the walls, and they widened out, and 
she saw the organ which was playing ; she saw the 
old pictures of the preachers and the preachers’ 
wives. The congregation sat in cushioned seats, 
and sang out of their prayer-books. For the church 
itself had come to the poor girl in her narrow cham- 
ber, or else she had come into the church. She 
sat in the pew with the clergyman’s family, and 
when they had ended the psalm and looked up, they 
nodded and said, “ It is right that thou art coine!”’ 

“ Tt was through mercy!” she said. 

And the organ pealed, and the children's voices 
in the choir sounded so sweet and soft! The clear 
sunshine streamed so warmly through the window 
into the pew where Karen sat! Her heart was 
so full of sunshine, peace, and joy, that it broke. 
Her soul flew on the sunshine to God, and there 
no one asked after the Rep Suoes.—Howitt's Jour- 
nal 


From the Examiner. 
DUELLING IN AMERICA. 


Rapipty declining as the bad custom of duelling 
is, its disuse is likely to be much accelerated by 
the examples presented in America, which prove 
that it pertains incomparably more to barbarism 
than to civilization ; and that instead of serving to 
check ruffianly outrages, it may be made subsidiary 
to them, crowning wanton, brutal insolence with 
murder. We quote a remarkable instance in 
point from a New Orleans paper : 


“ Munford and Mahan met at the quarters of 
Captain Young, and the conversation happening to 
turn upon the supposed neighborhood of the enemy, 
(Lieutenant Mahan having before asserted that he 
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had seen some forty within a short distance of 
China,) Lieutenant Munford declared that the story, 
in his opinion, needed confirmation, and that he did 
not believe a syllable of it; and then made remarks 
of a character so insulting, that, in the opinion of 
one of the three officers making this statement, 
Lieutenant Mahan was compelled to demand satis- 
faction or resign his commission and retire from the 
regiment, as unfit for the association of his brother 
officers. 

‘ Lieutenant Mahan immediately sought the as- 
sistance of Captain Bankhead as his friend in the 
atfair, but was advised of the stringent laws on the 
subject, and told that if he could procure another 
friend Captain Bankhead wished not to act. Ma- 
han said he could get no other, and begged the 
advice of Captain Bankhead, promising to abide by 
it. He was then advised to pursue the course 
adopted by Pleasants and Ritchie—with this excep- 
tion, that to avoid implicating any but himself, he 
should say to Munford that he would be at a desig- 
nated spot at six o'clock, P. M., armed with side 
arms. To this he assented ; but on meeting Mun- 
ford at two o’clock, instead of repeating what he 
was advised to say, he merely informed Munford 
that, after the insult he had received, he was com- 
pelled to demand satisfaction, and that he wished 
to hear from him in half an hour. 

‘“ He then repaired to the quarters of Captain 
Bankhead, who, on hearing of what he had done, 
refused to have anything more to do with the affair ; 
but was interrupted by the entrance of Munford, 
who told Mahan that although he did not consider 
him in any respect a gentleman or a man of honor, 
he would not deny him any satisfaction he wanted. 
This was said in Janguage so outrageous, that Ma- 
han was about to resent it on the spot, but was pre- 
vented ; and the arrangement was then made that 
they should meet about half a mile west of China, 
armed as they saw proper, and accompanied by Cap- 
tain Young, as surgeon, Captain Bankhead: and 
Lieutenant T. S. Garnett, as mutual friends, Lien- 
tenant Munford intimating that he should carry with 
him a musket. 

‘“ Upon arriving at the field, strenuous but un- 
availing eflurts were made by the seconds and Cap- 
tain Young to induce Munford to retract his abusive 
language. His reply was, that he was ‘ compelled 
to fight; that it was now too late; as Mahan had 
come out to fight, he should fight; that he would 
not hurt him much.’ Repeated efforts to postpone 
the affair till the next morning were equally fruit- 
less. 

“ Munford then took his position, accompanied 
by Lieutenant Garnett, and Captain Bankhead re- 
turned to Mahan and informed him of the unsuccess- 
ful termination of his mission, and that no alterna- 
tive was now left but to try to save his own life by 
killing his adversary. 

“« We give in the words of the statement itself 
the account of the fight, and the position assumed 
by the gentlemen who ‘ assisted’ at it :— 

‘¢ All friends now left the ground, and the two 
antagonists were left facing each other, about sixty 
yards apart. ‘They paused for an instant, watching 
each other’s motions, when both advanced about 
three or four paces, halted, and aimed ; they recov- 
ered thcir arms, however, and again moved up still 
closer, halted when about thirty-five paces of each 
other, aimed, and both fired. The result is known 
to the public. Munford was struck with eight buck- 
shots, and died the next night. Mahan received a 
slug in his chest, and a ball in his left axilla, which 
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came out left of the spinal column, from which hc | tween the requisitions of true honor and the spu- 


Ist of June.’ 
® +% + + $ * 


died on the 
& 


t « Our every effort was made to prevent the fight, 
by inducing Munford to retract the language he had 
used, and failing in this, to postpone the fight until 
the next morning. In both of these eflorts we 
failed, and in no way could the fight have been pre- 
vented but by reporting the difficulty to the com- 
manding officer, or arresting them ourselves, We 
were surely bound to do neither ; in fact, it would 
have been a gross violation of confidence on the purt 
of either of us to mention the probability even of 
their meeting to a brother officer, and the custom 
of the service would have condemned us for adopt- 
ing any other course than the one we pursued, and 
the universal opinion of the whole column, that the 
fight was inevitable, shows conclusively the truth 
of our assertion. 

«< Tn conclusion, we have been pained to leam 
that some there are who censure us for the part we 
acted. To those we can only say that if, after read- 
ing the foregoing, they cannot and will not be satis- 
fied—especially when they remember that te are 
attached to acorps noted for its chivalry and high 
tone of honor—we shall then be compelled to con- 
sider ourselves aggrieved, our motives wilfully mis- 
understood, and our conduct maligned.’ 

“ The Commercial thus comments upon this act 
under the code of honor :— 

«< A beautiful exemplification of this code, and 
of its practical working, is presented in the narrative 
of the three gentlemen who ‘ assisted’”’ (in the 
French meaning) at the mutual butchery of Lieu- 
tenants Mahan and Munford, in Mexico. We no- 
tice the matter only to point out and condemn the 
extraordinary excuse put forward by the three gen- 
tlemen for allowing the butchery to go on. They 
admit that they might have prevented it, cither by 
arresting the principals, which, as officers of supe- 
rior rank, they had the power to do, or by commu- 
nicating the fact of the impending duel to the com- 
mander of the station. But this they would not do, 
because, as they say, the corps is ‘* noted for its 
chivalry and its high tone of honor,” and ‘ the 
custom of the service would have condemned them.”’ 

‘$ Tt is very clear, from their own history of the 
matter, that Lieutenant Munford was either a mad- 
man or a blood-thirsty ruffian, bent upon losing his 
own life, and taking that of his antagonist. If the 
former, the duty of parties cognizant was to arrest 
him, and turn him over to the care of the hospital 
surgeon, who should have treated him with ice to 
his head and depleting applications. If the latter, 
he should have been seized and confined to the 
guard-house. In either case it is perfectly apparent 
that no high sense of honor, no ‘‘ chivalry,” no rule 
of gentlemanly intercourse, could sanction the line 
of conduct adopted by the three gentlemen in mak- 
ing themselves parties to a transaction so barbarous 
aud brutal. The law of the duello may possibly, 
on some occasions, have the useful functions claimed 
for it by advocates, of repressing ruffianism, but 
certainly it can never do this when its application 
is made to carry out the purposes of the most un- 
redeemed ruffianism it is possible to conceive.’ ”’ 


Nothing can be juster than the concluding re- 
marks. The character of the corps for chivalry 
and a high tone of honor (what corps has not such 
character!) should have made it more easy for 
members of it to draw the line of distinction be- 


rious—high courage and a ruftianly barbarism. 

The plea of the accessories that they could not 
prevent the duel, nor even obtain a postponement, 
shows how ill they understood the offices they had 
undertaken. The principals in such affairs should 
be passive instruments, with no other functions than 
to pull triggers at word of command. 

It is commonly remarked that a quarrel never 
comes to a duel if the seconds are men of sense, 
who know what they are about. And this fact is 
really the strongest condemnation of duelling, the 
duel when it occurs being the result of misconduct 
on the part of the managers of the dispute. It 
may be safely asserted that if there were no blun- 
derers and bunglers in the place of seconds, there 
would be no duels; so that the duel is not refer- 
able to the point of honor, but to some error or 
stupidity in the management of the affair. 

If good sense in the seconds prevents reeourse 
to the pistol, do not let us be told that honor can 
in any case require it; for it cannot be a re- 
quirement of honor, but of a misunderstanding 
and mismanagement of the requirements of honor ! 

And if, as generally admitted, the duels that 
take place are the consequence of mismanagement 
on the part of the friends, how indefensible is so 
serious an issue, proceeding from no real neces- 
sity, but altogether from error in the managing 
parties ! 

What a scandal to an age of civilization, that A 
and B should shoot each other because C and D 
did not know what they were about, and had not 
the sense necessary to the adjustment of an affair 
of honor! As the good sense and tact for the 
right management of such matters cannot be se- 
cured, and the penalty in default is pistolling, the 
disuse of the custom is what reason and humanity 
require. 


From the Louisville Examiner. 


WE copy the following from the Raleigh Reg- 
ister, of North Carolina :— 


“« We regret to learn that Henry F. Harris, Esq., 
a member of the last Legislature, from Pitt county, 
was killed in a duel, on Friday morning Jast, at the 
Half-way House, on the Dismal Swamp Canal, a 
short distance within the Virginia side of the line, 
by E. C. Yellowly, Esq., of the same county.” 


Mr. Harris was an impetuous, ill-disciplined, 
passionate man. He was the whig representa- 
tive last year, from his district. Mr. Yellowly, 
who is amiable, yet resolute, opposed his nomina- 
tion. Harris was returned by only fifteen major- 
ity, when the party could have given him hun- 
dreds. Stung by the smallness of the return, he 
said, after the poll was over, to Yellowly— 

“ You damned scoundrel, you are the cause of 
this. If you had not opposed my nomination, I 
should have had the usual majority.” 

“I opposed your nomination,” replied Yel- 
lowly, ‘as I had a right to do, but I supported 
you at the ballot-box.” 


DUELLING IN AMERICA. 


469 


Thereupon Harris struck him—they clinched, | rienced trainer, and the parties themselves, know 
and were separated. Many supposed this would | that the eye and ear are familiarly accustomed to 


end the matter. 


But Harris retired to the room, | every movement which will be made on the fiela 


armed himself with a double-barreled gun, pursued | of blood. 


Yellowly, swearing he would shoot him the first 
place he met him. The citizens here interfered, 
and bound both parties to keep the peace for 
twelve months. 

But though the letter of the law was kept, its 
spirit was violated. Every day, and often by 
moonlight, Harris was out practising, until he had 
perfected himself. When the year had expired, 
the parties met, and the aggressor fell! He died 
by the hand of his brother, in the midst of his 
long-engendered and bitter hate! He died, his 
last endeavor being to rob that brother of his life ! 
The dead sleep ; the survivor, living, though inno- 
cent as the duellist ever can be, will mourn the 
blood he shed, and know peace never more. 

Is it not strange that man should resort to so 
savage and barbarous a practice! Is it not a marvel 
that he should deliberately inflict a double murder 
—first upon his adversary, and, second, a more 
terrible one upon himself. And for what? An 
insuit—breath hastily or hotly poured out. This, 
horor says, must be atoned for, and the price is 
blood—human blood—the life God has given, and 
which none but God has the right to take. 
Honor! There is not a step taken, from the first 
conception to the last act of the duel—not a line 
penned—not an arrangemeat made—which is not 
marked by dishonor, by meanness, by a species 
of trick and management which, elsewhere, and 
under any other circumstances, would be scouted 
as contemptible, and scorned as base, by all just- 
minded men. 

Trace the history of a duel. 

A challenge passes. What is the first step 
which follows, as a general rnle? That the par- 
ties put themselves under immediate training. 
They get the best pistols. Friends go out with 
them; they take a sappling as a mark; they fire at 
that until they can hit it easily—until they are 
considered ‘‘a good or sure shot.’ The oppo- 
nents do not meet each other in the glow of pas- 
sion, or ere the blood has cooled, and settle their 
differences at once. The crack of the pistol is not 
the immediate consequence of the insult offered, or 
the injury done. But deliberately they go to 
work, and work hard and constantly, until they 
can rim a young tree no bigger round than a man’s 
thumb. When this is accomplished, they have 
taken the first step. 

The next is, to accustom the nerves to the 
shock of firing. A man may fire well when he is 
shooting alone! But the crack of a gun, shot by 
another, may so startle him, as to drive him wide 
of the mark. To this crack he must be thoroughly 
accustomed. The first step is, consequently, to use 
cork balls in the practice. The ground is meas- 
uréd ; mock seconds are put in proper places ; a 
mock opponent stands opposite; the word is 
given; and they fire. This is kept up for days. 
It ig kept up until the cool observer, or the expe- 


But as this bracing the nerves is an all-impor- 
tant matter, another course of training is resorted 
to, if the parties waver at all. Indeed, it is rarely 
omitted by regular duellists. Four or five friends 
stand round the parties ; some before, some back, 
some in front of him; as the word is given—are 
you ready—prepare—fire—they al] blaze away, 
and generally before he shoots. This is continued 
until the parties can aim as well amid the confu- 
sion and noise as if they were alone. Sometimes, 
when fears are entertained that the nerves of the 
parties are not steady, muskets, or heavily charged 
guns are fired in their faces—and fired until they 
are entirely unconcerned and firm. The physical 
man is thus trained to meet the emergency, trained 
to blunt—to deaden his sensibilities—so that he 
may more surely take the life of another, and save 
his own! 

When thus prepared, the parties meet. And 
now comes an opportunity for the display of cun- 
ning and trick. 

First ; there is a good deal in choice of position. 
The sun may affect the sight at one point ; a tree | 
may be near, so as to give line to the pistol ; the 
ground may be slightly rising, and if so, the up- 
permost will be apt to overshoot—these, and 
twenty other important or material advantages are 
to be examined into by seconds, and turned to the 
best account by their principals. 

Second; there is as much in giving the word. 
A principal gets accustomed to his second’s voice 
—its pauses—the length of them—and knows, 
after lung practice, exactly what to do. For in- 
stance: one second is slow, another fast; or one . 
begins deliberately, and quickens as he goes on; 
if the party gets his own second, he has an advan- 
tage equal sometimes to half, and, at others, to 
a full count. This any one may readily perceive 
by pronouncing the usual command,—Are you 
ready '—prepare—fire! One, two, three—in dif- 
ferent tones, and with slower or quicker movement. 

Third; there is a good deal in the dress. Every 
object, such as a button, or breast-pin, or anything 
which makes a contrast, is carefully removed. 
The usual dress for the duellist is a large, light 
morning wrapper, made as near the color of the 
earth as may be. This is starched. Thus, the 
adversary cannot fix his sight upon a particular 
spot, and, as it bags out, he is liable to mistake 
the true position of the body. And then the par- 
ties are drilled to put the body in as small a com- 
pass as possible, so as to guard the vital parts as 
far as it can be done. 

If neither party is hurt, after firing, they make 
up, and have a laugh over it. If one falls, the 
other escapes, as if he knew he had done a felon 
deed. 

This is a brief outline of this honorable practice ! 
The reader has, in the details given, more or less 
true of al] southern duelling—a picture of the 
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course which honorable men pursue in endcavoring 
to slay each other! Could anything, in itself, be 
more degrading or contemptible? Is there any 
practice, we ask again, more richly deserving the 
ridicule and scorn of all brave men? It is a map 
of human weakness and meanness—an insult to 
every manly feeling and religious principle, and 
should be hooted out of civilized socicty, as the 
foul and irreligious blot of a rude and barbarous 


age. 


As further evidence that a duel ought not to be ealled 
an “affair of honor,” we copy some remarks of the Times 
upon a late French trial for perjury. 


The Paris papers, which we have just received, 
bring us the report of the trial and the sentence 
of the now notorious Beauvallon. We need not 
remind our readers that this man escaped a capital 
conviction on the charge of murder, and that on 
the recent trial of his accomplice for the perjury 
by which such impunity had been secured, he 
rendered himself again amenable to the law by 
returning with abundant interest the false swearing 
which had been so serviceable to himself. Nearly 
two months have elapsed since this occurrence, 
and it having been ascertained in the interval, by 
the preliminary inquiry which in France supersedes 
the forms of our grand juries, that a sufficient case 
existed for the prosecution, the prisoner on Friday 
last was brought to the bar of the Court of Assize 
to plead to the charge against him. We must 
beg of our readers to observe the methods by 
which, in France, a person moving in distunguished 
literary society, and professing to correct and 
inform public opinion, endeavors to exempt him- 
self from an inculpation alleging that he had been 
swearing and suborning false oaths in order to 
‘shield himself from the penalties of murder. We 
will not trouble ourselves to pronounce an opinion 
as to the truth or falsehood of the circumstances 
on which the defence is based—we simply pray 
our readers to remark—what on either supposition 
may be most plainly inferred—the ideas which 
must be generally current in a society before which 
such pleas as these are confidently urged by one 
very competent to select those which promised 
best for his reputation and his release. 

The original charge against Beauvallon was to 
the effect that he had laid a plot for involving a 
troublesome rival in a duel; that he had taken a 
treacherous and deliberate advantage of his inex- 
perienced adversary, in every particular, and that 
he had at last coolly and circumspectly shot him 
through the brain with a pistol, of which he knew 
the exact capabilities, and which he had brought 
hot to the field from that very morning’s practice. 
On this charge he was acquitted by the evidence 
of his second, D’Ecquevilley, who swore that 
Beauvallon had never seen the pistols before. 
For this evidence D’Ecquevilley was tried as a 
perjurer in August last, and after endeavoring to 
clear himself by challenging the witnesses against 
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century, was righteously consigned to infamy for 
the remainder of his hfé. This judgment, there- 
fore, decided that the guilty foreknowledge of the 
weapons had been duly proved. But, as Beau- 
vallon on this oceasion swore to the contrary on 
behalf of his friend, even as bis friend on a former 
occasion hud so sworn on behalf of him, he him- 
self now became liable to a similar charge, and 
the same evidence which convicted the second is 
consequently brought forward to convict his prin- 
cipal upon the self-same count. In due succes- 
sion, therefore, the several witnesses appeared to 
prove that Beauvallon had risen early im the 
morning to practise at the target, that he had 
called to inform persons of his intentions, that he 
had deliberately gone through the exercise in the 
garden of his second while his doomed vietim was 
shivering in the snow, and that the instrument was 
actually found black and smoking, from the dis 
charge, ‘by the surgeon in attendance. To all 
this Beauvallon replies simply by a contradiction, 
which carries, of course, the usual weight of such 
affirmations from the mouth of such culprits. His 
grand defence rests upon the demolition of the 
evidence tendered by M. Meynard, which was 
mainly instrumental in bringing the affair again 
before the public, and which originated these two 
trials of the second and his principal. The attack 
which is to destroy M. Meynard’s credit and restore 
Beauvallon’s character is eonducted as follows : 
Beauvallon alleges that Meynard’s entire testi- 
mony is the invention of falsehood and the sugges- 
tion of spite, arising from the fact that the latter 
had been defeated by himself in a competition for 
the good graces of a certain lady. In corrobora- 
tion of this assertion, and as witnesses to his own 
character, he adduces the only matter which, 
beyond his own reiterations, he has hitherto em- 
ployed in the shape of proof throughout the tnial. 
He produces in court, with apparent reluctance, 
the private letters said to be addressed by this very 
lady to himself, immediately after that fhght to 
Spain by which he had cluded the fine imposed on 
him by law for the support of his victim's widow. 
So singularly do these effusions insinuate facts in 
favor of Beauvallon—his compulsory participation 
in the duel—his distraction even after so blameless 
and inevitable a homicide—and, as if by prophecy, 
the persecution to which malice and envy would 
subsequently expose him—that a suspicion as to 
the pen from which they really proceeded could 
not possibly be repressed. ‘*‘ Was not this letter 
written for your own dcefrnce?”’ asked the pres- 
ident of the delinquent, observing that it had neither 
post-mark nor other proof of authenticity. The 
prisoner’s advocate adroitly demurred to such a 
question, which the_reader will perhaps answer 
for himself after perusing half a dozen lines. 
‘* Believe me,” says the writer, “it is not neces- 
sary to have done people harm to be detested by 
them ; it is sufficient to be superior to them in 
every respect. Do you believe, for example, that 
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culated journal, your books so much applauded, 
and those honorable decordtions which you have 
attained at the age of twenty-four? Listen !—I 
tell you that in less than three months you will 
pass—you, so good, so upright—you, softness 
incarnate—for a bully, with a hard heart and a 
pitiless hand.’ But, the true force of the whole 
allegation will not be felt till the reader arrives at 
the intimation that this lady, who administers con- 
solation, who deprecates treachery, who cheers the 
spirit and confirms the piety of the exile, who so 
rejoices at the intelligence that he is improving his 
‘fine qualities’? by the example of a Spanish 
ministry, and his mind by the libraries of the 
Escurial, whose confidential devotion is exposed, 
and whose second-hand praises are repeated in 
order that the latent virtue of her beloved corre- 
spondent may be made known to the world-—is the 
wife of another man! 

That high sense of honor which murderers and 
adulterers never lose in France precludes, of 
course, the disclosure of the lady’s name, and M. 
Beauvallon throws himself with confidence on the 
delicacy of his countrymen in relying upon the 
unattested letters of an anonymous adulteress for 
establishing his unsullied innocence and clearing 
his clouded fame. We hope so bright an appre- 
ciation of himself, and so just a calculation of his 
audience, as is shown by his selection of such a 
mouth-piece to proelaim his merits, will not be lost 
in this country. That they were not made without 
a little encouragement may be gathered from the 
following fact. M. Granier de Cassagnac, whose 
name figures with most equivocal credit in this 
nefarious murder, who is the brother-in-law of the 
assassin, and the owner of the famous pistols 
which were lent for the deed—who, at the late 
trial, endeavored to intimidate the witnesses by 
challenging a dangerous deponent in the witness- 
room, and whose conduct was rebuked in open 
court by the president, has so far retained the 
favor and confidence of his former gossips in high 
office that he has recently been despatched on a 
government mission to Rome, there to represent in 
some sort the French nation, and advance French 
interests at that pivot of Christian politics. With 
such countenance to his friends and party, how 
hard it was of the Court of Assize to sentence M. 
Beauvailon to eight years’ imprisonment ! 


From the Times, 20th Oct. 
POVERTY OF ENGLAND. 


Sorry are we to say it, but the truth must be 
spoken—the country is poor. To say that it wants 
money or credit will not convey a very overwhelm- 
ing idea of the helplessness to some of our readers. 
So we will repeat that England is actually poor in 
the grossest and most tangible sense. The country 
has till just now been miserably destitute of food. 
That deficiency is hardly supplied, and in supplying 
it so far we have both to part with our gold, and put 
ourselves in debt to the world. This is being poor 


471 


in a very plain sense. Again, we are unusually 
short in the materials of manufacture, and conse- 
quently in those manufactured commodities where- 
with we have hitherto purchased what we wanted 
from our neighbors. Now, there is no theorizing 
no currency-spinning, in these simple facts ; they 
are perfectly intelligible in the case of one person, 
and are equally so in the case of the nation. There 
are people, indeed, who appear to imagine that 
while poverty in the case of an individual is a very 
solid affair, national poverty is a sentimental ab- 
straction which an argument or a word can demolish. 
There is, however, no difference between them, 
except that the aggregate poverty is the worst and 
most incurable of the two. 

The effects of the dearth have been seriously ag- 
gravated by the humanity of the nation. Besides 
the natural rise in the prices of food, a fact alone 
sufficient to run us into debt, we felt it our duty to 
feed for many months several millions in Ireland. 
This cost us £10,000,000, of which £8,000,000 
were to be borrowed. Here is the case of a man 
who, being poor already, and stinted in his house- 
hold, is further impoverished by his poor relations. 
It is the act of one who divides his last loaf with 
the beggar. 

* e e e e 

The deputation of the Liverpool merchants and 
bankers, coming from the second port in the empire, 
and that now involved in the most serious disasters, 
has no ordinary claim to our sympathy and respect. 
We feel for these gentlemen as we do for too man 
others who with a great game in their hands sud- 
denly find themselves obliged to give it up; and, 
with a capital enough to leave an ultimate surplus, 
are ruined for want of an immediately available 
fraction of their means. They ask for an advance 
on the credit of the country. We have long fore- 
seen the day when British merchants and manufac- 
turers would have to follow the example set by Irish 
railway directors. The one demand is as just as 
the other; and there can be no doubt that the 
balance of utility is in favor of regular and repro- 
ductive employments over the rude, tedious, and 
perhaps unprofitable works of the railway. 

We pointed this out last April, when Sir Charles 
Wood brought up again his loan to Irish railways ; 
adding, that there were many of our own manufac- 
turers and merchants who stood in far more need of 
money than the Irish speculators; while the re- 
spective conditions of the two peoples would soon 
present the very same claims. The conclusion we 
came to on that most disagreeable and discreditable 
subject applies to this instance. Any advance on 
the credit of the nation, any boon which government 
can bestow, cannot possibly be an addition to the 
capital of the country. It can only be a rearrange- 
ment—a violent disturbance of the natural order, 
for the sake of a few favored persons or classes. In 
fact, the nation is poor. All are poor. All must 
bear it as they can. The weaker must be left to 
that fate from which it is, unfortunately, impossible 
to save them without throwing their burden on some 
other, perhaps equally unable to bear it, The aid 
given to one class starves another. That Irish rail- 
ways may be finished, English railways must be 
suspended. The Irish South-Western goes on. 
Even the English North-Western is brought to a 
stand-still. We only trust that we shall not soon 
find that the population of Lancashire must die, that 
Galway and Tipperary may be fed, 
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EXTRACT FROM A LETTER OF A CORRESPON- 
DENT AT PARIS, DATED 1 NOV., 1347. 


Tue Americans in Paris naturally exulted in the 
victories of the Mexican capital. It is better for 
the American cause in Europe that such fighting 
should have occurred than that the Mexicans should 
have tamely capitulated. The London Times and 
the Morning Chronicle represented the result as a 
defeat for the American forces and objects. It 
would seem, said the Chronicle, that the Yankees 
were well ‘‘ drubbed”’ this time. The unremitting 
rancor of this whig organ, and of the semi-radical 
Sun, can be easily explained. The Times, though 
regularly supplied with venomous matter by the 
Genevese Traveller, its correspondent at New York, 
is still behind these two journals in virulence and 
sardonic malice. All the Paris editors inserted the 
details from Mexico, acknowledged the success of 
Scott, and anticipated an immediate peace. The 
Déhats alone confined itself to mere narrative. La 
Revue des Deux Mondes, issued yesterday, treats 
of the Mexican war at some length, admits the su- 
periority of the American arms, and represents as 
hopeless or absurd any further struggle on the side 
of the Mexicans. But it expresses apprehension 
that the American generals will become too popular 
at home, and introduce a military spirit and habit 
of rule; and that the admission of the ‘‘ foreign 
races” into the Union might deteriorate the old 
republican stock and institutions. 

Those who have learnt from direct authoritative 
sources how Paredes was occupied in this capital, 
can affirm with confidence that his return to Mex- 
ico was concerted with the French and British cab- 
inets, and that they probably furnished the means. 
They divide and hold a distinct or adverse course 
in European cases wherein they have an obvious 
common interest, but are ready to coalesce on every 
occasion that favors antagonism to American arms 
and efforts. 

The official report of the French revenue (pub- 
lic) for the nine months of the present year wears 
a better aspect than that of the British. Accord- 
ingly, the Journal des Débats of this day congrat- 
ulates France, and extols the treasury management. 
Nevertheless, financial affairs here, though much 
less unprosperous and ominous than on the other 
side of the channel, are difficult and dismal enough. 
It has been necessary for the government to attempt 
the greater part of the Joan, although the juncture 
could scarcely be less eligible. I refer to the au- 
thorized loan of three hundred and fifty millions of 
francs. 

The elections in Portugal are in favor of the old 
despotic party, the Cabralists, who provoked the 
recent insurrection. Their success is ascribed to 
corruption. The Portuguese government borrows 
at fifteen per cent. a month, upon the credit of the 
customs’ revenue. The interest (nearly four mil- 
lions of dollars) on the antecedent national debt, 
has not been paid since October last. The funds 
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which were assigned to the purpose were employed 
to combat the insurrection, which the British and 
French cabinets admitted to be warrantable, while 
they effectually aided the government. It is af- 
firmed that the French treasury is in arrears 
to many public functionaries and public undertak- 
ings, and that the new loan must be at seventy-six 
or seventy-five, with an interest of five and a half 
per cent. altogether. 

We hear of Russian failures and embarrassments 
from the British connection. The Paris National 
earnestly warns France against too intimate busi- 
ness relations with Great Britain—‘‘ a country al- 
Ways overtrading, and in a critical intricacy of 
finances and schemes.’’ Much British capital was 
thrown into France for the railroads and various 
joint-stock companies ; but the greater part is with- 
drawn. The British visiters and residents in this 
kingdom yield it an enormous sum—a sum which 
alone renders peace a primary concern. French 
stocks of every description are now low; in case 
of a political convulsion at the death of Louis Phil- 
ippe, they would fal] at once nearly a half—to forty. 
This the most intelligent bankers concede, at the 
same time that they suppose a revolution to be ex- 
ceedingly improbable. A cool and disinterested 
observer must, however, entertain fears; and, if an 
American, think that funds had better be in Amer- 
ican stocks or hands than here so placed as to be 
exposed to the risks. All the great bankers of 
Paris, la haute finance, are deeply involved in stocks 
of every description. 

The Legitimist! journals and writers continue 
to pay homage and profess fealty to the Duke of 
Bordeaux, whom they style ‘the supreme digni- 
ty of France’’—“ the most exalted representative 
of legitimate monarchy.” They are sure of a 
secret compact between M. Guizot and Prince 
Metternich to keep watch over the duke and detect 
the communications and plans between him and his 
loyal adherents in France. The legitimists are 
well organized ih both the capital and the prov- 
inces, and their journals have able editors and con- 
tributors. One of them remarks, ‘‘ France seems 
always to be on the brink of an abyss, but does not 
perish’’—a situation by no means enviable. 

The French government has despatched eminent 
physicians to reconnoitre the cholera in the regions 
of the Danube. Alarm is sounded already in Paris, 
and the press abounds in precautions more or less 
seriously urged. The government has commis- 
sioned, likewise, six doctors of high professional 
merit to the East, to study and strive to prevent 
the plague in its chief theatres. Alexandria, Bey- 
rout, Constantinople, Cairo, are among the places 
of their sojourn. 

Sad complaints arrive of the state of business at 
Algiers; failures have been numerous. No bank 
aid is afforded. The Duke d'Aumale is installed 
as governor-general of Algeria, in vice-regal state ; 
he means to expend in his establishment at least a 
million of francs per annum. Abd-el-Kader still 
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lives and moves in the kingdom of Morocco, more 
formidable, it is added, to the emperor thereof than 
to the rulers of Algeria. We cannot know his real 
situation. 

The Journal des Débats is intent on a maritime 
canal through the Isthmus of Suez. It has given 
several long editorial articles to the subject. The 
advantages and important results for many nations 
are skilfully exhibited. Thirty millions of francs 
(six of dollars) are stated as the maximum of the 
cost of a canal. Stephan Effendi, the intelligent 
representative here of Mehemet Ali, says that his 
master will execute the work, with the aid of 
the French, Italian, and German engineers, who 
have repaired to Egypt for the survey and process. 

Nothing more dramatic, and, sometimes. nothing 
more pleasant, than the vicissitudes of affairs at the 
court of Madrid. You look all the while for the 
Spanish nation, and cannot see it in the govern- 
ment action and history. Christina has again be- 
come the sovereign in fact, with Narvaez as her 
prime prop and minister. It is whispered that the 
real cause of the mission of Narvaez to Madrid, 
and her speedy expedition, was symptoms of preg- 
nancy, which rendered the earliest possible seem- 
ing reconciliation between Isabel and Don Fran- 
cisco indispensable on several accounts. Scandal 
has found too much certain material since their 
rupture, although this solution of recent and sudden 
events may be incorrect—mere guess-work. 

The Neapolitan government seems to have near- 
ly crushed the insurrection in Calabria. Sicily was 
soon reduced to temporary quiet. The movements 
in the south of the peninsula are unfortunately 
those of banditti, whom the patriots use as auxil- 
iaries, and who destroy the dignity, credit, and real 
momentum of their cause. It is not with such 
instruments that the parthenopean republic can be 
firmly erected. But the pope’s liberalism has not 
been without its effect in Naples, as well as the 
rest of Italy. The Journal des Débats of the 27th 
October says: ‘t Everybody in the kingdom of the 
Two Sicilies admits that important reforms in the 
administration are indispensable. The government 
itself appears quite disposed to enter on the road 
so gloriously opened by Pius IX.” You will see 
that even the little free state of San Marino, stead- 
fast to its institutions for so many centuries, has 
been excited to an essential organic change. The 
senate, heretofore composed of the patrician order 
alone, has been abolished for a house of represen- 
tatives chosen by universal suffrage. 

Louis Philippe attained his seventy-fourth year 
on the 6th of October. His health and activity 
seem unimpaired. He manifests the same qualities 
of mind and habits of life; talks freely about ev- 
erything ; calls Lord Palmerston a brouillon (mis- 
chief-maker) ; wonders that the English are so 
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angry with him about the marriage of the Duke of 
Montpensier with the Spanish princess, seeing that 
he had refused the crown of Belgium for his sec- 
ond son, the hand of Isabel for the third, and in 
other instances proved his moderation or abstemi- 
ousness with regard to his dynasty. He protests 
that he has no idea of interfering in Mexican 
affairs ;—we might believe him if he added, not 
further than coöperating in the establishment of a 
monarchy, if by any possibility it can be done. 
Louis Philippe is a thorough royalist, not by sta- 
tion and dynastic interest alone, but by persuasion 
and passion ; for France, he naturally and excusa- 
bly confounds republicanism with anarchy, war, 
and another vicious circle to be run for half a cen- 
tury. 

The Journal des Débats and the Constitutionnel 
are the highest authorities touching events and 
probabilities in Switzerland. The former (of this 
day—the Ist of November) says, ‘‘ We received 
late last evening news which confirms our most 
dismal anticipations. The Swiss diet has voted 
finally and fully for the execution of its decrees 
against the Sonderbund—the Catholic league; the 
deputies or representatives of the lcague have quit- 
ted Berne, the seat of the diet. Hostilities are to 
be commenced in a few days. We do not warrant 
this intelligence as certain, but we have reason to 
think it so. The Berne correspondent of the 
Constitutionnel tells, under date 28th October—8 
in the evening—‘‘ The conference between the 
committee of the Sonderbund and that of the diet 
has utterly miscarried. The deputies of tho league 
asked the rcéstablishment of the convents of Muri 
and of Wettingen, and promised to send away the 
Jesuits on the 1st of January, 1819.” The Déba& 
evidently wishes for hostilities; it virtually coun- 
sels the Sonderbund to begin. The National (re- 
publican organ) betrays the same wish for a civil 
war :—each hopes the triumph of the cause which 
it advocates. The radical party consists of twelve 
and two half cantons, some of which have a num- 
ber of Catholic citizens, very little disposed to fight 
their co-religionists anywhere; the dict has called 
out fifty thousand troops, and can, it is said, com- 
mand beyond thirty thousand more. Twenty thou- 
sand form the whole force of the seven cantons of 
the Sonderbund, whose aggregate population is not 
more than a fifth of the Helvetic people. Imagine, 
in a country of about the same number of inhab- 
itants as the state of New York, an array of up- 
wards of a hundred thousand soldiers, to cut each 
other’s throats, devastate their own soil, and ex- 
haust their means of national strength and indepen- 
dence. It is an insane, execrable conflict—so 
monstrous that incredulity yet prevails here. The 
judgment of Europe is likely to be severer on the 
diet than the league. 
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ulators, pressed by immediate calls for money, may 
pay it, rather than part with property at a heavier 
lose ; mercantile men in desperate circumstances 
may pay it, to postpone the abhorred day of final 
stoppage. So far as the measure is effectual in 
these respects, it might be termed a measure to 
promote gambling, prop unsound trade, and prevent 
prices from reaching the level required for healthy 
commerce. Some, however, admire it rather as a 
clever trick—a kind of legerdemain—of no sub- 
stance or real worth in itself, but possessing the 
wonderful secret of inspiring ‘‘ confidence.” This 
is the stock exchange measure of value: accord- 
ingly, up went the funds, and some nice percent- 
ages might be cleared in the first days of the week, 
by those who were content to sell, on a moderate 
profit, at the ‘‘ turn of the market.’ But “ fairy 
gifts’? are of a fleeting nature: there have been 
downs as well as ups on ’change since Monday—all 
is unsteady, uncertain; and for solid commercial 
purposes, the artificial ‘‘ confidence” is likely to be 
as limited and ‘‘ temporary” as the ‘‘ extraordinary 
measure.” 

The indirect and future bearings of the measure 
are far more extensive. The money act of 1844 
is repealed by anticipation. The endless currency 

uestion is once more set adrift on a troubled sea. 

he men of Birmingham will again raise their 
heads; for the Anti-gold League there is hope. 
Our finance ministers, no doubt, profess unshaken 
allegiance to ‘‘ the law which has placed the cur- 
rency of this country upon a sound basis,’’ and so 
forth : but their own journals tell another tale, and 
treat these euphuisms with provoking plainness. 
One of them, indeed, went a step too far on 
Wednesday, when it styled the curious composition 
signed ‘‘ John Russell” and ‘‘ Charles Wood’’— 
first lord of the treasury and chancellor of the 
exchequer—‘‘ the order in council suspending the 
bank charter act of 1844.” But that denoted 
foregone conclusions. When the bank charter 
act is overhauled, will the bank itself escape a 
radical reconstruction? We think not. 

Great changes are on the cards. ‘Troubles gather 
around us. The political lull is nearly over. A 
time of keen contest approaches. One of the un- 
foreseen effects of this week’s surrender may be to 
weaken the whig cabinet in the ensuing session, 
both for necessary action, and for resistance to at- 
tempts which they must resist. 

We subjoin, from the commentaries of the metro- 
politan daily newspapers, specimens of the manner 
in which this announcement was received. It will 
be observed that the writers of all parties, however 
differing in their views otherwise, concur in regard- 
ing the bank charter act of 1844 as abandoned. 

Times—‘‘ The ministerial measure is a remedy 
for a temporary panic, not for a real, a permanent, 
and an increasing pressure. If this be little more 
than a panic—if confidence is all that is wanted—if 
hoarding is to be discouraged, employment set free, 
and enterprise invited—if also those objects were 
not attainable in any other way, then, undoubtedly, 
government has done the right thing. This suppo- 
sition has, however, but slender foundation. It 
rests only on a hopeful and too confiding tempera- 
ment. ‘There is a panic, it is true, and just now a 
very wild and ridiculous panic, driving men to fool~ 
ish and cowardly proceedings. But there is also 
an actual pressure—a pressure which has been 
gradually increasing for more than a twelvemonth, 
which, under existing circumstances, is likely to in- 


Ministers have shown themselves a ‘‘ squeeza- 
ble’? ministry—have yielded to the importunity 
of embarrassed speculators and frightened traders. 
They are not ‘‘to keep steady the standards of 
credit,” according to our reading of their simple 
duty, but instead thereof, are ‘‘ to attempt, by some 
extraordinary and temporary measure, to restore 
confidence to the mercantile and manufacturing 
community.” The ‘‘ extraordinary’’ measure is 
a recommendation to the Bank of England to en- 
large their discounts and advances; ‘‘ if this course 
should lead to any infringement of the existing 
law,” ministers will propose a bill of indemnity 
when the parliament meets; for the moneys lent 
they instruct the bank to charge a high rate of 
interest—naming eight per cent. as the lowest ; 
and they claim for the public ‘‘ any extra profit” 
to be derived from the extension. 

This interference of government with the in- 
dependent action of the bank is a startling depart- 
ure from the position of laissez-faire in which min- 
isters appeared to be resolutely intrenched when 
they received the late deputation from Liverpool. 
What had happened, between Tuesday the 19th 
and Monday the 25th, to account for the change? 
Mercantile and money matters remained unaltered ; 
or if any symptom of alteration appeared, it was for 
the better rather than otherwise. But two events 
had eccurred, which, as they immediately preceded 
the new course adopted by the government, have 
been supposed to stand in some influential relation 
to it. A deputation of city bankers—an important 
section of the premier’s London constituents—had 
an interview with Lord John on Saturday ; on the 
same day, his chancellor of the exchequer was in 
lengthened consultation with Sir Robert Peel. 
Other influences might be imagined. It is possible 
that the ministers have no definite perception of the 
nature of the crisis—no confidence in the position 
they had taken up, or in their powers of maintain- 
ing it. Perhaps they fear the play of parties and 
interests in parliament: the protectionists, for in- 
stance, would gladly seize upon ‘‘Peel’s bank 
charter act” as a stock in trade ; and the formida- 
ble railway phalanx in the new house of commons 
might join them in the onslaught, for the sake of 
“ cheap money.’’ Many whig partisans, and pos- 
sibly some of the whig ministers, would be willing 
enough to discredit the existing law, merely to dis- 
credit its ostensible author. Or, superior to fear, 
and to all spiteful and selfish promptings, our good 
ministers, sorely beset and greatly concerned, may 
have been moved exclusively by the benevolent de- 
sire to be doing something to help. 

The direct amount of the help offered is limited 
by the conditions. The nation’s resources are not 
increased ; the debts and obligations of traders and 
speculators are not diminished. Government takes 
no responsibility upon itself, but merely ‘‘ recom- 
mends’’ to the bank. The bank alone is responsi- 
ble, as before ; and exercises its powers subject to a 
penalty of forfeiture, which the directors will be 
slow to risk—a minister’s promise to apply for an 
“ indemnity” not being quite so safe a warrant as 
the actual law. The minimum rate of interest— 
eight per cent.—is higher than the profits of honest 
business can afford, or than prudent traders will 
pay. Gamblers may pay it, or any rate, to buy 
them another chance in the wheel of fortune ; spec- 
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crease, and which may very possibly soon be aggra- 
vated to any conceivable degree by events quite 
within the scope of possibility, not to say more. 
The fact of the pressure thus far is a matter of his- 
tory, and cannot be denied. The question is—will 
it last? and how long? We answer—Yes; be- 
cause the causes are still in operation. It is almost 
forbidden to speak of railways, potatoes, and cotton, 
to ears polite. We mention them not for the sake 
of the past, but just to remind people of two impor- 
tant facts; first, that through the vast increase of 
our imports, and diminution of our exports, we are 
at this moment rather deep in the books of the 
foreigner; secondly, that imports are likely to con- 
tinue very great, and exports are certain to remain 
very low. This condition of affairs can only lead to 
one possible result—the same as that which would 
infallibly happen to the journeyman who should 
go on importing into his tenement meat, drink, and 
clothing, to the value of thirty shillings a week, all 
the time only exporting work to no greater amount 
than twenty-five shillings. His capital, if he had 
any, would suffer a continual drain. Such is the 
drain before us. 

“A reference to the past—the merest glance of 
retrospection—is sufficient to show that government 
has not hitherto sufficiently realized the grave and 
growing character of this pressure. They refer to 
last April. The panic of last April subsided; but 
the pressure did not. ‘That ministers fully thought 
their difficulties over, may be presumed from the 
circumstance that before the end of that month they 
brought forward again the proposition of lending 
£620,000 to certain Irish railways. The subse- 
quent six months have not justified the wisdom of 
that security. It is due to ourselves to observe, 
that when the first lord of the treasury and the 
chancellor of the exchequer think fit to say in their 
note to the authorities of the bank that they were 
encouraged to expect the prevailing distrust would 
subside, ‘by the speedy cessation of a similar state 
of feeling in the month of April last,’ we have not 
the honor to be included in that statement. If they 
will do us the favor to read some remarks that ap- 
peared in this place on the 28th of April, they will 
find our distrust had in no wise abated ; but that, 
on the contrary, we felt less confidence than ever in 
consequence of the Irish railway loan; and were 
emboldened to predict circumstantially, and to the 
very letter, the present most melancholy condition 
of affairs. 

‘¢ The measure destined, we cannot but fear, to 
give to October 25, 1847, rather a disastruus prom- 
inence in the chronicles of trade, will allay the panic 
and increase the pressure. It will give a new start 
to all the causes which have lately so much aug- 
mented expenditure, but checked and hampered 
reproduction. Wedo not, therefore, anticipate any 
immediate ill effects. It is for the future that 
we fear. The bank charter act is virtually sur- 
‘rendered. The purposes of that act, may, perhaps, 
be supplied by other arrangements. But a new 
principle is introduced. Government now comes 
forward as a great money-lender. It proposes to 
bolster up the credit of the country by increasing 
the circulation. That is an impossible attempt. 
Whenever the new principle shall come into actual 
operation, it will be found that government can lend 
its gold, but cannot at its will force an additional 
quantity of paper into use. A few days may pass, 
a few weeks, or even a few months, may elapse, 
before the new principle is put to the proof. When 
it is, it will be seen whether we can diminish the 
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gold in the bank without inducing a panic, a run 
for gold, and other disasters far more serious than 
those which it was the object of the measure to 
obviate.” 


Morning Chronicle— We feel that we may 
congratulate both the ministry and the country on 
the events of yesterday. An act of prompt and 
vigorous statesmanship has rescued the one from 
the fate which inevitably overtakes the feeble, the 
misguided, and the pusillanimous ; and the abroga- 
tion of a dangerous and irritating law has conferred 
upon the other a welcome and necessary interval 
of rest, after a period of excitement and collision 
which will forever render the closing months of 
the present year a melancholy page in the history 
of our country and our commerce. At present we 
chiefiy see and feel the immediate blessings of the 
relief in its reviving influence over a prostrate credit 
and a stagnant industry. We behold the return of 
a tinge of cheerfulness over a landscape from which 
we have seen with so much solicitude the depar- 
ture, day by day, of first one ray of sunshine and 
then another, until the advent of an utter darkness 
appeared to be close at hand. Our marts and our 
exchanges are again instinct with a hopeful activity ; 
and, under the impulse of a pardonable alacrity, we 
are in haste to conclude that a measure, of which 
the beneficence is so soon and so plainly apparent, 
may well content itself with the testimonials which 
the happy transitions of the present moment so da 
fusely furnish of its wisdom and ita efficacy. e 
suspect that, to the students of a future and less 
deeply interested generation, the instant and salu- 
tary relief, great though it be, will become by far 
the most secondary consideration. They will not 
fail to perceive, that the timely intervention of the 
royal prerogative at a critical juncture was the 
means of averting a severe trial and a great scandal 
from the institutions of the country ; that a people 
smarting under an accumulation of evils, which by 
the most persevering and patient argument they 
had traced with the clearness of demonstration to 
an artificial and legislative origin, were not suffered 
by the negligence of the authority in whose hands 
the law had placed a paramount discretion, to urge 
their petitions and their remonstrances in vain until 
supplication passcd into discontent, and discontent 
deepened into a sedition, which set at nought the law 
it could neither amend nor obey. ‘They will do 
more than this; they will sce that the chosen leader 
of a great party, who had been placed by the 
almost unanimous consent of his countrymen at the 
head of a popular government, did not, by a fatal 
and derogatory negligence of the facts of a severe 
crisis, bring confusion and disruption into the ranks 
of hissupporters, and again reduce the name of a 
whig government into the category of things 
which men regard with aversion and distrust.” 


Globe—‘* The bank charter is thrown overboard. 
Truly we care not what whale swallows it. If it 
was not thrown overboard even before it was taken 
aboard, (to indulge an Iricism,) it was not for the 
want of broad hints, and sinister auguries, from all 
the ‘ old hands.’ 

‘ Stulta est clementia, cum tot ubique 
Vatibus occurras, perituræ parcere Charte.’ 


It was impossible, however, more genteelly to beg 
any convict’s pardon on turning him off, or to assure 
him more considerately that his suspension would 
be a mere temporary matter. It may be long 
enough, nevertheleas, to do his business. Civility, 
however, costs nothing. The official civilities to 
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the bank charter act, on this occasion, remind us 
rather of those to Master Barnardine at an anala- 
gous crisis ; and the rumoured ministerial confidences 
with the late prime minister resemble those with 
Jack, in the Tale of a Tub, to get his consent to 
the tying himself up. The job being done, we are 
not disposed to quarrel with the preliminaries ; and, 
assuming the accuracy of those reported, we cannot 
but admit that the dramatic unity of Sir Robert 
Peel's career has been preserved by thus making 
him, as it were, an accessary (though not this time 
a principal)—bringing him in, as it were, at the 
death—of another integrant of his own policy—to 
follow Catholic restrictions, and corn-laws to the 
tomb of the Capulets. This one, indeed, is only 
consigned there, like Juliet, with views of resurrec- 
tion ; but we have faith in the ordinary rules of the 
monetary drama for the catastrophe.’’ 


Daily News—‘ Ministers certainly deserve credit 
for having broken the charm of 1844. It is pity, 
however, that they should have gone to consult the 
old necromancer himself, who laid on the charm, 
as to the mode in which this should be done. ‘The 
position as well as the character of Sir Robert Peel 
warranted, that his advice, whatever it might be, 
would not be such as to enhance the honor of his 
rivals and consulters. It could easily be foreseen 
that his counsel to them would be a half measure, 
or a bit of a measure. Any large stride in the 
modification of his own past views, or in the pro- 
pitiation of public opinion, Sir Robert is the most 
likely man in the world to keep for himself. He, 
no doubt, dislikes that any one should have the 
honor of abrogatinug the law of 1844, save himself. 
He has therefore enjoined upon Sir Charles Wood 
the smallest possible departure from it; and even 
that is done, in the letter to the bank, as if it were 
a heresy—heresy against Peel—for which the min- 
ister evidently prays that he may be pardoned. 
* * © With this crisis the prestige that so long 
accompanied the influence of the bank is dispelled. 
Hitherto that body was proud of having been the 
means of keeping down the rate of discount. It is 
now forced to come forward and fix a minimum of 
discount higher than our money-market has known 
for a very long period; and that it is higher than, 
under the circumstances, the current rate in the 
market ought to be, is confessed in the novel stipu- 
lation for a division of the expected profits with the 
crown.” 


Morning Post—‘ At last her majesty’s ministers 
have given way to the dictates of plain common 
sense, pressed upon them by the fearful necessity 
of the crisis. It is evident that even at this last 
hour they have done so with reluctance. The vo- 
taries of the Peel monetary policy have died hard. 
But the system is now dead. Let us see who will 
dare to revive it. The bankers of London, who 
remonstrated against the restrictive law of 1844, 
were not listened to. The present chancellor of 
the exchequer, in his place in parliament, actually 
snecred at their anticipations of possible pressure. 
The bankers of London were right. The Peel 
contriver of monetary restriction, and his adviser, 
Jones Loyd were wrong. Lord John Russell and 
Sir Charles Wood, and the rest who confided in 
the self-regulating powers of the bill of 1844, were 
wrong. Let ministers fence as they may with the 
circumstances, and die upon the question with the 
largest circumlocution, still the end is that they 
avow their error, and give way. We are no longer 
to be tied down to the tyrannical pedantry and non- 


THE SANATOBY COMMISSION, 


sense of the bill of 1844. We owe to that measure 
the dreadful monetary crisis; which we think will, 
in a great degree, pass away, now that reasonable- 
ness and common sense have heen admitted to the 
councils of the government. We owe also to that 
measure that even now money is to cost 8 per cent. 
per annum. Surely the time will come when the 
people of England will ‘ visit for these things,’ and 
openly avow their contempt for the pretendin 
politicians who have done such enormous miicbick 
and have so late come to the rescue. The two 
curses which the Jast Peel government inflicted upon 
this country were restriction of the monetary means 
of the country, and unrestricted competition of 
foreign industry with home industry, under the 
name of free trade. To one of these branches of 
impolicy the first great blow has now been given ; 
but we have but half gained what is due to the 
British people, until the quackery of free trade is 
also abandoned as an impracticable folly.” 


Svandard—‘' There is a benefit afforded by the 
work of vesterday far beyond the present relief, 
direct or indirect: the bill of 1844 is effectually re- 
pealed by it at once and forever. The blow to the 
bill of 1844, and to all the measures of the author 
of that bill having reference to the same subject, is 
fatal. This one monument of the Peel policy is 
shattered to fragments; and this, let it be remem- 
bered, is nearly the only monument of his states- 
manship which he had not previously shivered with 
his own hands. It is something thus to have a 
troublesome and importunate obstacle removed from 
the road to recovery ; for after yesterday's work, it 
is impossible that Sir Robert Peel can ever again 
be accepted by any one as qualified to assist in the 
councils of the nation. With respect to the future, 
let us declare our hope that the breathing-time 
afforded by the arrangement made yesterday will 
be employed in devising a better system of currency 
than that which has proved so unfortunate in 1820, 
1822, 1826, 1831, and in the present year. We 
do not affect to believe that any system of currency 
can go far to restore the wealth and commerce of 
the country sacrificed by ‘ free trade ;' but a better 
system than the system of Sir Robert Peel will pal- 
liate much actual distress, and, by proving the 
incompatibility of any efficient currency with free 
trade, will lead to the restoration of protection as 
the one complete means of cure. It is something 
meanwhile that the idol of the economists has been 
broken—the Dagon has fallen—that ‘his head and 
hands have been cut off, and that only the stump 
of Dagon is left to him.’ ” 


HOW IS THE SANATORY COMMISSION GETTING 
ON 7—APPROACH OF THE CHOLERA. 


Tne cholera is approaching with slow but steady 
march from the cast; it will probably arrive in the 
winter ; and it will stil] find us unprepared to meet 
it. Our cities are themselves depositories of dis- 
ease ; they contain the raw material of epidemics, 
miasma, and await the pleasure of the wind to give 
that foul air its specific virus. 


‘* All the diseases of the zymotic elass,” says the 
Quarterly Report of the registrar-general, just is- 
sued—‘‘ such as small-pox, measles, scarletina, ty- 
phus, influenza, and cholera—have the remarkable 
property of becoming epidemic. After certain in- 
tervals of time, in which they are fatal to a smaller 
or greater number of persons in different places and 
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seasons, preat multitudes are suddenly attacked and 
destroyed in a given locality ; the disease in this in- 
tense form involves the neighboring population, 
spreads around whole regions, and sometimes travels 
over the tracks of human intercourse through the 
world. Little is known of the immediate chemical 
or vital causes of epidemics; but in given circum- 
stances, where many are immersed in an atmosphere 
of decaying organic matter, some zymotic disease is 
invariably produced : where there is starvation, it is 
most frequently typhus; cold, influenza ; heat, it is 
cholera, yellow fever, plague. At the mouths of 
the Ganges, of the Nile, of the Niger—in London, 
particularly up to the seventeenth century—in 
camps, in barracks, in ships, in prisons, formerly— 
in Ireland, in Liverpool, in all our towns now—the 
circumstances in which zymotic diseases become 
epidemic may be witnessed. * * ©% Influenza 
appears generally to become first epidemic in Rus- 
sia; cholera, in India.” 


The typhoids we have with us always, ready to 
become epidemic on the occasion of any depressing 
influence—bad weather, failure of employment, 
poverty, failure of food. 

We are not only unprepared to meet the coming 
enemy, but in every great centre of disease we see 
an unusually bad state of health. The mortality 
throughout the country has diminished since it 
reached its maximum in the March quarter of 1847, 
(56,000 ;) but in the great towns it is very bad in- 
deed. ‘‘In London,” says the registrar-general, 
“ there has been no sign of improvement: 10,987, 
12,601, and 13,187 deaths, were registered in the 
September quarters of 1645, 1846, and 1847 ;” the 
zymotic class of disease advanced in those periods 
from 2,409 in the September quarter: of 1845, to 
3,234 in that quarter of 1846, and 4,061 in the 
present quarter. Epidemic fever has been more 
fatal in Manchester than in London; Birmingham 
and other large towns to the north have suffered ; 
and Liverpool, ill-built, open to the Irish irruption, 
has been all but decimated : at the last census its 
population was 223,054 ; in the September quarter 
of 1847 the deaths were 5,669—the total of deaths 
in the three quarters being 13,546. From Scot- 
land there are no such accurate returns as those 
under our registration act; but we know how 
Glasgow has been visited, we know how it is the 
settled abode of fever; and from Edinburgh we 
have grievous complaints. Dublin is the capital 
of Ireland and its fever. 

What steps have we taken to arrest the coming 
cholera—to make a clear deck for meeting it? 
None. London is in as bad a state as ever it was 
since sanatory reformers began the arduous task of 
attempting to cleanse it. ‘This week we have more 
complaints of that ‘‘ Enon Chapel’’ whose founda- 
tion is a mass of rotten human flesh ; and on Mon- 
day night there is to be a ball in the chapel at 
sixpence a head! These old and overloaded 
grave-yard nuisances have been known for years ; 
but they are kept up, and the mortality tables show 
the results. The registrar-general, in his current 
report, denounces the bad construction of Liver- 
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“ Liverpool, created in haste by commerce, by 
men too intent on immediate gain—reared without 
any very tender regard for flesh or blood, and flour- 
ishing while her working population was rotting in 
cellars—has been severely taught the lesson, that 
a part of the population, whether in cellars or on 
distant shores, cannot suffer without involving the 
whole community in calamity.” 

The fever is not confined to the squalid parts of 
the town, nor to the lazarettos on the Mersey, but 
is ‘* getting more prevalent among the upper 
classes.” i 

Edinburgh—the ‘‘ own romantic town” of Wal- 
ter Scott, and proud to exhibit the poet's most 
splendid monument—is in a vile condition. The 
arrangements for drainage are miserably imper- 
fect, cr in some parts altogether wanting. Ro- 
mantic Edinburgh, so beautiful to the outside view, 
is full of rottenness within. The city contains 
some seventy-eight ‘‘ killing-booths, used by butch- 
ers, besides large clusters of slaughter-houses,’’ 
with many other killing places, irrespectively of the 
practice among butchers of killing smaller stock 
in their back-shops or cellars. The city is dotted 
with knackers’ yards, places for the manufacture 
of manure, ill-kept tanrers’ yards, &c. Large 
piggeries exist in many parts ; pigs, often fed upon 
soup made of carrion, are kept in the lower por- 
tions of private dwellings. ‘‘ It may sound strange 
in the ears of denizens of the New Town to be in- 
formed, that between St. Stephen’s church and the 
New Academy is a favorite spot for the rearing of 
pigs.” And the abominable practice which has 
made infamous the Edinburgh cry of ‘‘ gardez 
l'eau !”* still braves feeble attempts at repression ; 
surviving in those back courts and streets where 
it is peculiarly noxious. The law provides no 
cfficient power to cope with these nuisanccs.* 

We need not look out for special evidence as to 
the state of Dublin in these respects—it is the cap- 
ital of Ireland. 

What has beendone? A commission has been. 
appointed, to investigate and inquire—in the me- 
tropolis! As if the metropolis were the only part 
in danger. Besides, the commission includes men 
who have been investigating and inquiring, and 
who have plans ready prepared. It is not inquiry 
that we now need, but action. The time to spare 
between this formidable report by the registrar 
gencral and the actual arrival of the deadly visi- 
tant will probably be brief; we cannot make quite 
ready to meet it—we cannot, in a season, recon- 
struct streets and drains with a view to prevent 
the plagues of the nineteenth century ; but we 
might do much in the way of mere regulation. 
Mr. Herapath suggests one course for cholera, 
founded on a principle which our correspondent 
Mr. Sheward calls in question; the public wants 
some settled authoritative guide. But beyond 

* See a remarkable pamphlet published hy Messrs. 
Adam and Charles Black, and Messrs. Blackwood and 
Sons—“ Nuisances in Edinburgh, with Sucgestions for 
the Removal thereof; addressed to the General Commis- 


sioners of Police. By Alexander Murray, Inspector of 
Lighting und Cleaning.” 
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that, it is desirable to make our abodes as clean 
and clear of disease as possible—the cholera will 
be quite enough of itself. Now we have no wish 
to waste words in reproaches about the past, pro- 
voking as it is to see the government of this great 
country unable to cope with notorious nuisances 
of the basest and squalidest kind—the rulers of the 
British empire slinking away before knackers and 
low lodging-house keepers; but our want of ear- 
lier preparation should at least be in part expiated 
by the utmost exertion to do what can be done 
now. Some of us must die of this coming cholera ; 
but do not let our officials leave the public unpre- 
pared for another. The least they can do is to 
clear the path of the sanatory commissioners, and 
fill their hands with power sufficient for the occa- 
sion.— Spectator, 30 Oct. 


THE POST BETWEEN PARIS AND LONDON. 


Ir may occasion some surprise that it should re- 
main for the Morning Chronicle, at this day, to 
suggest such an acceleration of the public post-office 
communication between London and Paris as should 
enable it to keep pace with private communications. 
At present the reverse is the case, to a remarkable 
degree. The slowness of the post acts as a pro- 
tection to certain private postmasters who carry on 
a brisk business ; and people whose affairs require 
a rapid interchange of letters depend on such pri- 
vate channels. The despatches for the newspapers 
are daily delivered in London fifteen or even twenty 
hours before the letters transmitted through the 
post-office. And from the more dilatory habits of 
the French post-office, the case is yct worse in Paris ; 
the letters which in London would be delivered early 
in the morning being detained in the office till past 
noon. 

We are now speaking of the ordinary condition 
of things; but occasionally the delay will be still 
greater—as when a Sunday intervenes. An in- 
stance occurred this week in our own experience ; 
a letter written in Paris on Thursday the 21st, quite 
in time to have been brought that night to London, 
but too late for the leisurely proceedings of the post- 
office, reached us on Monday the 25th. We have 
before had reason to complain of the delays inter- 
posed by the bungling and espionage of the German 
post ; but here we find a nearer neighbor at fault, 
and our own office participating in the offence. 

The Chrontele announces that the South-eastern 

Railway Company is about to send a deputation to 
Paris, to consult with the directors of the French 
‘Railway as to the mode of facilitating the communi- 
cation between the two capitals. Of course the 
authorities of the two post-offices will seek to be 
parties to the consultation. Ifa rapid post and two 
mails a day are necessary between Landon and Ed- 
inburgh, they are more necessary between London 
and Paris; and it would be quite possible to have 
a transmission of letters posted and delivered within 
sixteen hours. 

It should be remembered, that mere rapidity of 
transmission is not the only desideratum ; it is most 
desirable that the letters of commercial men should 
be received at least as soon as those which reach 
any other class in the country ; and as to the gov- 
ernment, it ought to secure to itself absolute priority 
of information as a standing rule—not by keeping 
back the intelligence of private persons, but by out- 
stripping it.— Spectator, 30 Oct 


THE POST BETWEEN PARIS AND LONDON-——MEXICO. 


THE CAPTURE AND RE-CAPTURE OF MEXICO. 


Tne last account from Mexico, certainly not an 
official one, but creditable enough to alarm even the 
most sanguine of the democratic party in America, 
represents General Scott, after having fought his 
way from the coast to the vicinity of the capital, 
and from that capital through forts and entrench- 
ments into the city itself, and through its streets 
and barricades to the possession of its citadel and 
public square, to have been driven back out of the 
city by an uprising of the mob. This is not an 
unusual fate of generals, who triumph over regular 
forces and scientific military resistance, but are 
worsted by a multitude of ragamuffins, armed 
with paving-stones and popular fury. This was 
nearly the tate of the French at Naples and Madrid. 
The leperos of Mexico have been compared to the 
lazzaroni of Naples, the laziness of the Neapolitan 
being in them thickened with Indian listlessness. 
The plunder of the cathedral and the profanation of 
its walls are said to have roused the leperos, who 
achieved what Santa Anna failed in, viz., drove the 
Americans out of the city. 

It is needless to remark, that such successful 
resistance would prove the signal for the Mexican 
population, hitherto wavering and timid, to rise and 
engage ina general though desultory war. Already 
the deputies of the more central and important 
states had adjourned congress to the town of Quere- 
taro. A great portion of the army will flock to 
them, and as regular strategic resistance ceases 
with the command of Santa Anna, a system of 
guerilla and irregular warfare would no doubt com- 
mence, which nothing but gigantic efforts and 
expenditure on the part of the Americans, with a 
long lapse of time and success, could finally over- 
come. 

Such are the tactics of the Mexicans, such the 
evident determination of their leading men, and 
apparently of the priesthood, which throughout the 
country holds lieu of all other links and institutions 
and government. That this feeling and resolve is 
general, and not to be duped or trifled with, is 
pretty evident from the conduct of Santa Anna, 
who no doubt returned to Mexico with the idea of 
concluding an agreement with the Amcricans, and 
was allowed by them to pass their blockade on this 
very understanding. But Santa Anna, surrounded 
by his army, and watched by the deputics of con- 
gress, could do nothing else than fight manfully, 
and consent merely to such conditions of peace as 
Mr. Trist could not listen to. 

This envoy demanded no less than to cut ten 
degrees off of the northern extremity of Mexico, 
which, with the seven degrees of the Oregon 
wrested from England, forms a very pretty empire, 
thus making indeed a second United States on the 
Pacific. ‘The peninsula of California was of course 
to be included. The Mexicans, however, at once 
refused to cede New Mexico, the Spanish poputa- 
tion of which had shown the greatest aversion to 
American rule, the greatest resistance to their 
arms. The Mexicans declared they would not give 
up such a province to slavery and the United 
States. To this they were the more spirited, from 
their sentiments being echoed by all the people of 
the northern states of the Union, who are at this 
moment as much alarmed at the annexation of New 
Mexico, as they were a year or two ago at the 
annexation of Texas. There secms indeed no end 
to the prospect of southern and slave states, and to 
the utter destruction of all balance between northern 
and southern influences. Mr. Trist moreover offered 
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a high price for the Californians ; but the Mexicans 
refused to cede more of these than the territory and 
bay of San Francisco, which by the course of its 
river is naturally connected with the Oregon, and 
forms indeed its obvious seaport. So small a con- 
cession did not satisfy Mr. ‘Trist. And yet in so 
critical a position was the American army, that the 
envoy asked for a truce of forty-eight days to allow 
of his referring to his government touching the pos- 
sibility of its desisting from its claims over the dis- 
puted territory between the Bravo and the Nueces. 
Great Britain has wisely abstained from inter- 
ference as arbitrator, which indeed was impossible. 
It is evident, that the best chance which the Mex- 
icans have of obtaining favorable terms, consists in 
the support which their offers will obtain from the 
anti-slavery party in the United States. But in 
order to this party preserving its influence, it is 
necessary that the president should be unable to 
appeal to any excitable feeling. If the English 
were supposed to under-work the Mexicans, this 
would call up the spirit of even the Yankees against 
them. Or, if the Mexicans should inflict any signal 
defeat or disgrace on the American arms, then too 
President Polk might appeal to popular feeling to 
support him in outrageous war. Bating these 
causes of excitement, the Americans will probably 
weary of expenditure, and turn from the prospect 
of an interminable, and, should resistance turn to 
guerillas, an inglorious war. In that case Mexico 
may have, if not her own, at least a fair frontier 
and reasonable conditions. — Examiner, 30 Oct. 


PUNCH’S LATEST FROM MEXICO. 


Tue Blamey Castle has arrived at Liverpool. 
Her dates are from New York the 15th, Boston 
the 16th, and the day previous from the seat of 
war. She brings specie to the amount of two mil- 
lions of rupees, and files of the New York papers. 
The correspondent of the Locofoco says— 

‘ General Growdy’s division yesterday came up 
with the main body of the Mexican force, under 
General Cabanas, at Rionogo, where the New Or- 
leans Picayune informs us that a severe engage- 
ment took place. Both parties won the victory, 
and were repulsed with severe slaughter. Santa 
Anna was present in the action, in the course of 
which his head was shot off. He subsequently 
addressed a heart-stirring proclamation to the Mex- 
ican nation, in which he described the action of the 
27th, which ended in the utter defeat of the Amer- 
icans, whose victory, however, cost them dear. 

‘ Immediately after their success, they proceeded 
to evacuate the town, which they bombarded the 
next day. The American troops were annihilated 
after a trifling skirmish, in which Santa Anna lost 
his leg, which was amputated on the spot, before 
the retreat of the Mexicans upon Cacapulco. It is 
reported that he has yielded the presidency to Gen- 
eral Nosotros. 

“ General Whack’s brigade is at Sangarbanzos, 
hotly pursued by the Mexicans. In this disaster 
the indefatigable Santa Anna was wounded severe- 
ly, a cannon-ball from a howitzer taking off his 
right hand. From this place, after the operation, 
he wrote a pathetic appeal to the Mexican senate, 
and complained bitterly of the cowardice of Gen- 
eral Pumpanillas, who was at Nossa Senhora de 
las Podridas, harassing the flanks of Major Cow- 
. itch’s Alleghany Rangers. 

t‘ General Scott was unwell; but it is not true 
that he has been compelled to take Jalapa. Major 
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Bung’s artillery is at Todododos. A deserter from 
the enemy came in yesterday. He says that Pres- 
ident Santa Anna received a twenty-eight pounder 
through his body, after which he renewed the ac- 
tion. 

« The bombardment of Los Leperos is not con- 
firmed. Santa Anna received a congreve-rocket in 
the left knee there, and has ordained the formation 
of a similar corps. I shut up, as the courier is 

ing. 

‘ The legion of Saint Nicholas, under O'Scraggs, 
performed prodigies of valor on both sides. Plung- 
ing into the thickest of the mêlée at Pickapockatick], 
O’Scraggs engaged personally with General Ragg, 
whose pocket-handkerchief, after a severe struggle, 
he succeeded in carrying off. It has been hung up 
in the cathedral of Mexico, amongst the other.col- 
ors taken in the campaign. 

‘In the engagement at Santos Ladrones, so 
creditable to both sides, O’Scragg, whose legion 
was then acting with the American army, had 
almost taken prisoner Santa Anna, who had both 
legs shot off by our brave bombardiers ; his silver 
snuff-box, however, was captured out of the gen- 
eral's coat pocket, as he fled from a field where he 
had covered himself with so much glory. 

‘t Captain Scrages used the snuff-box on the last 
day of his brilliant existence, when he died the death 
of a hero, being hanged before the American lines, 
to the delight of both armies.” 


Frora the Spectator. 

Irevanp displays an accession in the usual con- 
trast of heterogeneous elements—a turbulent and 
helpless destitution ; a new burst of sectarsm big- 
otry ; and a government steadily enlighte«ing its 
subjects by firm and sage counsels. 

he great tenant-right meeting at Kilmacthomas, 
in Galway, was painfully characteristic of the na- 
tional levity. The meeting was summond to con- 
sider the means of obtaining a law of tenant-right ; 
it proved to be a monster meeting, only with a new 
pretext ; the tenant-right, socalled, which the speak- 
ers claimed, was really fixity of tenure ; and in the 
midst of the business, the occasion became a repeal 
meeting for the presentation of an address and some 
‘t rent” to Mr. John O’Connel] ! 

The new sally of bigotry is a fresh denunciation 
of the ‘‘ godless colleges,” in the shape of a rescript 
from the Sacred College at Rome, bearing, unfortu- 
nately, the sanction of Pius the Ninth; the Irish 
colleges are condemned, and the Roman Catholic 
clergy are enjoined to take no in promotin 
those institutions. It is possible Wat the head of 
the Roman Catholic church is too much bound by 
the routine of the Sacred College to act with the 
liberality that might have been expected of him. 
It is to be observed that Pius has hitherto done 
nothing which is not orthodor; and he may justly 
ask, whether he might not impair his own useful- 
ness if he were to raise any doubts among the faith- 
ful as to his own ecclesiastical infallibility. Besides, 
it is to be remembered that the English government 
is without any real representative at Rome, and that 
the pontiff is thus left at the mercy of Jrish state- 
ments touching the colleges. However in the 
present stage of the affair, it is not for British min- 
isters to question the course adopted by the head 
of the Roman church; still less is it for them to 
yield; it is for him to consider what he deems 
necessary for discipline within the pale of his church 
—it is for them to consider what is good and proper 
for British subjects. The colleges must go for- 
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ward ; the Roman Catholics will use them or not 
as they please. 

The clergy of the church whose traditional usage 
enforces views so bigoted have waited upon the 
lord-lieutenant with a memorial, oddly ascnbing the 
wretched condition of Ireland to the obsolete bigotry 
of the Protestant rulers, announcing the prospect 
of more famine in the winter, and asking for more 
help. Lord Clarendon replied with one of his admi- 
rable lectures on the duties of social order, industry, 
and self-reliance. ‘There is no irrelevance about 
Lord Clarendon’s reproofs: if he does not flatter, it 
is impossible that any sane mind could take offence 
at the perfectly decorous, plain, sensible, and benev- 
olent advice which he gives. He tells the Irish, in 
unmistakable language, that they cannot avoid pov- 
erty except by order and industry; and from such 
a quarter they cannot avoid hearing those salutary 
truths. 


Avstria has not only retained possession of Fer- 
rara, but her local commanders manage so ill as to 
permit outrages on the native Italians. There has 
been a disturbance, Italian blood has been shed, and 

robably one of the sufferers belongs to the clergy! 
Kuch incidents tend not only to compel the cession 
of Ferrara, but to strengthen a feeling which gains 
ground very rapidly—a feeling that the Austrians 
must be expelled from Italy altogether. 


Tue forbearance of the British in New Zealand 
has had its natural consequence, in new excesses 
by the natives ; and a continuance of that forbearance 
seems likely to prolong the suicidal contumacy of 
the aborigines. The account of the British maneu- 
vres at Wanganui—the troops marching out every 
day for a bootless popping at their Parthian enemy, 
and then retreating every night into the safe shel- 
ter of a stockade—is humiliating. Humanity may 
dictate that undecisive demeanor, but to the barba- 
rians it must look like sheer cowardice; so that 
their inevitable presuming on our hesitation will 
stultify our mercy, and eventually cost more blood 
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than the cruelest form of prompt chastisement ; 
rela! the ‘‘ philanthropic” policy has been paid 
for in blood, and it is quite clear that more will have 
to flow. 


As our last postscript narrated, and our new ac- 
counts make clear, General Scott is or has been in 
possession of the Mexican capital—and in a scrape. 
Scott and Santa Anna could not agree on terms of 
peace: the fighting was renewed; the Yankees 
took the great city, killed many people, ruined 
some of the public buildings, created ‘‘ ample work 
for the glazier,” and remained in a ‘ fix’’—appar- 
ently in want of an intelligible policy, certainly in 
want of supplies and reinforcements—there are even 
rumors that they have been driven out again. On 
the first blush, it would look as if the sovereign cit- 
izens of the great republic must be so disgusted 
with these untoward victories as to refuse further 
supplies, and to recall the army. But the affair is 
too serious for that; United States men are not of 
a temperament to succumb to defeat, and the very 
extremity of the danger may evoke a national feel- 
ing in favor of prosecuting the war. There is 
troable in store for all parties. 


Tue various documents relating to the establish- 
ment of a Roman Catholic hierarchy in England 
arrived in London on Tuesday. The Right Rev- 
erend Dr. Walsh, heretofore vicar apostolic of the 
Midland district, is now Archbishop of Westmin- 
ster; Dr. Wiseman, who it was expected would 
occupy that position, is to be Bishop of Birming- 
ham. The title of vicar apostolic is to be abolished : 
and the bishops are to be called after their respec- 
tive sees—such, for instance, as ‘* Bishop of North- 
ampton,’’ the title now held by Dr. Waring. 


Mr. Albany Fonblanque, the editor and regis- 
tered proprietor of the Examiner newspaper, has 
been appointed to the office in the statistical depart- 
ment of the Board of Trade vacated by the promo- 
tion of Mr. Porter to the post formerly occupied by 
Mr. Lefevre. 
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From the Quarterly Review. 
1. A Year of Consolation. By Mrs. Butter, late 
Fanny Kemble. 2 vols. 12mo. London : 1847. 


2. Illustrated Excursions in Italy. By Epwarp 
Lear. 2 vols. folio. London: 1847. 


We readily cut the pages of these new books on 
an ald subject; for Heaven forefend that Italy 
should ever cease to interest, or her siren fascina- 
tion become a fable of the past. To us every touch 
by original hand awakens some dormant delight, 
every fresh view calls forth some unobserved won- 
der. Italy, whose fair form and pressure defies pen 
to exhaust, and pencil to more than outline, must 
be seen with painter’s eye and with poet’s feeling, 
must be loved for her own sake, and studied in her 
unbeaten by-ways, rather than in those tourist- 
haunted towns which foreigners have denational- 
ized with their carpet civilization. We have 
‘eoupled the names of Kemble and Lear, which 
eombine well with other and older associations, 
because both have selected and sketched for them- 
adives ; peeping behind scenes seldom visited, and 
raising corners of the curtain which conceals to 
tramontanes the drama of Italian life. Here we 
have set before us a page or two of a book of 
beauty, which, thumbed indeed by thousands every 
year, remains sealed save to the initiated—and to 
none more so than the rank-and-file of fashion who, 
bored with Brighton, try a ‘‘ winter season at 
Rome.’ In both instances art has been summoned 
to aid representations of nature: the lady weds 
her prose to immortal verse; the gentleman de- 
scribes his own drawings, a process unusual in 
illustrated works, but highly commendable when, 
what is still more unusual, the author ìs not 
swamped by the artist. 

A common yearning for coasolation impelled 
both to seck brighter skies: one necded an ano- 
dyne for deep-rooted sorrows of the mind—the 
other a remedy for inveterate achings of the body ; 
nor have their pilgrinages been in vain. Reno- 
vated in spirit by her Italian Year, Fanny Kemble 
(for we resume her ivuropean name, as, dismissing 
her Butler, she writes herself simple Funny in the 
preface) has happily returned to that stage which 
her gifted faintly made their own, to delight myri- 
ads by again becoming public property. Mr. 
Lear in the balmy south batiled the insidious 
disease which under our stinted suns nips youth 
and talent, and, by turning to good account accom- 
plishments, which, ere the fickle goddess frowned, 
were but amuseincats, has secured an honorable 
independence for those he loves the best, and has 
eoralled his name high in art—in that city where 
att is most appreciated. 

Thus nach, by way of introduction, would have 
suffived in ordinary cases; but giving due prece- 
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dence to the lady, the title, “‘ A Year of Conso- 
lation,” suggests those others accumulative of 
distress to which it was the antidote. An undo» 
tone of woe and mystery pervades the poetic por 
tions of our fair one’s volumes, exciting a com- 
passionate curiosity, and vividly contrasting, it 
must be owned, with the animal spirits and comis 
joyousness which flash forth in the prose narrative, 
like sun-beams in a wintry sky. But this is all 
in nature ;—=she is a poetess—and moreover the. 
theatre has been her nursery and her playground. 
No wonder then that, whenever shadows of the- 
past, looming across the Atlantic, darkened her 
present dream of peace, she poured her sadness 
into the serious vehicle of I] Penseroso, and sought 
relief from sorrow in sympathy. In the psycholo- 
gy of suffering the endurance of the Spartan is 
often coupled with the exhibition of the marty»; 
many there be who, even without the excuse of 
her professional trainmg, can dissect with stoie 
pride the morbid anatomy of their hearts, and 
reveal to every eye festering wounds, which the 
tenderest hand of friend is never permitted to probe 
or bind up; who, masking inward depression by 
outward hilarity, cherish by concealment the worm 
in the bud, and yet bare their stuffed bosoms to 
the world for daws to peck at. | 

Her first morning at Rome is ushered in with a. 
retrospect. She tells her tale—how all was set 
on one cast, and the hazard of the die a blank— 
and pale as moon-beam on snow-wreath is the ray 
of hope which lights up this autobiography of de- 
spair. These emptyings of vials of wrath, mingled 
with tears, recall the breathing, burning revelations. 
of Lord Byron and Mrs. Norton. 


“« Early in life, when hope seems prophecy, 
And strong desire can sometimes mould a fate, 
My dream was of thy shores, Oh, Italy! * * ® 
Across an ocean—not thy sapphire waves, 
Oh, Mediterranean, sea of memories! 
But the dark marble ridges of th’ Atlantic, 
Destiny led me—not to thy bright shores 
Ausonia '—but that wondrous wilderness, 
That other world, where Hope supreme beholds 
All things unshaped—one huge eventful prons- 
ise, SS oF 
Upon that distant shore, a dream more fair 
Than the imaginations of my youth 
Awhile entranced me. Lightning-like it fled, 
And I remained utterly desolate. 
Love had departed ; Youth, too, had departed ; 
Hope had departed ; and my life before me 
Lay covered with the ashes of the past— 
Dark, barren, cold, drear, flinty, colorless. © * ® 
The last grim pages of my book of life, 
Filled with a mean and grinding martyrdom, 
Washed with unceasing tears, at length gave bach 
The glorious legend written on my youth. 
Again, again, the glorious shapes returned ; ® 9% 


And Art and Nature, twins immortal, stood 
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Upon the threshold of earth’s Paradise, 
And waved me towards it. And at last I 
came, * * œ 
But with a broken heart, Oh, Italy ! 
Land—not of promise—but of consolation ! 
Not in that season of my life, when life 
Itself was rich enough for all its need, 
And I yet held its whole inheritance ; 
But in the bankrupt days when all is spent, 
Bestowed, or stolen—wasted—given away 
To buy a store of bitter memories.” 
—Vol. i., p. 120. 


It will be observed that we have omitted lines 
here and there—in fact we have quoted only thirty 
out of her hundred—and we no doubt owe Mrs. 
Fanny an apology for such freedom ; though to be 
candid, we fancy we have hardly injured the piece 
tby some of our dockings. Perilous to all well-cut 
pens, and fatal to not a few of them, is the facility 
of blank verse. The cleverest people in the world, 
if they happen to be great public speakers, like 
Lord Robertson and Mrs. Butler, are exceedingly 
apt to be carried too fast and too far when they 
trust themselves on this broad-gauge railroad— 
and we conceive the jeopardy must be worse in 
the case of one suckled in the habits of theatrical 
intonation. Mrs. Siddons, we have read, used to 
ask for beef or porter at table in blank verse— 
we can vouch for it that glorious John Kemble 
occasionally grumbled about the Magnum being 
out, in lines as magniloquent as ever rolled from 
Lee’s Alexander. In whatever fashion their niece 
exhibits herself, she will be sure to show the blood 
she is come of—but we very much prefer her 
rhyme to her blank, and the tighter the restraints 
she is pleased to adopt, the more she pleases us— 
‘best of all in the sonnet. Her Pegasus never needs 
the spur—the curb often. Prodigality of ‘‘ words, 
words, words, Horatio,” is only thus to be avoided, 
where, from a good ear and inveterate practice, re- 
Citative is so apt to glide into a certain cadence, that 
ven pages of tragic hendecasyllabics cost no more 
trouble than a king's speech did to William Pitt. 

The trip to Rome succeeded better than that to 
‘Cincinnati. The transatlantic failure must cause 
more sorrow than surprise. Taking the fair ad- 
venturer’s published opinions as exponents of her 
character, that underwriter was bold who insured 
a perfect union speculation in the United States. 
There be land-rats and water-rats, water-thieves 
and land-thieves: her ‘‘ wonderful wilderness,” 
full as it may be of promise, was poorly calculated 
to adininister to the wants of a patient so imagi- 
native, eze,-eante, and impressionable ; petted at 
home in public and private, impatient of unaccus- 
tomed control and contradiction, born in an old full- 
grown country, cducated among ‘‘ accomplished 
facts’? and persons—the deficiencies and discrep- 
ancies of a half-fledzed people, struggling for 
position in the back-woods of social existence, 


could not but jangle, grate, and jar on the nerves! 


of this delicate and daintily nourished organization. 
The faculty of highest enjoyment is counterbalanced 
by a corresponding capability of misery; double- 
edged is poet’s fancy; so long as the fine frenzy 
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is on, non-existing charms are decked in rainbow 
tints; in the reaction, when the Titania illusion is 
over, motes are magnified into monsters, and a 
demigod dethroned into a donkey. Thus the daily 
occurrence of petty disappointments and dissatis- 
factions poisoned the day and night of this creature 
of over-exaggerated expectations, and led our Kate, 
untamable by any Yankee Petruchio, to repudi- 
ate “‘that very great body with very little soul,” 
and emancipate herself from ‘‘ the mean and grind- 
ing martyrdom,” the slavery and ‘‘ domestic insti- 
tutions” of the stripes. 

Far from us be any depreciation of the goods 
which the New World holds out to the under-fed 
millions of the over-crammed old one; to them it 
is a land both of promise and performance, where 
Ceres never denies her sheaves to labor, and all- 
bountiful Pomona need not be worshipped in tem- 
ples of taxed glass. There Nature’s table d'hôte 
is not full: still bread alone will not suffice to 
those who have the means of living; where the 
poor are filled. the rich may be sent empty away. 
The best of the Americans seem always too hap- 
py to escape from America. At home they are 
obliged to join in the universal chorus of ‘* Who 
but we?’’— but unless you pin them down by the 
paucity of private dollars, or glue them by a plas- 
ter of official ones—they are eager to stretch their 
wings for a flight from the vaunted paradise of 
equal rights. Their resource, as in the slave- 
holding democracy of Athens, where crows pecked 
at eagles, is self-exile to lands of freer, purer air, 
where fortune, station, luxury, and above all, the 
priceless luxury of privacy, may be enjoyed—the 
‘* painful proximity” of the profane avoided—and 
the fellowship of kindred souls cultivated, without 
being denounced as an aristocrat, or persecuted by 
Plato’s ‘‘ many-headed beast,” ever, in the words 
of Aristotle, ‘‘ despotic towards the affluent and - 
good, who aspire to rise above its muddy level.” 
Experience of the day reasoneth as well as Greek 
philosophy of old; and, better read in Coriolanus 
than the Stagyrite, our authoress exclaims from 
the bottom of her heart on leaving France, ‘‘ How 
much does coming abroad, and much more the in- 
stitutions of America, make us love England !”” 

One great grief alone binds her with iron link 
to the scene of republican tyranny; there remain 
her children, parted at one fell swoop from the 
mother. Time, like ivy, may cover the rent, but 
never can repair the ruin. ‘‘ She cannot but re- 
member such things were, and were most dear.” 
Thus, as the casual touch of a passer-by disturbs 
rain-drops long suspended on some cypress branch, 
which start forth revealed in tears, so trifles light 
as air cause her wounds to bleed afresh. Who 
of us has not some sad or sweet remembrance 
fondly kept hived like the bag of the bee, whicha 
little something, no matter what, voiceless and 
meaningless to all the world besides, recalls instan- 
taneously in all its freshness, whether of honey or 
wormwoodt But why mangle in prose what the 
Childe (iv. 33) has embalmed in one of the most 
magnificently true of his stanzas ?— 
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a< But ever and anon of griefs subdued 

There comes a token like a scorpion’s sting, 

Scarce seen, but with fresh bitterness imbued : 

And slight withal may be the things which bring 

Back on the heart the weight which it weuld fling 

Aside forever: it may be a sound— 

A tone of music—sammer’s eve—or spring— 

A flower—the wiad—the occan which shall 
wound, 

Striking the electric chaia wherewith we are 
darkly bound.” 


Even after Byron, these lines on a flowering 
acacia seen on an Italian spring morning may be 
quoted without peril =— 


<‘ The blossoms hang again upon the tree, 

As when with their sweet breath they greeted 
me, 

Against my casement, on that sunny morn, 

When thou, first blossom of my spring, wast 
born ! 

And as I lay, panting from the fierce strife 

With death and agony that won thy life, 

Their snowy clusters hung on their brown bough, 

E’en as upon my breast, my May-bud, thou. 

They seem to me thy sister’s, Oh, my child ! 

And now the air, full of their fragrance mild, 

Recalls that hour, a tenfold agony 

Pulis at my heart-strings as I think of thee. 

Was it in vain! Oh, was it all in vain! 

That night of hope, of terror, and of pain, 

When from the shadowy boundaries of death 

I brought thee safely, breathing living breath? 

Upon my heart—it was a holy shrine, 

Full of God’s praise—they laid thee, treasure 
mine ! 

And from its tender depths the blue heaven 
smiled, 

And the white blossoms bowed to thee, my child, 

And solemn joy of a new life was spread, 

Like a mysterious halo round that bed. * * * 

Alone, heart-breken, on a distant shore, 

Thy childless mother sits lamenting o’er 

Flowers, which the spring calls frum this forcign 


earth, 
Thy twins, that crowned the morning of thy 
birth :— ` 


How is it with thee—lost—lost—precious one ! 
In thy fresh spring time growing up alone?” 
—Ibid., p. 205. 


To imitate, in reviewing her, the style of our 
heroine’s own transitions—there is a good dcal of 
the original in her second start in search of felicity. 
To have traversed the dreary ‘‘ Atlantic six times” 
prepared her tolerably for a December journey over 
French cross-roads, which do not sweeten temper, 
especially when vehicles and hostelries are to 
match, and no other solace but ‘‘ a maid comforta- 
ble but not amusing,” and since, we presume, 
dismissed. One hundred pages are sacrificed to 
the platitudes of this Cockney incumbrance—what’s 
Hecuba to us?—or to details of the superabun- 
dance of Gallic dirt and discomfort, and the defi- 
ciency of cubicular crockery. A warm passion 
for cold water does credit to our pilgrim puritan, 
whose adorers (if we may judge by ourselves) 
would have assumed that her ablutions had some- 
how been properly performed—for, after all, there 
is much virtue occasionally in a spopge—even had 


483 


these little confidences been withheld. Her pas- 
sage towards St. Peter’s, partook of those purga- 
torial incenveniences which poor souls undergo 
previously to reaching paradise ; nothing pleases 
her, and it must be admitted, by her showing, 
that she met with constant extortion, rudeness, 
and ‘‘ selfishness more revolting, because accom- 
panied by an everlasting grimace of politeness and 
courtesy which means nothing.’? Accustomed to 
the chivalrous attention paid to the ‘‘ weaker ves- 
sel’? when travelling alone in any part of ‘ vast 
and half-savage America,’’ the contrast was more 
striking in a couatry the soz-desanz leader of civili- 
zation. ‘‘ Humbly, therefore, and on her knees 
does she beg pardon of the Americans for having 
said her say” in her time against their hydropho- 
bia, expectorations, and sundry other ‘‘ unpleasing 
peculiarities,” which, till she saw and smelt France, 
she supposed were exclusively transatlantic. 

It may be hinted that a person unused to hard- 
ships and inattcations ought not to have taken that 
route at all; ‘‘ que diable allaitelle faire dans cette 
galère!’ For her next trip, if she consults us, 
a britscha and posters for locomotion will be sug- 
gested, and the Place Vendôme for location. The 
French postilions will be found expeditious, the 
landlords obsequious, and the waiters well bred. 
As to her present work, without expecting her to 
be logical, we could desire fewer general conclu- 
sions drawn from particulars. It is too bad, be- 
cause she travelled in out-of-the-way places in an 
out-of-the-way manner, not as other household 
Kates, and met with certain company and conse- 
quences, to set down la belle France as one wilder- 
ness of monkeys; but there, as everywhere, like 
equality-loathing Coriolanus, her heart is her mouth, 
and what her breast forges that her tongue must 
utter. Always in extremes, whether for love or 
hate—and a good hater she is at all events—not, 
perhaps, the worse lover fur that—the spirit of the 
moment moves her, be it for good or evil. She 
changes character as if performing the same night 
both in the tragedy and furce, and enters into the 
genius of each witk equal ardor, eagerness, and, 
we believe, sincerity. When despair is the order 
of the day, licrs is terrific; now she sits among 
Rome’s ruins wailing like the dethroned, childless 
queens in Richard JIJ. ; anon she is pelting sugar- 
plums at the Carnival. To hear her hoyden 
laughter, holding both its sides, neither black cares, 
men, babies, nor Butlers exist either in the old or 
new world, nor private feelings nor public review- 
ers, with such rashness and recklessness does she 
lay about her when her ‘‘ dander is up.” 

Let us, however, repeat, even as to her prose 
web, what we have already said of her sombre 
lyrical embroideries. We do not apprehend that 
there is any theatrical trick or affectation in these 
Hamlet transitions from intense light to gloom, nor 
anything inconsequent and contrary to Luman na- 
ture, even in sufferers of.less tinder-like tempera- 
ment. Wrongs too deep to be forgiven, regrets . 
too bitter to be forgotten, have heen so grafted on 
an originally gladsome disposition as to become 
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part and parcel of herself. Once let a mind thus 
jangled and out of tune surrender itself, seeking 
relief, to strong impressions, either of joy or sad- 
ness, and the even tenor of its course is exchanged 
for a condition bordering on the hysterical; the 
flood-gates once open and the waters out, slight 
need be the check, the disturbing influence, which 
suffices to turn them from one channel to another ; 
and as we are never nearer hate than when loving 
most, so melancholy dogs the heels of high excite- 
ment, like an inevitable shadow. At first, no 
doubt, the practice throughout these volumes of 
stopping short in a disquisition about some general 
subject, or even in a description of some gay fes- 
tival scene—drawing a line with the pen—and so 
bounding off at once into a strain, now in verse, 
now in almost as musical prose, of deep personal 
passion and affliction—at first sight this may, no 
question, strike one as savoring of hey presto !— 
change the scene—let the drawing-room disappear 
and give us the dungeon again! But, on the 
whole, we are satisfied that Mrs. Fanny's method 
is about the best she could have taken to make 
her pages reflect the real agitations backward and 
forward of her own sensitive and sorcly-tried na- 
ture. 

On a former occasion we too have ‘* said our 
say’’ on some of this young lady’s own ‘‘ unpleas- 
ing peculiarities,” administering counsel with re- 
proof, more in kindness than anger, and gently as 
a parent flagellates the child he loves. Gladly do 
we mark amendment in our interesting pupil, al- 
beit the smack of orange-peel, Covent Garden, and 
Drury Lane is still perceptible. In some respects 
she is incorrigible. We discover outbursts of the 
same flippancy and bad taste, of the same habit of 
calling things by their right, or rather wrong, 
names: the same dawdling over nastiness which 
she practically abhors, but has a Swift-like delight 
in describing. In dealing with ungentlemanlike 
men and their ill manners, a phraseolocy which 
takes tone and tincture from them may, perhaps, 
be permissible on other sides of the ocean; but in 
England, we are happy to say, it still grates on 
ears polite, and is incompatible with clfictery 
euphuism and lady-like water-worship. Beaufiful 
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perception of truth and its inviolable sacredness—~ 
as the French. Dishonesty and falsehood are so 
little matters of shame that detection in either of 
them only excites a shrug and gria on the part of 
the offender.” 


“Of such experiences one day in Italy is full, 
and not all the glory of the past can atone to me for 
the present shame of the people, nor all the lovel> 
ness of external things make up for the ugliness of 
human souls without truth or honor: women with- 
out chastity, and men without integrity, and a whole 
country without religion, make a poor residence, in 
my humble judgment, unless one could be turned 
into eyes, and all one’s perceptions be limited to 
the faculty of seeing the divine beauty which all 
this baseness mars.’’—Vol. ii., p. 50. 


Leaving the saered college to battle for thcir 
subalterns, some lying, and possibly a shade deeper 
than white, may exist among the laity of the eter- 
nal city under the sway of shaven priests, as is 
alleged to have been the case under pontifices un- 
sworn either to celibacy or poverty—quid Rome 
faciam? mentiri nescio. It should, however, be 
remembered that travellers make the season, and 
are thrown chiefly among gentry that live on them, 
and must be brief with birds of passage, who, like 
woodcocks, if once missed seldom give a second 
chance. To say slapdash that the whole country 
is without religion—that all the men are liars, and 
all the women fie fies—thus killing two sexes with 
one stone—seems rather summary procedure for a 
pretty warm-hearted poetess. Were it 80, society 
could not exist in Italy, where it does, however, 
contrive to exist—and, if there is any faith in My. 
Lear passim—nearly as simple, uncorrupted, and 
consequently happy, as in localities where there is 
less of “ divine beauty.” As to the peculiarly 
priest-ridden Romans and their peculiar lapses— 
they on their part consider themselves more sinned 
against than sinning, and contend that sharp prae- 
tice is necessary in self-defence. Confessedly they 
are no match for a drab-coated Pennsylvanian, and 
we incline to believe that they occasionally are done 
by hard-bargaining Britons in brass buttons. The 
age of gold, when the English nation consisted of 
three classes only, those who let themselves be 


Italy needs no such foil, and we grudee dizressions  chented 25, 50, and 100 per cent., is fled forever, 


on toad-stools and tittle-backs. We hive constant! 


cause to complain of tourists of both sexes, who, 
starting with the foregone conclusion of a book, 


will flesh the edge of thcir young curiosity at. 


Calais, will note down what we want not to know 
—will wasté time in seeing things not worth see- 
ing, and then ink in the record. The wholc of 
the French progress, in short, might as well have 
been cut down to half a dozen pages. 

Even when she has got over both Alp and Ap- 
ennine, her charges are swecping, whether directed 
against classes or corporations, or tongues and peo- 
ples—not to mention principalities and powers. 
Thus, as we arc assured, the Italian priests are 
worldly knaves, mercenary hypocrites, who pur- 
posely instruct the people in ignorance and super- 
atition, while their apt echolars *‘ have as little 


with St. Peter’s pence, from the Seven Hills. 
More illogical, and what is worse in the gentler 
sox, more ill-natured, are Mrs. Fanny’s comments 
cu her own fair compatriots and fellow consolation- 
seekers. Always prone to ridicule and exagger- 
ation, in their unlucky case her portraits are ex- 
travagant caricatures, whenever thcy are not actual 
libels. 
in soft eyes, and never forgives a sister’s shame 
Fivery one she meets with is either sour-tempered, 
ill-bred, ill-dressed, or an awkward amazon. It is 
probable in these days of steam, that every one of 
our womankind who, like hersclf, overleaps the 
Simplon, may not be exactly suited to sit (either 
with or without drapery to Mr. Gibson for one of 
the Graces travelling incognita. These, however, 
(we must hope and believe,) are the exceptions, 


t 


She goes out of her way to spy the motes- - 
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not the rule; assuredly, so far as we have ob- 
served, nine times out of ten, whenever our conti- 
nental path has been crossed by one of those bright 
visions which seem lent from Heaven to earth for 
one day, the houri has proved to be a sample of 
that race, the best in blood, the most beautiful in 
face and complexion, the most symmetrical in form, 
the purest in mind and body—in short, a specimen 
of that precious porcelain whereof are made the 
mothers, wives, sisters, and daughters of English 
gentlemen—a pretty good breed, too, and not par- 
ticularly abundant across the salt seas, as we need 
not tell Mrs. Fanny. If she has not renounced 
her glorious birthright, she commits the no less 
egregious folly of offering up her own kith and 
kin, in the vain hopes of conciliating the vanity of 
foreign inferiority, which her former gibes have 
irremediably offended. 


“‘Invidiam placare paras, virtute relicta ?” 


Enough of this. Ready as we are on every oc- 
casion to stand up against any assailant, foul or 
fair, of the best of the only good sex, we have no 
wish to prolong any censure of Fanny Kemble. 
Far more pleasing is the task to pay sincere homage 
to her powers of description, her keen relish and 
perception of nature, her original and often mas- 
culine judgment. Occasional escapades of wilful- 
ness may be forgiven: whenever she puts on the 
buskins she rises at once—like Henry V. when 
escaping from Eastcheap—into the rational and 
poetical; tone and temper are changed, and the 
vulgar and violent exeunt into the green-room. 

Rome proves the end of her travels and travail ; 
and long has the Eternal City been an asylum to 
the sad. ‘To need consolation is passport sufficient ; 
widely open the gates to all who have calamity in 
common : to this convent of Europe alike retire the 
uncrowned king and the heart-broken slave. Here 
. this victim of Yankeeism finds, under a sister’s roof, 
new children and a home cheered by an in-door wel- 
come warm as the sun without; here, and in the im- 
mediate neighborhood, she passes a happy year, and 
thus masters marvels at leisure—without being tied 
to the tail of Madama Starkie, Leonum arida nutrix. 
Her eye, schooled in scenic and dramatic effect, 
seizes differences at once, whether im creed or 
character, color or costume. Fresh from the model 
republic, she has little reserve and less respect for 
settled facts, forms, and persons: to her all the 
world’s a stage, and she speaks out plainly, be the 
gallantee-show in St. Peter’s, and the pope him- 
self first fiddler. In describing the mind and man- 
ners of a city where priests rule and the spir- 
itual is materialized and hackneyed, subjeets, which 
in England are reverentially avoided, occupy a 
prominent place; and none ean have lived much in 
Roman Catholic countries without having painfully 
remarked the familiarity with which sacred things 
are discussed, by whieh an impression of profanity 
is conveyed. In calmer moments, we are happy 
to see, she can clearly distinguish between Roman- 
ism and Christianity—the chaff from the corn: she 
élings with drowner’s clutch to religious comfort ; 
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nay, when, according to her own old phrase, the 
“ black dog” is on her—when she is under that dis- 
enchantment of life and the vanity of human wishes 
which peoples cloisters, wherever cloisters exist, 
with those who have expected too much—even she 
is forced to fee] that there is balm in the Romish 
Gilead—even she yearns to sacrifice herself forever 
to the altar, to a nunnery—to a nunnery—where, 
dead to the living, she 


might mourn for sin, 
And find for outward Eden lost a paradise within. 


But to be sure this is hardly the prevailing tone— 
nor perhaps could we expect it. The triple-crowned 
papacy seen from afar, enthroned like the ghost of 
the Roman empire, on sites which retain their set- 
tled sentiment of power, presents an image that 
awes, imposes, and attracts. Distance Jends en 
chantment to the view—approach, the mirage dis- 
appears—enter the gorgeous temple, ’tis a whit- 
ened sepulchre. The pomp and pride of the 
old system is manifest—the spirit and influence is 
dead; the pageants satiate the lust of the eye 
without satisfying the heart; churches are the 
staple, gnd ceremonies are too obviously things got 
up merely to be seen. At every page we learn 
that the jealous Roman priests monopolize spec- 
tacle ; and while they scarcely tolerate a legitimate, 
because competing, theatre, are lavish in ecclesi- 
astical pantomime, melodrama, and ‘‘ tawdry, tin- 
selly trumpery.’’ In her next sentence, however, 
she quite forgets what she had said about ‘‘ a whole 
country without religion :”— 


‘¢ Tt is extremely painful to me,” says she, ‘‘ to 
come from a mere motive of curiosity into a temple 
dedicated to God; my conscience rebukes and 
troubles me the whole time, and all other consider- 
ations are lost in the recollection that I am in the 
house of prayer, consecrated by the worship of 
thousands of souls for hundreds of years. To gaze 
about, too, with idle, prying eyes, where sit and 
kneel my fellow-Christians with theirs turned to the 
earth in solemn contemplation or devotion, makes 
me fee] sacrilegiously.’’—Vol. i., p. 51. 


The native clergy are less thin-skinned :— 


‘ To-day was a sort of climax to the religious 
carnival of the whole week, and the number of sights 
to be seen in the shape of strange religious cere- 
monies was really quite embarrassing. The eager- 
ness with which Monsignore urged upon us 
the curiosity and beauty of these various holy spec- 
tacles struck me as very strange. I find it difficult to 
imagine that frame of mind which rejoices in the un- 
sympathizing presence of crowds of strangers at the 
sacred services of one’s religion ; and it is always 
a marvel to me that the Catholic clergy, and even 
the people themselves, do not objeet to the careless 
show which foreigners make of their places of wor- 
ship and religious ceremonies. To be sure foreigners 
are a very considerable itemm of profit to the Roman 
people and Catholic places of worship, and so the 
thing resolves itself into its natural elements, ””— 
Vol. i, p. 253. l 


The curate dresses his sallad with the oil offered 
to the Madonna’s lamp. Accordingly, during the 
holy week, when desecration keeps pace with va- 
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ried attraction, afl the priests, we are told, ‘‘ like 
rival showmen or managers,” deceive all the for 
eigners who ,ask for information, always making 
out that whatever is best worth seeing or hearing 
is to be at their own chapel. Orders are piven for 
the dress-circles, and the crowd renders the Vatican 
“a perfect bear-garden.” The many is but a 
mob, whether in the drawing-rooms of St. James’, 
the zalleries of Covent Garden, or the marble aisles 
of St. Peter’s. Although accustomed, as we all 
know, to overflowing houses, she tells us (vol. i., 
p. 239) that she never witnessed anything more 
disgusting than the conduet of her own sex, and 
principally Englishwomen—Abigails probably— 
their crushing, their indecent curiosity, their total 
forgetfulness of the character of the place, their 
coarse levity and comments, and their flirtations 
mingled with the devotions of the benighted papists 
whose sanctuary they were invading. Eventually 
our censor is * hustled out by these ladics’’—as is 
a poor priest who retires to pray m some distant 
and unfashionable church. Here, as elsewhere, 
the professional never escapes her Kemble eye or 
lash. The canonical kisses of peice consisted 
“ of a series of embraces between the priests that 
marvellously resembled similar performances on 
the stage; the hands resting on each othcr’s 
shoulders, and the head turned discreetly away, so 
as to ensure the least possible cordiality and reality 
in the affectionate demonstration.” The robed 
choristers sang divinely ; but ‘‘ all had an air of 
as perfect mdifference as the provoking disinter- 
estedness of the chorus in a pathetic opcra ; some 
were taking snuff with each other, while some 
were rapidly and mechanically crossing themselves ; 
they talked, laughed, pushed, and jesticd each 
other during the whole chant.’ The properties 
are not always better observed than propriety. 
She detects under satin robes the same dirty boots 
and trowser-legs which “in an indifferent theat- 
rical spectacle obtrude below the costume of some 
- Roman senator’s red-striped toga.” Nay, she 
winds up her critiques by quarrelling with the pope 
himself—and in Rome, the wise proverb to the 
contrary notwithstanding :— 


‘© When they set him down, and take him up, 
and cover his legs, and uncover them, and kiss, and 
bow, and bend, and hand him here and there hke a 
poor precious little old doll, can I refram from a 
felling of disgust and displeasure ?”’—Vol. i., p. 128. 


“ Upon the whole,” she says, “these church 
spectacles are very unsatisfactory to me :’’—and 
so they must be to all who come, without a 
prompter or book of the play, to strange represen- 
tations in an unknown tongue: sounds and ges- 
tures, which seem meaningless and mummery to 
the stranger, appeal at once to the senses and 
souls of the natives, whe comprehend the forms 
under which substance is shrouded ; a Protestant 
freshwoman at Rome smiles at what she deems 
pantomime, just as the neatest Italian Monsignore, 
in a city of the Moslems, eschews their pruphet's 
ablutions as works of supererogation. The pope, 


half than heretical bishop. 
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on these occasions, is a symbol—the visible imper- 
sonation of the church and its priesthood, its attri- 
butes and offices; every action of his is typical, 
every article of his dress allegorical. In him—be 
he a doll, big or little, precious or not—is the 
question and the whole question, wrii et orbi, to 
the eternal city and the world; and to its cost did 
Rome discover at no remote period the difference 
between the iron crown and the jewelled tiara. 
In the pope is fixed and embodied the grand cause 
of spintual domination and dictation versus civil 
supremacy and private judgment. There can be 
no compromise: one of the two must be extermi- 
nated; and eeclesiastics may exist who, while 
waging war to the knife against a pope in Rome, 
would tender the olive-braneh to his principle— 
power—if translated to their own dioceses, or eve 
parishes. 
Our favorite describes the death of the kate pope 
and the election of his successor. Curses loud 
and deep pealed the one out; vivas, no less noisy 
than shallow, welcomed the other m; ere the close 
of the funeral pomp—which, by the way, reminded 
her, from its ‘‘ pasteboard decorations, of the tomb 
of Ninus in the Semiramide—only vastly less 
impressive,” letters were directed to ‘* Gregory 
XVI., in Hell;” epistles, we trust, duly since 
returned to the dead letter office in Rome, endorsed 
by the proper authorities ‘Snot known here.” 
We confess to a liking for the deceased: we had 
long years ago marked and mused over his half- 
monastic, half-anile ways—his horror at the heresy 
novelty, his desire to let well alone, and leave pos- 
tenty a something te do. We sympathized with 
his love for snufi—the least disreputable consola- 
tion of celibacy. We respected his hatred for 
thin potations, and adepted his infallible invention 


of Marsala mixed with Orvicto—not a drop of 


allaying ‘Fiber m ’t—a better pontifical half-and- 
Alas! that the poor 
old gentleman should have been starved to death 
by the brother of his barber (vol. ił., p. 63.) Peace 
to his ashes! he was a pope—aye, every inch a 
pope—and had the good sense to comprehend the 
Incompatibility of his finality with progress—to 
scout the delle alliance of the tiara with the tricolor 
—and pronounce agamst himself no verdict of felo 
de se. The amiable and aecomplished Pius IX., 
It would seem, in his early inexperience ef power 
and misconception of position—pogsibly influenced 
a good deal by having, in younger days, mixed 
with radicals in a revolutionized colony—promised 
more than he has been able or even willing to per- 
form. At this moment, while we write, his edict 
hint of “ prudent gradation in amelioration” has 
chilled the popular enthusiasm and stilled its 
bravos. Auditors of public accounts, barristers-of- 
three-years’-standing, are not enough; steam and 
rail concessions will not now satisfy—nay, by 
increasing foreign mflax, they will stimulate the 
craving for foreign civil and religious hberty. 
Strange gifts from a hand which forges fetters for 
soul and mind! The position ef Pius IX. is pain- 
fully difficult: treason foreign and domestic, the 
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Austrian bayonet, the Jesuit’s ‘‘ boccone,”’ the 
ghost of Clement XIV., menace him if he pro- 
ceeds—lItalian exaltation and exasperation if he 
stands still. We may expect to hear of many 
vacillations—plots—reactions—and resumptions. 
The acclamations which hailed his accession 
grieved our Corinna’s ear, as ‘‘ demanding impos- 
sibilities and foretelling disappointments ;’’ yet 
she cheers him on to a gulf deeper than that into 
which the self-devoting Curtius plunged. 


« Tt may be that the stone which thou art heaving 
From off thy people’s neck shall fall and crush 
th . 


ee; 

It may be that the sudden flood shall push thee 
From off the rock, whence, prophet-like, believing 
In God’s great future, thou dost set it free! 

Yet heave it, heave it heaven high, nor fear 

To be o’erwhelmed in the first wild career 
Of those long-prisoned tides of liberty ! 

« That stone which thou hast lifted from the heart 

Of a whole nation, shall become to thee 
A glorious monument, such as no art 

’er piled above a mortal memory : 
Falling beneath it, thou shalt have a tomb 
That shall make low the loftiest dome in Rome !”’ 
—Vol. ii., p. 218. 


Her melodramatic tendencies were enlisted by 
the prologue of his pontificate ; she was enchanted 
with ‘‘ the nocturnal expeditions of his holiness, 
disguised as an abbate” à Ja Haroon Alraschid, 
his manifestations of the power of the keys à la 
Normanby, his throwing purses to paupers à la 
Tekeli. There was much small jealous interfer- 
ence with nobodies about nothings in the adminis- 
tration of old Gregorio ;—but surely that might 
have been got rid of tacitly—at all events, without 
constant protrusion of the new infallible in propria 
persona. To our sober notions, the time of the 
head of church and state is ill wasted even on petty 
pities, which may better be entrusted to subordi- 
nate relieving officers—and we greatly fear, on the 
whole, that at the centre of hierocratic Rome as 
at that of siderocratic Brandenburgh, a step has 
been taken which can neither be retracted nor 
persisted in without serious danger to far more 
than the initiator. But let us hope if we can. In 
both cases we respect the main motive ; and 


«“ Prudens futuri temporis exitum 
Caliginosa nocte premit Deus.” 


The transition to Art is easy in Rome, where, 
twin-sister of Religion, she has long divided the 
allegiance of strangers. Her earliest and best 
patron has been the Church, who has dearly paid 
for her whistle. The necessity of replenishing a 
treasury exhausted from the erection of St. Peter’s, 
roused, by the abuse of spiritual traffic, a Luther 
to shake its foundations. Leo X., by his idol- 
worship of the classical, drove Christian art from 
the temple and desecrated ite altars with pagan 
beauty ; and insulted Religion avenged herself by 
the iconoclastic reformation. 

We submit (now Mr. Seguier is dead) the fol- 
lowing sensible observations to the trustees of the 
National Gallery ; 


487 


‘ There is nothing of which the impression has 
become deeper in my mind than the necessity of an 
absolute education for anything like a due appreci- 
ation of that which is most beautiful in art. In 
those alone possessed of the intuitive perceptions 
and exceptional organization of genius, the process 
of appreciation may be rapid; to the majority it 
must be like all their accomplishmente—most grad- 
ual. There is something absolutely piteous in 
watching the procession of thronging sight-seers 
who visit these wonderful shrines, and knowing 
how little pleasure, and less profit, they bear away 
from their cursory and yet laborious pilgrimages. 
It is the work of years, to one not especially gifted, 
to learn to discriminate (in all art, but in painting, 
I should say, especially) bad from good, and good 
from what is best. Perfect senses, vivid sensibili- 
ties, imagination’ for the ideal, judgment for the 
real, knowledge of what is technical in the execu- 
tion, critical competency to apprehend the merits 
and the claims of that which is purely intellectual, 
the conception ; knowledge to furnish comparisons 
with what is prescriptive in art—reflection to sug- 
gest that which is paramount in nature—long habits 
of observation exercised on various and numerous 
works—and that which most hardly preserves itself 
through all this, and yet without which all this 
makes but a common-place perceiver of faults and 
beauties—freshness of mind and depth of feeling, 
from which alone (combined with the rest) can 
spring the faculties of an appreciator—these, it 
appears to me, are the absolutely indispensable 
qualifications for those who would not only see but 
comprehend art.”’—Vol. ii., p. 268. 


Few, we fear, of our countrymen pass the Alps 
provided with one tithe of our fair countrywoman’s 
indispensables ; and however glibly many may talk 
of their Raphael, Correggio, and stuff, established 
fine things are generally taken for granted, and 
raptures regulated per notes of admiration in the 
‘** Murray.” Smatterers shrink from hints of dis- 
sent or disappointment: to praise Pietro Perugino 
is always safe at Rome. A little knowledge is a 
dangerous thing ; misplaced erudition worse. Woe 
to the carpenter critics who measure St. Peter’s 
with a foot-rule! Woe to such as geologize the 
Venus de Medicis, and speculate on the Moses of 
Michael Angelo just as Murchison does on a 
boulder of the Baltic! The poetry is not more 
surely thus discharged out of art, than it is from 
history by the Niebuhr school—all immeasurably 
colder and harder than their master—peering 
pedants without romance or music in their souls, 
who send tourists back to their parishes like 
vagrant paupers, dry as remainder biscuit. ‘‘ Gar- 
dez-vous,’’ exclaims Voltaire, ‘‘ des gens durs, qui 
se disent solides, des esprits sombres, qui préten- 
dent au jugement parcequ’ils sont dépourvus d’im- 
agination, qui veulent proscrire la belle antiquité 
de la fable.” 

The fine arts, be they properly understood and 
enjoyed or not, are endemic and epidemic as the 
malaria; all catch the generous infection. Our 
citizens abandon gastronomicse—our country gen- 
tlemen bucolics—to dabble in dilettanteism. <A 
German thirst for sight-seeing torments all Chris- 
tiani ad leones ! resounds again in the Coliseum. 
Usually the lions are taken by Jocalities, not anal- 
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ogies ; from convenient visiting distances like coun- 
try society, and not from congenialities. Thus 
Rome is regularly ‘‘ done,” and a useless kaleido- 
scope, a pasticcio of pillar and post, impressed on 
the mind’s eye. All, moreover, are in the art- 
buving vein; Rome is sacked and ransacked for 
original copies, modern antiques, Francesco da 
Imolas, and rubbish, as if Wardour street did not 
exist. Happily, the disease is local. Sweet 
home is the sure specific, where, once safely back, 
the most frantic taste is put away with the pass- 
port and courier. 

Liberal in everything but admiration of Yankees, 
our heroine excrcises her private judgment on pic- 
tures as on popes. The Last Judgment of the 
Sistine ‘‘ horrifies her.” Perhaps it was not easy 
to make the subject attractive, and Michael's object 
was to awe. At all events he here emancipated 
art from its swaddling clothes, shattering the timid 
and conventional with colossal power. We have 
less quarrel with her criticism on the face of the 
Fornarina, which is, says she, ‘ without feeling— 
that of a stupid, staring, handsome, yet unlovely 
creature.” This transcript of a vulgar peasant, 
ripe and brown as an apricot, is stamped with an 
absence of purity and ideality, and a presence of 
the she-tiger, that one would have thought must 
have ‘‘ horrified’? the gentle Raphael, unless pi- 
quant contrast motived his caprice. To us it lacks 
the Juno-like quality of beauty, so characteristic 
of the lower classes of Roman women—that se- 
verity which scorns to coquet or captivate, and 
resents the passing admiration of a male Goth or 
Celt—misplaced, indeed, according to our sharp- 
eyed judge, who in her stern summing-up pro- 
nounces ‘‘their persons clumsy, their feet and 
ankles extremely thick and ill-shaped, their divinity 
coming no lower than their shoulders.” If this 
be true, which we are unable to settle, these di- 
vinities are best scen in kitcat size, and in distant 
balcony like the charmers of Beppo, nor would 
nearer attractions be diminished, were ‘‘ forget me 
not” inscribed on their ablutionary appurtenances. 

Select parties to visit the Coliseum in the 
glimpses of the moon are said to form the sweet- 
est morsel of the night at Rome—for mothers who 
have many daughters to marry.* Hymen, how- 
ever has ceased to expect homage even from the 
imagination of Fanny Kemble who (Love’s Labor 
Lost) lights her torch in the cold statue-peopled 
Vatican. Gentlemen of an esthetic turn may like 
to hear the effect produced by the Apollo ona 
lady student. She thus makes her confession :— 


“« I could believe the legend of the girl who died 
for love of it; for myself my eyes swam in tears, 
and my knees knocked together, and I could hardly 
hold my breath while I stood before it ;—I have no 
words to speak my sense of gratitude for these new 


* Botany can bore as badly as geology. Woe to the 
professor (we are sorry to say his name is Italian) who 
discovered that the F’lora Colisea exhibits “ Two hun- 
dred and sixty species of plants—whereof one-fourth are 
Papilionacea, while the Cryplogamia make up a large 

roportion of the remainder.” — Handbook of Central 

taly, p. 296. Perhaps the Manualist who made the quo- 
tation was sly. 
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revelations of beauty and of grace, vouchsafed to 
me in this the very mourning-time of my life. 
Angels have ministered, do minister, to me inces- 
santly ; and this enchanting presence, this divinity 
of the beauty-worshipping heathens, is to me a very 
messenger of my God bidding me bless him who 
hath permitted me to behold it !'"—Vol ii., p. 11. 


Poetical, pagan, and passionate this. Colder- 
blooded men, Germans and others, have criticised 
the Apollo’s form as effeminate. We omit their 
learned speculations. Certainly its elegant pro- 
portions are heightened by the contrasts and odious 
comparisons afforded by the desiccated New York- 
ers and duck-legged Bavarians that come to see it, 
to say nothing of the Roman Custodes who, being 
fearfully made, pantalouns and all, are, we sup- 
pose, placed there by his holiness on principle, as 
permanent foils. Many again of the modern art- 
ists who look on, and would fain copy, disfigure 
the human form, orginally not over-divine, by 
superfluous hairs, negation of soap, and bandit cos- 
tume. From their numbers and constant residence 
these are chartered libertines at Rome; the ‘‘ sea- 
son” once over, they rule in the city and out of 
it. Safe from robbers, even in inns, they, like 
our commercial travellers, exact the best accom- 
modations for the worst prices. Nor does mine 
host dare refuse: once placed under their ban, he 
is ruined. Poor their customers must be, as the 
market is overstocked ; yet poverty degrades none, 
whom art ennobles, second-rate as it is; for amid 
the thousands of greasy-beardcd aspirants, few at 
Rome attain mediocrity. Meanwhile they live 
among each other in jolly freemasonry, unincum- 
bered with the cares of three per cents, dressing- 
cases, or etiquette. Some of their saturnalia are 
singular. That at Cervera (vol. ii., p. 24) is de- 
scribed, like the Carnival at Rome, (vol. i., p. 151,) 
with far more words than wit, which, say the best 
authorities, should be brief, keen, and polished as 


a razor. The quality of our tourist’s is not first- 
rate. Drolleries and comicalities which ‘‘ kill 
her” read flat and savoriess in her telling. ‘The 


body figures more than the mind in her merriment. 
At the first squeaking of the wry-necked fife, she 
clambers to the casement to gaze on fools with 
varnished faces which mock the stern dignity of 
Rome; then motley is hers and the only wear. 
The tomb of Cesar and the shrine of St. Peter re- 
eche the squeak of conventional nonsense, the roars 
of school-boy rapture in middle-aged multrtndes ; 
and our desolate mother having played her part with 
the noisiest, returns happy home, jaded and pelted 
to her heart’s content with sugar-plums, which 
«fill stays and bosoms, getting down backs, and 
al] over us.” These are matters of taste ; to ours 
the pith and marrow of her book consists in her 
record of more lucid intervals, when divorced from 
things and persons which, as she sometimes con- 
fesses, render Rome a bear-garden. 

Her summer is past in villegiatura at Frascati, 
and this subject, rarely touched on, is brought 
before us with all the grace of a genuine and wor- 
thy enthusiasm. ©? si sic omnia! 
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“Oh! how lovely it was! A happy company 
of friends gathered together under one roof, from 
whose national and individual dissimilarities no ele- 
ment of discord arose, but one variety of harmony 
—hearts bound in golden link of friendly fellowship. 
How charming the life was, too, with its monotony 
and variety like that of beautiful nature itself! 
The early morning walk through dewy vineyards, 
where I forestalled my breakfast, picking from the 
purple and amber bunches, like a greedy bird, the 
finest grapes, all bathed in bloom and freshness, or 
breaking from the branches over my head the 
heavy-hanging luscious figs, while my eyes slowly 
wandered from the Sabine hills to the Alban moun- 
tain, and from the shining glorious Campagna to 
the glittering Mediterranean. Then the noon-day 
plunge in the cool fountain, with those beautiful 
children, their round rosy limbs shining through the 
clear ‘water, and their bead-like glancing eyes bright 
with delight. Then the readings, and the music ; 
that exquisite voice, and learned lovely art, en- 
chanting the hours with the songs of every land ; 
the earnest, silent, begrimed, absorbed drawing 
hours ; the quiet enthusiasm of our artist friend ; 
the infinite anecdote, varied learning, marvellous 
memory, and eloquent outpourings of our traveller ; 
the graceful universal accomplishment and most 
gentle chivalrous benevolence of our dear excel- 
Jency. How many, many elements of pleasure and 
of happiness were there! How perfectly all the 
elements were united and tempered and attuned ! 
The evening rides, when the sun began to with- 
draw his potent presence; the merry meeting of 
the numerous cavalcade, in front of the fine man- 
sion ; the salutations from balcony and terrace from 
those who stayed, alas! behind, to those who, 
blessed with health and strength, went forth to 
increase them both by pleasure. The sober pro- 
cession at starting up the broad ilex avenue, the 
unfailing exclamations of delight and admiration as 
we stood on the royal terrace of the Dragon’s 
mount, and then the sweeping gallops over the 
wide Campagna to the Lake Regillus, Gabii, Pen- 
tana, Lunghezza, or through the chestnut woods 
below Rocca di Papa, and at the base of Monte 
Cavo, or along the smooth verdant sward (smoother 
and greener in the spring and autumn than green 
Jreland ever saw) of the long Latin valley, and then 
the return, by rosy sunsct or pearly moonlight, 
through the filbert woods of Tusculum, by the 
Camadoli, and down the fragrant, warm, mysteri- 
ous cypress-avenue. It was a perfect life, and to 
have led it for several months was a miracle.”’— 
Vol. ii., p. 3. 


The age of miracles, fortunately for true believ- 
ers, flourishes in primitive force throughout the 
patrimony of St. Peter, and this wondrous Ville- 
gtatura comes to pass every summer as regularly 
as figs ripen ; then July suns hatch Roman society, 
which emerges from the torpid hybernation of the 
eternal city where native hospitality—your banker 
excepted—consists in accepting foreigners’ invi- 
tations ; anon smoke wreaths gracefully curling 
from country-house kitchen-chimneys, enliven the 
land-skip, and suggest leaving town on a tour. 
The local welcome, always hearty, is open-armed 
on those solemn occasions, when the compassion- 
ate church, acting on the attractive principle of 
making holy days and holidays synonymous, miti- 
gates the severities of her ordinances with wine, 
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wassail, fiddling, and Roman candles. Mr. Lear 
assisted at a grand festivity, which came off at 
Tagliacozzo, the time-honored birth-place of the 
learned Taliacotius, who fabricated human “‘ noses 
supplemental,’’ after processes vouched for by 
erudite Carsignani and immortal Hudibras. Mr. 
Lear’s lively and painter-like report will give our 
readers some notion of these national assemblages. 
It also affords us some pleasing glimpses of coun- 
try-house style in the Italian interior—date, Au- 
gust, 1843: for he is the guest of Don Filippo 
Mastroddi, the lord of the town, who does its 
honors to the Intendente, or Governor, and all the 
other congregated dignitaries of the Province. 


‘ Suppose yourself in the Casa Mastroddi at 
sunrise: a cup of coffee is brought to you in your 
own room, (a biscuit, if you ask for it, though the 
natives do not indulge in anything so like break fast,) 
or you go to seek your café in the room of Donna 
Caterina, the step-mother of the two brothers Mas- 
troddi, who continually labors to fill little cups, 
which are dispersed by the domestics all over the 
mansion. Then you wander into the large room, 
and into the great loggia, where you find the ladies 
and officers walking about in parties, or listening to 
the bands of music incessantly performing below the 
window. The Piazza ia like the scene in a theatre, 
all hung with crimson and gold draperies and tapes- 
try from window to door, and crowded with people ; 
the constant hum of the multitudes filling up the 
pauses between the music. About eleven, a stir 
takes place among the magnates of the house; 
everybody comes forth full dressed, and the Prince 
Intendente, (with his staff in full uniform,) and all 
the company following, walk through lines of mili- 
tary to the chapel, where the Bishop of Sulmona 
officiates at high mass. A friar having preached a 
Latin sermon of most painful duration, the Prince 
and the Mastroddi party return to the palace in the 
same order and state; the gay colors and the bril- 
liant light of the summer over the whole procession 
making it a very sparkling scene ; nor should I omit 
that the dress of a Neapolitan bishop—a bright 
green satin hat, amethyst-colored silk robes, lined 
with scarlet, gold chain and cross, with lilac stock- 
ings—is in itself a world of glitter.” —Lear, vol. 
i., p. 64. 


. This gaudy foreground, although portions may 
savor to drab-loving eyes of the crimson lady of 
Babylon, is both orthodox, artistic, and in perfect 
keeping with the rest of the picture, which the 
all-gilding sun renders surpassingly glorious ; chilly 
lawn sleeves and hoar-frosty wigs, which admira- 
bly suit cathedrals sobered down by Wyat’s nan- 
keen washes, would be auto-de-feed in the Abruzzi 
by priests and painters, as heretical and anti- 
æsthetic. Jn the interval between the church and 
dinner-service the whole party went to make a call 
of ceremony on some grandees of the town, or 
attended the bishop and governor to the founda- 
tion-school, ‘‘ where they earnestly inspected sam- 
ples of artificial flowers made by the prettiest set 
of little girls possible, the bishop noticing al) with 
a kindness of manner that showed the old gentle- 
man’s heart was full of good feelings.” In all 
these visitings, as they passed along, the people 
kneeled without intermission for their worthy 
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bishop’s benediction. 
horror is noise, (says Mr. Lear,) this sort of life 
was not a little wearying ; but having been informed 
that to leave the house during the three days’ festa 
would be considered as the greatest insult to the 
family, I felt obliged to remain, and resigned me 
to my féte accordingly.” Next came the dinner. 


« The company in the Palazzo Mastroddi now 
amounted to above sixty persons, not including ser- 
vants ; and I confess to being somewhat surprised, 
much as I had heard of Abruzzo hospitality, at the 
` scale on which these entertainments were con- 
ducted. A gay scene it was; and I always had 
the pleasure of getting a place by some one of the 
ladies of the company ; a piece of good fortune I 
owed to my being the only foreigner present ; for 
a dark mass of my superiors in rank—generals, 
judges, &c.—were obliged to sit together, unillu- 
minated by any of the lights of creation. Immedi- 
ately after dinner the suite of rooms and loggia 
were thronged by conversing groups, and coffee 
was handed among them. A novel picture was 
that festive piazza, alive with thousands of loiterers, 
(there were said to be more than ten thousand vis- 
itors, besides the towns-people,) listening to the 
Chieti and Tagliacozzo bands, playing PE 
By this time the sun was sinking, and everybody 
sallied forth to the promenade outside the town, 
where platforms were erected to observe the horse- 
races, which shortly took place, and about which 
great interest was shown. The winning-horse was 
taken up to the chapel of the Madonna dell’ Oriente, 
and led to the steps of the altar, by way, I suppose, 
of expressing that a spirìt of thankfulness may be 
graceful and proper upon all occasions. After the 
race a fire-balloon should have ascended ; but some- 
how or other there was a reigning destiny adverse 
to balloons, for the first caught fire and blazed away 
before it left earth; the second stuck in a tree, 
where it shared the same fate; and the third ran 
erroneously among chimney-pots and was consumed 
on the house-tops, to the great disgust of the Tagli- 
acozzesi. Now followed an invitation from Madame 
Marcini, or some one else possessed of a house in 
- the piazza, in order to see the fire-works ; so away 
` we went, the governor leading the way, and ate 
ices in the draped galleries overlooking the square. 
This was about Ave Maria: the dense crowd of 
people, some four or five thousand, were at once on 
their knees, and burst forth as if one voice were 
singing the evening chant to the Virgin; the echoes 
of which rang back from the black rocks of the 
Pass, with a solemnity of deep melody, the most 
soothingly beautiful after the hours of hubbub.”’— 
Ibid., p. 65. 


This tender sentiment and spectacle, which 
affect Protestants deeply—‘‘Ave Maria! blessed 
be the hour!’’—is lost upon too many calloys 
Romanists, with whom it is an every night’s form ; 
the spiritual is merged in the mechanical, and the 
Tagliacotians comply, indeed, but vote it sheer 
loss of time, as aldermen do the saying grace be- 
fore mayor’s dinners. Accordingly, ere the last 
echoes of prayer die away in the mellow dis- 
- tance— 


*‘Crack—bounce—whizz !—the scene was changed 
in a twinkling by the flash and explosion of all kinds 
of fireworks; rockets flying hither and thither; 
serpents rushing and fizzing all around the colon- 
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blazing away in streams of fire. 

*¢ Again a movement—and the point of interest is 
changed ; a long line of people is bending towards 
the theatre, and threading with difficulty the groups 
of peasants already composing themselves to sleep. 
As soon as our party arrived the performance 
began ; and great fun we had between the acts of 
the opera in Jaughing at the strange dresses of some 
of the personages from neighboring towns, who 
displayed fashions unchanged, said the Tagliacoz- 
zesi, since the last century’s festa. One charming 
old lady, with a rose-colored satin bonnet at least 
four feet in diameter, with a blue and yellow fan te 
match, was the delight of the whole audience. It 
was past midnight ere we returned by bright moon- 
light through the quiet piazza, thronged with the 
same multitudes of peasants, who had beeg unable 
to find shelter in the overfilled accommodation of 
the town Locande and Osterie, and now lay buried 
in sleep. Many of the groups of mothers and fam- 
ilies, with the broken silver rays falling on them 
through the Gothic arches of the little temple, were 
picturesque and touching beyond description. To 
all these events, add a very merry supper, and a 
late going to repose: and such was the routine of 
three days—the varieties of processions, visits to 
adjacent villas, &c., excepted. Annoyed as I had 
been with the prospect of such waste of time, I con- 
fess to having been pretty well reconciled to it by 
the kindness and amiable disposition of every one 
with whom I was brought in contact, and the 
unbroken cheerfulness with which every moment 
was filled up.”’—Jtid., p. 66. 


Not an unpleasant life this, in the Abruzzi, 
which the Mrs. Ratcliffe school peoples with bears 
and bandits. It must be admitted, that accommo- 
dations for man and beast at the public inn fall 
short of these private hospitalittes; they are fitter 
for the aforesaid bipeds and quadrupeds than 
Christian Englishmen, whose habits and wants are 
accordingly set down to mental unsoundness by 
the compassionating natives. Compare the Casa 
Mastroddi with the hostelry of Isola :— 


«An old woman, Donna Lionora, (who, like 
many I had observed in the course of the day, was 
a goitreuse,) cooked me some beans and a roast 
fowl; but the habitation was so dirty and wretched 
that one had need to have had a long journey to 
provoke any appetite. While I was sitting near 
the chimney, (it had the additional charm of being a 
very smoky one,) I was startled by the entrance of 
several large pigs, who passed, very much at their 
ease, through the kitchen, if so it were called, and 
walked into the apartment beyond, destined for my 
sleeping-room. Sapete che ci sono entrati a porch: ? 
—Do you know that the pigs have got in? said Ẹ 
to the amiable Lionora. Ci vanno a dermire— 
They are going to bed, quoth she, nowise moved at 
the intelligence. They sha’n't sleep there while I 
am in the house, thought I; so I routed them out 
with small ceremony, and thereby gave great cause 
for amazement to the whole of the family. E matto 
(he is mad) suggested some of the villagers sotto 
voce ;—Lo sono tutti, tulti, tutti, (so they are all, 
all, all,) responded an old man, with an air of wis- 
dom— Tutti gli Inglesi sono matti—an assertion he 
proved on the ground that the only Englishman 
who had ever been known to visit Isola (several 
years previously) had committed four frightful 
extravagancies, any one af which was sufficient ta 
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deprive him of all claim to rationality—viz., he fre-!them with saffron, red peppers, garlic, and con- 


quently drank water instead of wine ; he more than 
once paid more money for an article than it was 
worth; he persisted in walking, even when he had 
hired a horse; and he always washed himself—ss, 
anche due volte la giornata—(yes, even twice a 
day :)—the relation of which climax of absurdity 
was received with looks of incredulity and pity by 
his audience.’’—ZJbid., p. 109. 


Mr. Lear soon washes his hands of these pigs 
and peasants. Doleful inconveniences of bad fare 
and strange bed-fellows have plagued tourists in 
' these parts since the days of Horace, and, we 
dare swear, long before ; the remedy continuing 
also unchanged ; and all prudent wayfarers will, 
like him, request some Murena to furnish lodg- 
ings and some Capito a cook. Such was, after a 
little experience, the wrinkle adopted by Mr. Lear. 
He had plenty of letters with him, and whenever 
the great man of a place was at home, he seeins 
to have been courteously reccived and very de- 
cently dieted. To be sure, it was not often that 
he found the cuisine so entirely to his mind as he 
did at Antrodoco. There, frightened by the lar- 
derless locanda, and ‘‘ that speckly appearance of 
the walls, which denotes to the initiated certain 
entomological visitors, politely called B flats and 
F sharps,’’ he plucked up courage to send some 
credentials to no less a personage than the In- 
tendente of the Abruzzo Secondo Ulteriore him- 
self, whose palace overlooked the dirty town ; and 
the result was an invitation to supper from the 
said governor, to wit, Prince Giardinelli, a ‘‘ lively 
little man of friendly manners, who spoke Eng- 
lish :”— 


« Near him was a sweet little girl, his only child, 
about ten years of age; and about the room were 
various w/ffizialt attached to his suite, and sundry 
personaggi of the town, who were paying their 
evening devoirs. These by degrees subsided, and 
we were left with the governor and Donna Caterina, 
who, after a long hour, in which I was more than 
half asleep, took us into a room, where there was a 
table, plate, and covers; and what did we see when 
those covers were removed !—a positive plain Eng- 
lish-looking roast Jeg of mutton, in all its simplicity 
and good odor ; and two dishes, one of simple mealy 
boiled potatoes and the other ditto baked; add to 
this a bottle of excellent champagne, and imagine 
our feelings. The secret of these amazing luxuries 
was that the prince and his cook had both been in 
England. Nor, when all this was discussed, had 
we anything more to do with the vile inn ; our roba 
had been taken to the comfortable private house of 
a Don Luigi Mozzetti, whither we proceeded to 
sleep.’’—Vol. i., p. 49. 


Noctes ceeneque deum! Such blissful nights, 
such suppers, sweet in simplicity as three per cents, 
aro fleshly comforts unknown to those who stay 
at home, racked on too easy couch and sated with 
saddles of mutton ; they, to be relished, must be 
eamed, a8 in cognate Spain, by long rides over 
hungry hills, where the plagues of Egypt are fix- 
tures in beds, and war perpetual is claimed at 
boards against knives and forks; where the evil 
one either denies meats or sends Canidias to blast 


diments from his own satanic cruets. The peas- 
antry of these regions seem to be diametrically 
opposed in their notions of luxury to friend Paddy, 
who prefers a potato to a pork-chop, not to men- 
tion cormorant soup ; and rather than eat turbots 
in a famine, sees them carted out by the hundred 
for manure to the fields. In the immediate neighbor- 
hood of Prince Giardinelli’s laudable ménage, Mr. 
Lear encountered a rustic carrying a dead fox. ‘It 
is delightful food,” said he, ‘‘ cibo squisito, either 
boiled or roast.” Said Lear, ‘‘ I wish you joy.” 
The travelled prince’s new inventions puzzle the 
vulpicides, who, ever since the establishment of 
an iron foundry and a mill for obtaining sugar from 
“ the tuber,” invariably put this question to every 
stranger—‘‘ Are you one of those who extract 
sugar from iron, or iron from potatoes?’ Much 
of this confusion of ideas, chemical and culinary, 
is attributable, we fear, to his deceased holiness, 
who prohibited in his own states, and elsewhere 
discountenanced, rails, journals, and periodical 
meetings of peripatetic philosophers. The natives, 
fine raw material for naturalists, if duly encouraged, 
would doubtless produce papers worthy to be read, 
not merely after plain mutton and mashed potatoes, 
but as a chasse to the turtle and punch by which 
our great British Association are so regularly in- 
spired. In proof of such capabilities, the impor- 
tant discovery of a friend of Mrs. Fanny’s may be 
cited. This rising zoologist ‘‘ caught a number 
of tarantulas, and confined them in a tumbler to- 
gether ; their first movement was to construct 
within that narrow space each a sort of fortress of 
its own, from which sallying forth, they immedi- 
ately fell upon, and with incredible fury and 
rapidity devoured each other—the conquerors in- 
creasing in size as the process of victory and can- 
nibalism proceeded, until there remained at the 
bottom of the glass one huge hideous creature, the 
universal conqueror, whose bloated body had be- 
come the sepulchre of his enemies as fast as he 
demolished them.”—F. Kemble, vol. i., p. 50.) 
Amiable animalcule ; and henceforward to be 
classed by our Broderips among the genera Robes- 
pierre and Bonaparte, not Terpsichore. 

The contrast in bearing and forbearing between 
Mr. Lear, a real invalid, and our rude-healthed 
Fanny, is remarkable: his temper flows unruffled, 
even by the ‘‘ small deer ;’’-—where she is petu- 
lant and put out with everything and everybody, 
he takes men, women, gentle and simple, as they 
come, making the best of the worst, and just doing 
in Rome and out of Rome as the Romans do. It 
must be added that his travelling ‘‘ indispensables,” 
artistic as well as social, were undeniable; he 
could discourse eloquent Italian, sing Scotch songs, 
strum Spanish guitars, and, what is better, had an 
English heart in its right place. He could and 
would listen to landed proprietors’ yarns, without 
yawns, although the Thames Tunnel were passim 
the twice-told tale of the Abruzzi squirearchy ; and 
considering the sums of public money which have 
been buried never to fructify in that colossal boring, 
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it surprised us much that it should be productive 
of the smallest interest of any kind anywhere. 
Furnished with such powers of face, Mr. Lear 
needed no costly passport of Downing street; 
which, as we shall presently see, does not always 
answer. Welcome everywhere as rent, and ad- 
mitted behind the curtain, his eye has been quick 
to mark, and his hand busy to realize strange 
scenes of nature and society. Thanks to him, we 
are at home among places and people which, al- 
though within a few days’ journey of Rome and 
Naples, were scarcely better known than the coun- 
try and best resident families near Timbuctoo. An 
unaffected modesty beams out, whether he draws 
cx writes. There is no attempt at elaborate pic- 
tures with the pen ; a few pithy expressions suffice 
to let off his artistic enthusiasin; but on them is 
the smell of the field, not of Cheapside gas. He 
will probably think it a doubtful compliment when 
we say that we have sometimes been it-clined to 
like him even better as an author than as an artist. 
Prepared by annual experience of the stereotyped 
stuff of illustrated books, we began by only looking 
at his engravings ; but by and bye, from an acci- 
dental glance at a sentence or two, we found our- 
selves tempted on—and so on, until we read the 
entire letter-press—to be well repaid by much new 
observation, nice marking of manners, genuine rel- 
ish for nature, and quiet dramatic humor. On the 
whole we are left with a conviction that, in spite 
of all Mrs. F'anny’s sweeping charges, the domes- 
tic affections are in a very healthy state ;—perhaps, 
indeed, English people may see cause to blush 
slightly at some of the incidental traits—of filial 
and fraternal cordiality and liberality especially. A 
most delightful octavo for any well-cushioned bou- 
doir or britchca might be extracted from these 
bulky tomes, were all the extraneous matter cut 
out, that has cost author and us the most pains, 
and on which he scts the highest estimation ; for, 
ignorant of the value of his own diamond, he has 
overlaid its sparkle with husks, historical, topo- 
graphical, and so forth, quoted from older and out- 
landish folios, with the best-meant motive of 
disarming learned critics like ourselves, who are 
supposed by the unlearned to doat on books of 
whose dulness worms die. ‘Two mortal pages are 
filled with the names and titles only of the Dry-as- 
dust compilers thus forced on the unthankful. 
Deferential to Dunciad authors, Mr. Lear has 
better appreciated his own attainments as an artist ; 
and we regret that we cannot make any specimens 
of his pencil speak, like the literary extracts, for 
themselves. There is no mistake in their origi- 
nality, or in the lively interest which the impres- 
sions of individual mind and local identity must 
ever convey. With the Abrazzi he makes us feel 
ourselves as familiar as if we had paced every step 
with his mule—and here we have no help to his 
pencil but from his own pen. As to Rome, his 
eye is fully impregnated with the emphatic points 
of the city s.d its environs, where everything is 
so suggestive—where every field has its Livian 
battle, every hill its Horatian ode, every fountain 
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its Egeria, into which we heartily wish every Nie- 
buhr thrown. He has treated with clever but 
conscientious drawing the leading characteristics 
of the scenery, giving us well-selected specimens 
of each variety ;—but, without disparagement to 
the artist’s letter press, his fair colleague's poetical 
descriptions are, on the whole, his best Roman 
commentary. She revels in the luxuriant theme 
—and happily do her skill and his combine to set 
before us the forlorn Grand Campagna, where 
Melancholy broods, and the Eternal City sits, its 
queen and centre, moated by the silvery Mediter- 
ranean, and guarded by walls of purple mountain 
—fit frame for such a picture. Mr. Lear has well 
effected the delineation of far-stretching space and 
flatness by an infinite series of horizontal lines: 
in his engravings we behold the Campagna spread 
out like a tawny sea, and feel its solemn sentiment 
of antiquity, its uncultivated, uninhabited aur, 
dreamy tranquillity, and Claude-like atmosphere of 
heat and haze. Cleverly his crayon carries us 
through ravines choked with vegetation, where 
creepers festoon crumbling temples whose creeds 
are extinct, and hide the wrinkles of time with the 
repairs of tender spring. Now we climb slopes 
spread with a cloak of flowers, and chequered with 
lights and shadows, as the sun and clouds play at 
hide-and-seek ; while long-horned cattle drink with 
patient eye from some fountain that drops its dia- 
monds in the bright day-beam. Anon we wander 
through gullies and gorges, from whose rocks vines 
suck nectar, while emerald swards wind like rivers 
between. On every sunlit hillock its time-colored 
tomb or ruined tower cuts the blue sky, a laud- 
mark and sentinel, where, like meaner insects in 
deserted shells, shaggy peasants, of coal-black eye 
and hair, bask and beg. Turning a leaf, we pen- 
etrate through spicy groves of ilex, umbrella- 
headed pines, and dark solid cypresses, 


“ Which pierce with graceful spire the limpid air,” 


into leafy retreats of the cool Algidus, where 
Dian’s sandals might shine and her quiver rustle, 
where water supplants fire, and volcanic craters 
furnish lakes, clear and deep-set as Albana 
maiden’s eye, baths and looking-glasses for Naiads. 
High above, on peaks and pinnacles, are bandit- 
looking hamlets, which nestle and crouch about 
feudal castles, whose frowning Poussinesque masses 
contrast with the light and color around. Gaze 
on, but enter not these sketcher-charming abodes 
of sloth and pauperism. Into what bosoms of 
beauty does not the pure love of nature entice an 
enthusiast like this'—-what pearls are revealed to 
the educated eye, which, passed over and thrown 
away upon the herd, the power of drawing enables 
him to seize and fix forever! But descriptions of 
pictures are almost as unsatisfactory as the cata- 
logues of auctioneers or royal academicians. 
Only one word more on parting with Mr. Lear’s 
charming portfolio. We could wish that he were 
more resolute in color, and less afraid of ight. 
His effects are sometimes too flat and dun for the 
skies of Italy—fitter for children of the mist than 
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those of the sun; his lights, scanty as they are, 
seem frequently spotty, and his touch timid, want- 
ing in masculine force and daring—we might say 
too gentleman-like. 

It is impossible to close his volumes without 
being struck with the close parallel presented by 
life and manners in the Abruzzi and in Spain, 
whose dominion this Italian Eden enjoyed or en- 
dured during many centuries, and whose moral 
impression, stamped on a country cognate in lati- 
tude and religion, is deep and lasting. We con- 
feas to having been constantly transported from the 
Apennines to the Alpujarras ; in perusing his 
journal of methodless, roadless rambles, we re- 
travelled the dehesas y despoblados, the unpeopled 
wastes of Estremadura and Andalucia. Heaven 
and earth, man, his ways and works are alike ; the 
sam 
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tions—local in loves and hatreds—leading a life 
of routine made up of mass and siesta, sauntering 
and twaddle—a dozing immemorial vegetation— 
the worship excepted of the great goddess of the 
south, Dolce far niente—the much-calumniated 
idleness of work-loving Britons. As one wanders 
through these kindred realms, and sees about the 
most magnificent regions of the globe abandoned 
to such helpless indolence, it requires some litth 
effort to realize the fact that we tread on what 
have been the scenes of exalted heroism, energetis 
administration, refined civilization, and successful 
industry. 

Among the endless coincidences—mendicaney 
not the least—which space prevents our detailing, 
a fear and suspicion of foreigners marks the official 


‘mind. The odious French machinery of passports, 


e ‘‘ lapis lazuli curtain’? hangs over warm fer- | permits, and gendarmerie, is all in full vigor. 


The 


tile ‘alleys hemmed in by cold barren sierras i despotisms of the two cognate peninsulas 
where the goat is way-warden, and bridgeless wa- | alike tremble at the fear of change, and see m 


ter-courses, which, when torrents, stop all traffic— 
when dry, are the makeshifts for roads. The 
same mechanical and agricultural antediluvianism 
—the same wretched, scratching, childish cultiva- 
tion, confined to the vicinity of musty villages, into 
which the peasants, far from what they call their 
labor, herd for mutual protection ; the same leagues 
of fat lands abandoned to aromatic underwood, the 
home of wild birds and beasts—at best the appan- 
age of wandering sheep—a system fatal to good 
husbandry. Every high place has its saint, image, 
miracle. pilgrimage. No less analogous are the 
hamlets and cities; their common character is si- 
lence, the worst sign a town can have. Bore 
unspeakable reigns the genius loci: there is the 
game look of being in chancery—the same ghost 
of departed disproportionate magnificence in church 
and palace mocking present poverty. Pass the 
threshold of the hovel, and every scnse becomes 
an inlet of pain—everything is wanting to elevate 
man above the condition of his porchi. Sad enough 
it is to witness, in a land where Nature would fain 
be so lavish of her kindness, such a wilderness of 
weeds, the rank growth of nothing but bad gov- 
ernment. . But climate is great in the chapter of 
compensation ; the blessed sun gilds misery, and, 
where people live out of doors, furnishes fire, rai- 
ment, and lodging, stimulates the system and ban- 
whes Alue-devils. Enter the vasty mansions of 
the great—we find the same dull, weary impress 
of a cumbrous, obsolete existence, gmid faded tap- 
estries, flapping portraits, and dry-rot ; ‘the same 
lack of life, business, and employment—the same 
utter absence of books and all other signs and. 
symptoms of intellectual occupation.. Nor is the 
analogy of the all-plundering, all-destroying, invad- 
ing Gaul wanting ; that European pest has in 
both fair lands left the mark of the beast on tem- 
ple and tower—every where, from shattered roofless 
tencments, the bright light gleams through empty 
windows, as through sockets of ghastly skulls. 
Mix with the inmates in both countries—they are 
all dons or donnas—formal, punctilious, ceremo- 
nious—joying in pompous titles and puny decora- 


every curious stranger a spy, an apostle of reform 
and revolution ; and the Dogberries rarely deviate 
into common sense. Mr. Lear recounts an ad- 
venture from which the melodious title of our 
nuper idoneus foreign secretary appears to be sy- 
nonymous even in the wild Apennines with proto- 
cois of hot water—battle, murder, and suddtn 
death. The anecdote may be quoted as a com- 
panion-picture to the effect produced by the magie 
name of Balmerson, when exhibited by Mr. Bor- 
row to the ragged and liberal National Guard of 
Estremadura ; 


“ Nothing particular happened in the walk, ex- 
cept being wet throuyt by storms of rain ; but at 
Civita Ducale a three jy acts drunken caralanicre pre- 
vented my enter:ny, insisting on knowing my name, 
which I not only tol! tim, but politely showed him 
my passport, which was one from the foreign-office, 
with Viscount Palmerston printed thereon in large 
letters, Lear being smal! and written. Niente vero, 
(a complete lie,) said the wan of war, who seemed 
happy to be able to cavil bus non sicte Lear, sute 
Palmerstoni ! rey are aad Lear, you are Palm- 
erstoni.) No, Tam not, said !; my name is Lear. 
But the irasciblo official war not to be so easily 
checked ; though, knowing the power of these wor- 
thies, I took care to mollity lus anger as much as 
might be. Quel ch’ e serato sı rilto e—dungue ecen 
qua scritto Palmerstuni---dunyne siète Puim:rstona 
vot /—(What is written ts written; here Palmerston 
is written, and therefore Palmerstoni you are.) 
You great fool, I thought. bur T made two bows, 
and said placidly, ‘Fake me to the So/tintendente, 
my dear sir, as he knows ine very well. Pegpio! 
—said the angry man, lt ' imcommodare D ec eliente 
Signor Sott?intendente '--vien, men, subito ti liro 


in carcere!—(Worse still! — thot. torsooth '— worry, 
the excellent Lord Under soveunes for thee !—come, 
come: I shall instantly take thee to prison.) Some 
have greatness thrust upon thera; in spite of all 
expostulation, Viscount Paluerston it was settled J 
should be. There was nothing to he domec: so I 
was trotted ignominiously ali de wo the Hiet-street, 
the carabiniere shouting osat te everybody at door 


and window, Ho preso ['aene-stoni!—(Q have 
bagged Palmerstoni.) Lachily the sub governor 
was taking a walk, and met us, whereupon fol- 
lowed a scene of apologies to tus, and snubbiug for 
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the military, who retreated discomfited. So I 
reached Rieti by dark, instead of going to prisén.”’ 
— Lear, vol. i., p. 127. 


Arch-Spanish this; but in spite of ventas and 
garlic, passports and Palmerstoni, there is bird- 
lime in these racy regions, which are quitted with 
regret and recollected with delight. Touching is 
Mr. Lear's farewell to scenes made for the painter, 
and peopled after all by the kind and hospitable ; 
nor less graceful are the adieus of his pleasing but 
difficult-to-please colleague. The day before Mrs. 
Fanny departed, December 7th, was dark and 
gloomy—the rain incessant ;—yet she knelt at the 
fountain of Trevi, and drank of its sweet waters— 
for those who so drink return, she had been told, 
to Rome—and she would carry that hope with her. 
May it be gratified—when the mind is more at 
ease, and the fascinating lady’s temper less muti- 
nous. 


THE WEDDING DAY. 


I am married! I am married! 

Weep, ye flirting maids of Cam ; 

The deed is done, the point is carried— 
What a lucky dog I am! 

What a pleasant dream my life is! 
(Best of dreams, because ’t is true !) 
What a charming thing a wife is! 

(I almost wish that I had two /) ; 


Noble brow of thought and feeling— 
Lips whence music breathes her spell— 
Cheeks whose blushes are revealing 
What that music dares not tell— 

Eyes, in whose blue depths divine, oh 
Purest spirits deign to lodge— 

All these beauties now are mine, oh 
Marriage is a splendid dodge! 


I’m so glad I fixed on Nancy! 
Laura speaks so loud and quick ; 
_ Caroline quite took my fancy, 
But her ankles are too thick ; 
Jane should be an hair’s breadth shorter, 
Helen is a size too small, 
Rose I’m sure drinks too much porter, 
Fanny is too thin and tall. 


They all loved me—how intensely 
Maiden ladies only know— 

Oh, I pity them immensely, 

They have much to undergo! 

Such devotion, such attention, 
Whispers, blushes, smiles, and tears, 
But ’tis hardly fair to mention 

All they do, poor little dears! 


Nancy ’s hit the proper medium, 
(What the French call juste milieu,) 
Who could feel a moment’s tedium, 
Sportive Nancy, when with you ’— 
Gentle, tender, soft, complying, 

Yet not wanting intellect, 

On my every glance relying, 
Looking up with sweet respect. 


. How I wooed her, how I pressed her, 
By one little word to bless, 
On my bended knees addressed her, 
Till the darling whispered ‘* yes ;” 
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Half a dozen men of fashion 
All rejected for my sake ; 

To reward her soft compassion 
What a husband I will make! 


When she plays I'll turn the leaves, and 
When she works I’]] hold the skein, 
Soothe her kindly if she grieves, and 

If she laughs I’ll laugh again ; 

Read aloud in rainy weather, 

Give her up the easy chair, 

Never smoke when we ’re together, 

Nor at other women stare. 


Every moment play the lover, 

Let her have a female friend, 

Never sleep when dinner ’s over, 
Make her presents without end, 

Pay her bills when she requires it, 
Fill her purse with joyful haste, 
Cut my hair if she desires it, 

(But I know she’s too much taste !) 


Happy then, thrice happy we, love, 
Thus to share so bright a fate ; 
Married life to us shall be, love, 
One delightful téte-d-téte ! : 
Turn we from the world’s caressing 
From its pleasure, pomp, and pride, 
To enjoy life’s dearest blessing, 
At our own beloved fireside ! 

Sharpe’s Magazine. 


Loncevity or Women.—We see it stated that 
the widow of the celebrated Dr. Rush is still living, 
at the age of 90, in Philadelphia. She is the mother 
of Hon. Richard Rush, minister to France, and of 
Drs. James and William Rush, the first of whom is 
author of one of the most profound and original 
treatises ever published on the voice. The widow 
of Lewis Morris, we believe, still resides in the 
vicinity of New York; Mrs. Madison is in Wash- 
ington ; Mrs. Bradford, widow of the first and great- 
est attorney-general of the United States, is in Bur- 
lington, New Jersey ; and Mrs. Hamilton, a daughter 
of the brave and accomplished Gen. Schuyler, sans 
peur et sans reproche, and wife of the immortal 
statesman, we saw a few days since in Broadway. 
Here are five of the belles who graced the levees 
of the first president! What an interesting party, 
could they be reassembled !—Lit. World. 


Ata court of common council held 29 October, 
the freedom of the city was presented to ‘his ex- 
cellency James Brooke, Rajah of Sarawak.” The | 
aldermen attended in their scarlet robes, and the 
common councilmen in their mazarine gowns; and 
the court was graced a presence of a great 
number of ladies. Mr. Brooke having been sworn 
in as a citizen of London, the chamberlain made the 
usual complimentary address, in which he referred 
to the present event as the renewal of a union that 
formerly existed between the family from which 
Mr. Brooke is descended and the city ; an ancestor 
of Mr. Brooke’s filled the office of lord mavor in 
the reign of King Charles the Second. Mr. Brooke 
made an unpretending and modest reply. For him- 
self he had little to say ; he was conscious of good 
motives; he could not sing his own praises; but 
for the future he trusted that piracy in the Archi- 
pelago would be so crushed, that a small boat will 
be able to proceed in safety from one end to the 
other of the different islands. — Spectator. 
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From the Quarterly Review. 
1. History of the Conquest of Peru. By Wm. 
H. Prescott. 2 vols. 8vo. London, 1847. 
2. Travels in Peru. By Dr. Tscuupi. Trans- 
lated from the German by Thomasina Ross. 
8vo. London, 1847. 


SpanisH America is fortunate in her historian, 
and Mr. Prescott is fortunate in being the histo- 
rian of Spanish America. The successive inva- 
sions of the two great empires in the New World 
—that of Montezuma in Mexico, and that of the 
Incas in Peru—by a few daring Europeans, offered 
each a subject, combining, with singular felicity, 
all that gives interest, life, grandeur, variety, and 
more than that, its proper bounds and unity, to an 
historical composition. Each is a distinct and a 
separate chapter in the history of man—each has 
something of that commanding insulation from the 
other affairs of the world which makes the histo- 
ries of Greece, and still more of Rome, at the 
same time vast and majestic, yet simple and com- 
prehensible. The whole of each history lies within 
a certain geographical sphere ; its events are self- 
developed from manifest and proximate causes; it 
unfolds in gradual progression; even its episodes 
are part of the main design: the mind grasps it 
from its beginning to its end without effort, with 
the consciousness that it is commanding the theatre 
to its utmost extent. It has not, like modern his- 
tory, to make a world-wide inquiry which spreads 
like the horizon without limit as it advances—to 
seek in the most remote ages, and in the most dis- 
tant countries, the first impulses of the great 
movements which it describes—to unravel the in- 
terwoven policy of all the great nations of Europe ; 
while it cannot be sure that it may not find in the 
archives of an obscure cabinet the secret of some 
vast political combination; and knows not there- 
fore at what period it has exhausted the labor 
which ought to be imposed upon himself by a 
high-minded and conscientious historian. 

These subjects are worthy, too, of a writer pos- 
sessed of the true genius for historic composition, 
as in a certain sense unoccupied, and open at least 
to any one who may be disposed to fix the Eng- 
lish standard upon the soil. Masterly as is the 
rapid view of Robertson, the general design and 
the limits of his work precluded him from that ful- 
ness of detail, that distinctness of description, and 
that more complete development of character, 
which may belong to a separate work on each of 
these periods of South American conquest; and 
the authorities inaccessible to Dr. Robertson— 
some of them at length permitted to see the light 
by the Spanish government, and published by the 
industry of Spanish writers, such as Muños and 
Navarrete—others collected in MS. by the zeal 
of Mr. Prescott, or placed at his command by 
brother collectors from the confidence awakened 
by his former writings—these fresh materials were 
so numerous and so important as to mark the pe- 
riod for a more complete investigation of the annals 
of Spanish conquest. 
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ous and dispassionate inquiry, instead of chilling 
down the history into a cold and unstirring chron- 
icle, actually kindles it into a stranger romance ; 
fiction is pale and spiritless before the marvellous 
truth. The extraordinary character of the Mexi- 
can, and still more of the Peruvian civilization, and 
the height they had attained, comes into stronger 
light, as new and trustworthy authorities make . 
their depositions before us; and this civilization 
contrasts more singularly with the medieval bar- 
barism—we can use no other word—the chivalrous 
valor, the heroic bigotry of these knight-errants 
of discovery, mingled up, as it was, with the sor- 
did and remorseless rapacity of the robber baron 
or the Mahometan pirate of the Mediterranean. 
Never were such great deeds conceived with such 
reckless and desperate boldness, or achieved by 
such inadequate means ; never were such feats of 
courage, such patient endurance, such unutterable 
and cold-blooded cruelties, such deliberate atroci- 
ties of fraud; never did man appear so heroic and 
so base, so astonishing and so odious, so devotedly 
religious in some respects, so utterly godless in 
others ; never was superhuman courage so disgraced 
by more than savage treachery. 

Mr. Prescott’s style and manner of composition 
are adapted with singular felicity to this half-poetic 
history. His strong imaginative faculty, height- 
ened by the peculiarity of his situation, (of which 
more presently,) delights in the rich and the mar- 
vellous, both in nature and in human action; he 
has acquired a skill of arrangement, and grouping 
of characters and events, which attests long and 
patient study of the highest models; while the 
calmer moral and Christian tone of his judgments 
by no means deadens his sympathies with the 
fiercer and more barbarous heroism of ancient days. 
His narrative presents in general, though not with- 
out some exceptions, a happy combination of 
modern historic philosophy with somcthing of the 
life and picturesqueness of an ancient chronicle. 

Mr. Prescott must detain us, however, for a 
short time before we enter upon his history, on 
one matter personal to himself. We think that 
he has judged wisely in correcting the misappre- 
hension which has generally prevailed as to the 
extent and nature of that disadvantage under which 
he has labored, and over which he has so signally 
triumphed by perseverance, industry, and sagacity. 
We have ourselves so often heard it asserted that 
Mr. Prescott is totally blind, that we are anxious 
to communicate to our readers the real state of the 
case, which in itself is sufliciently remarkable, as 
showing how far the most severe visitations of 
Divine Providence may be remedied by that energy 
and ingenuity with which that same merciful 
Providence has endowed good and wise men. He 
says :— 

“ While at the University, I received an injury in 
one of my eyes, which deprived me of the sight of 


it. The other, soon after, was attacked by inflam- 
mation so severely that for some time I lost the 


Nor is it the least curious | sight of that also; and, though it was subsequently 


fact relating to these works, that the most labori- | restored, the organ was so much disordered as to 
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remain permanently debilitated ; while, twice in my 
life since, I have been deprived of the use of it for 
all purposes of reading and writing for several years 
together. It was during one of these periods that 
I received from Madrid the materials for the ‘ His- 
tory of Ferdinand and Isabella ;’ and in my disabled 
condition, with my transatlantic treasures lying 
around me, I was like one pining from hunger in 
the midst of abundance. In this state I resolved to 
make the ear, if possible, do the work of the eye. 
I procured the services of a secretary, who read to 
me the various authorities; and in time I became 
eo far familiar with the sounds of the different foreign 
languages, (to some of which, indeed, I had been 
woken eed accustomed by a residence abroad,) that 

could comprehend his reading without much diffi- 
culty. As the reader proceeded, I dictated copious 
notes ; and when these had swelled to a considera- 
ble amount, they were read to me repeatedly, till I 
had mastered their contents sufficiently for the pur- 
poses of composition. The same notes furnished 
an easy means of reference to sustain the text. 

“© Still another difficulty occurred in the mechan- 
ical labor of writing, which I found a severe trial to 
the eye. This was remedied by means of a 
writing-case, such as is used by the blind, which 
enabled me to commit my thoughts to paper with- 
out the aid of sight, serving me equally well in the 
dark as in the hight. The characters thus formed 
made a near approach to hieroglyphics; but my 
secretary became expert in the art of deciphering, 
and a fair copy—with a liberal allowance for una- 
voidable blunders—was transcribed for the use of 
the printer. I have described the process with 
more minuteness, as some curiosity has been repeat- 
edly expressed in reference to my modus operandi 
under my privations, and the knowledge of it may 
be of some assistance to others in similar circum- 
stances. 

“ Though I was encouraged by the sensible pro- 
gress of my work, it was necessarily slow. But in 
time the tendency to inflammation diminished, and 
the strength of the eye was confirmed more and 
more. It was at length so far restored that I could 
read for several hours of the day, though my labors 
in this way necessarily terminated with the day- 
light. Nor could I ever dispense with the services 
of a secretary or with the writing-case; for, con- 
trary to the usual experience, I have found writing 
a severer trial to the eye than reading—a remark, 
however, which does not apply to the reading of 
manuscript; and to cnable myself, therefore, to 
revise my composition more carefully, I caused a 
copy of the ‘History of Ferdinand and Isabella’ 
to be printed fur my own inspection before it was 
sent to the press for publication. Such as I have 
described was the improved state of my health 
during the preparation of the ‘ Conquest of Mex- 
ico ;’ and, satisiicd with being raised so nearly to 
a level with the rest of my species, I scarcely 
envied the superior good fortune of those who could 
prong their studies into the evening and the later 

ours of the night. 

“ But a change has avain taken place during the 
last two years. The sight of my eye has become 
gradually dimmed, while the sensibility of the nerve 
has been so far increased that for several weeks of 
the last year Į have not opened a volume, and 
through the whole time I have not had the use of 
it On an average for more than an houra day. Nor 
can I cheer myself with the delusive expectation 
that, impaired as the organ has become from having 
been tasked probably beyond its strength, it can 
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ever renew its youth, or be of much service to me 
hereafter in my literary researches. Whether I 
shall have the heart to enter, as I had proposed, 
on a new and more extensive fie:d of historical labor 
with these impediments I cannot say. Perha 
long habit, and a natural desire to follow up 
career which I have so long pursued, may make 
this in a manner necessary, as my past experience 
has already proved that it is practicable. 

“ From this statement—too long, I fear, for his 
patience—the reader who feels any curiosity about 
the matter will understand the real extent of my 
embarrassments in my historical pursuits. 
they have not been very light will be readily admis- 
ted, when it is considered that I have had but a 
limited use of my eye in its best state, and that 
much of the time I have been debarred from the use 
of it altogether. Yetthe difficulties I have had to 
contend with are very far inferior to those which 
fall to the lot of a blind man. I know of no histo- 
rian now alive who can claim the glory of having 
overcome such obstacles but the author of ‘ La 
Conquête de Angleterre par les Normands ;’ 
who, to use his own touching and beautiful lam- 
guage, ‘has made himself the friend of darkness ;’ 
and who, to a profound philosophy that requires ne 
light but that from within, unites a capacity for 
extensive and various research that might well 
demand the severest application of the student.”’— 
Preface, pp. xiv.—xvi. 


We can understand the poet, on whom in later 
or in middle life has fallen this sad privation, ia 
the words of Milton :— 


“ By cloud and ever-during dark 
Surrounded, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut off, and, for the book of knowledge fair, 
Presented with an universal blank 
Of Nature’s works to him expung’d and ras’d : 
And Wisdom at one entrance quite shut out.” 


—we can easily conceive such poet’s mind ere- 
ating out of the treasures of his memory pictures 
even as living, as exquisite, as truthful, as Milton's 
own Garden of Eden, or our first parents as em- 
bodied by him in their paradisiacal state. The. 
imagination thrown back upon itself, withdrawn 
from and undisturbed by the common every-day 
vulgarities of life, concentred on the noble, the 
beautiful, the picturesqne, would naturally combme 
the highest idealism with the most perfect reality 
in its descriptions of outward things—the creative 
would at the same time be a sefining and enno- 
bling process. We think, indecd, that we can 
clearly trace the workings of Milion’s blindness 
in ns later pcetry. We fancy him sitting alene 
in his majestic seclusion, and summoning up all 
that his memory deemed worthy of retention—the 
terrible becoming more awfully terrible—the m> 
jestic more unimpededly majestic—the beautiful 
of more unmingled beauty ; everything first fully 
imaged on the retina of his mind, and then as- 
suming the most appropriate lancuage—language 
itself wrought up to perfection, not as in his ear- 
lier often-corrected works, (as may be seen in Trie- 
ity College library,) by blottings and interlinings, 
but by a purely mental alchemy. On this, how- 
ever, we must not now dwell. 

But that a history so original and so laborious 
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ås that of M. Thierry should have been accom- 
plished under such circumstances, appears almost 
incredible. Even in Mr. Prescott’s comparatively 
less embarrassing position, it is difficult to imagine 
how the mind without the constant aid of the out- 
ward sense, can perform that difficult office of 
discriminating the important from the useless—of 
winnowing, as it were, and treasuring up the 
grain from the chaff, in the multifarious inquiries 
which must open as the preparation advances ; 
how that of which the weighty bearing cannot at 
first sight be discerned, is not irrecoverably lost ; 
how characters and events in this rude manner of 
study (for rade it must be, even with the most in- 
genious appliances) should assume their proper 
magnitude and due proportion; how authorities 
should be compared, weighed, sifted, and the judg- 
ment come to its conscientious conclusion without 
misgiving as to the stability of its grounds; how 
those light and casual hints which occasionally 
betray to the sagacious mind the mystery of some 
- character, of some line of conduct, or some great 
event, should not escape even the most sagacious 
when to a certain extent dependent upon others : 
these obvious difficulties naturally occur, and 
heighten our astonishment whenever success is 
achieved. Yet, even in such cases, there may be 
some compensatory advantages. We think that 
we can-discern in M. Thierry’s writings, as well 
in its excellences as in one or two partial defects, 
a betrayal, as it were, of this peculiar mode of 
composition. In such a case there would be a 
natural tendency to form everything into complete 
mental pictures, to that actual reanimation of 
the past which M. de Barante has attempted, and 
successfully attempted, on a deliberate theory ; 
and in which those great writers have been fol- 
lowed by so many of the modern French histo- 
rians, till, in several instances, that which was 
striking and legitimate dramatic art has degener- 
ated into melo-dramatic artifice. Unquestionably 
this is one of the great charms of M. Thierry’s 
History, and in him this imaginative power has 
not trespassed beyond its rightful privilege. The 
same idiosyncracy would tend, where a theory has 
full possession of the mind, to work up that theory 
with exclusive devotion, seizing and magnifying all 
which is in its favor, quietly discarding and pass- 
ing over all those stubborn and obtrusive objections 
which a closer and less purely mental study might 
elude with difficulty. To this perhaps we may 
attribute the somewhat exaggerated views of the 
conflict between the Norman and Anglo-Saxon 
races, which is a kind of historic passion with M. 
Thierry. To the latter temptation Mr. Prescott 
18 singularly superior: he has no preconceived his- 
toric hypothesis to which he is disposed to bend 
the reluctant facts; his judgment is as sober as 
his analysis is keen ; he seems to hold it the duty 
of the historian to relate the results of his inquiries 
without accounting for. that which is beyond the 
scope of history. This is no inconsiderable praise, 
with the great question of the origin of Mexican 
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and beckoning him onwards into the dazzling mi- 
rage of antiquarian speculation. We find it our- 
selves so difficult to practise the self-denial which 
we admire in Mr. Prescott, that it cannot but in- 
crease our respect for his judicious abstinence. In 
one other respect, perhaps, we may trace to this 
enforced mode of composition the only drawback, 
and that a slight one, to our delight in reading 
Mr. Prescott’s work—an accumulation, occasion- 
ally too great, of picturesque epithets; a some- 
what too elaborate contrast of colors; too smooth 
and exquisite a finish; a style, in short, at times 
rather overloaded, and wanting in the ease and 
continuous flow which is the charm of history, and 
which at other times carries us on through his 
clear and lively pages with one steady impulse of 
interest and pleasure. 

It is curious, indeed, now and then to contrast 
the rude force of some of the phrases of eye and 
ear witnesses preserved in the Notes to the “‘ Con- 
quest of Peru” with the well-turned periods of the 
author’s text; he has no doubt judged wisely in 
not incorporating them in his narrative, as they 
might have jarred with its general harmony, yet 
we cannot but think that the style which would 
admit them would be abstractedly more perfect. 
But after all, the style is usually so completely the 
expression of the author’s character, as it were his 
nature, that we would not insist much on this 
point. 

Mr. Prescott commences his History of the Pe- 
ruvian Conquest, as he did his former work, with 
a view of the civilization of the conquered people. 
And if that of the Aztecs, after his calm and dis- 
passionate investigation, cannot be read without 
astonishment, so far is that of the Peruvians from 
losing any of that marvellous character with which 
it struck the first Spanish discoverers, that won- 
der only deepens with inquiry. 

Peruvian civilization goes far to solve the greai 
question of the self-originating power of man as 
to institutions : it seems utterly to overthrow the 
long dominant theory, that similarity of laws, 
usages, and civil polity necessarily implies identity 
of race, affiliation, or common descent, or some 
communication with a more advanced tribe or race. 
The same social arrangements grow out of the 
human mind under the same circumstances, with- 
out any foreign intervention. Man is the same, to 
a great extent, in every part of the world, and in 
every period. Society is part of his nature, and 
social forms, being circumscribed in their varia- 
tions, will take the same character, enact the same 
provisions, establish the same ranks and gradations, 
aim at the same objects, and attain the same ends. 
For here, in this remote and unapproachable quarter 
of the New World—within, it should seem, a 
limited historical period—with no conceivable con- 
nection or relationship to other more advanced 
tribes or families of mankind—with the usual 
myth of certain strangers descended from heaven, 
and deliberately and at once awing wild tribes of 
savages into social order and obedience, and or- 


aad Peruvian civilization constantly before him, | ganizing a perfect commonwealth on new princi- 
33 
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ples—this myth, however more than usually 
betraying itself to be a myth—here is an assem- 
blage of institutions which might seem gathered, 
for some fanciful Utopia, from all ages and all 
yegions of the world. Tartary, China, Egypt, 
Judea, Rome, Catholic Europe, might seem each 
to have brought some tribute to the edifice of this 
social polity. In one respect the Jesuit settlements 
of Paraguay might appear to have been modelled 
on this type; and, in fact, substituting a peaceful 
religious order, undazzlingly attired and unluxuri- 
ọuş in their habits, for the gorgeous and martial 
descendants of Manco Capec and their Curacas— 
the Roman Catholic worship of Christ, with the 
saints and Virgin, for that of the sun and the 
heavenly bodics—there might seem the same re- 
sults, the same meek obedience, the same absolute 
though gentle tutelage, the same industry, the 
same unreasoning yet contented happiness. With 
the other form of South American civilization there 
was almost indisputably no connection ; the insti- 
tutions of Mexico and Peru, in their general 
aspect, stand in the strongest contrast; and Mr. 
Prescott seems justified in his opinion that there 
was not the least intercourse between these two 
American empires. 

“The fiction of Manco Capac and his sister 
wife was devised, no doubt, at a later period, to 
gratify the vanity of the Peruvian monarchs, and 
to give additional sanction to their authority by 
deriving it from a celestial origin.” So writes 
Mr. Prescott. The philosophy of these myths we 
must for the present leave to Mr. Grote: but this 
is only another instance of the same universal ten- 
dency of man either himself to deify his legislators, 
or acquiesce in their assumption of deity. All 
royal races culminate in gods—that, isin the Un- 
‘known. The line of the incas, where it ceases 
to be traceable further upward, (and Peruvian his- 
tory aspired not beyond a dynasty of thirteen 
princes,) terminates in the Great God. This god 
among the Peruvians was the Sun, as among the 
Greeks it was Jupiter, among the Romans Mars. 
It is not so much (here we fully enter into the 
justice of the more modern theory on this subject) 
the deliberate invention of vanity, or the artful 
design of strengthening the theocratic power of 
the kings, as the universal religious sentiment, 
which makes the gods the parents of sovereigns 
and founders of dynasties. But, neither in Eastern 
Asia, in the Tartar kingdoms, in Thibet, nor un- 
der the later Caliphate in the West, does the 
theocracy, which claims indefeasible and absolute 
sovereignty for the lineal descendant of the gods, 
appear in a form so undisguised and imperious as 
it did in Peru. The inca was the living son and 
representative of God—almost God upon earth. 

It is remarkable, that the worship of the sun, 
that primitive and noblest of idolatries, seems to 
have maintained a more complete and absolute 
dominance in Peru than in any other part of the 
world. Byron’s splendid invocation, which he 
places in the mouth of Manfred, is mythologically 
true : 
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Boca rions orb! the idof `’ 
early nature and the vigorous race T 
of isana mankind ! g T 
—that wert a worship ere 

he mystery of thy making was revealed. 

hou earliest minister of the Almighty, 
Which gladdened on their mountain tops the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they poured 
‘Themselves in orisons.’’ 


This more primitive Tsabaism—ascribed to the 
Chaldeans by the Asiatic traditions preserved in 
the Talmud, and which, nevertheless, appears te 
have worshipped the sun as one of the heavenly 
bodies, not as the one heavenly body, to which the 
rest were but attendants, admitted to an inferior 
divinity—this oldest and simplest faith gave place 
throughout Asia to a more metaphysic creed, 
either in the one Great Spirit, manifesting himself 
in successive avatars, or the dualistic worship of 
light and darkness, in which the sun-god Mithra 
held but a subordinate rank. In Peru alone it 
reasserts its paramount, if not exclusive, dominion. 
It is true that there was a worship of the great 
spirit Pachacamac, or Viracocha, the life-giving, 
the creator. But this deity had only one temple, 
and his worship seems to have been the wreck of 
an earlier religious system, which, as far as can 
be judged, {and we can hardly be sure that we 
can collect from the language of savages their real 
conceptions on these subtle points,) had been uni- 
versal in a ruder or more abstract form, through- 
out the whole American continent. But in Mr. 
Prescott’s words :— 


“ The deity whose worship the Peruvians espe- 
cially inculcated, and which they never failed to 
establish wherever their banners were known to 
penetrate, was the sun. It was he who, in a 
particular manner, presided over the destinies of 
man; gave light and warmth to the nations, and 
life to the vegetable world ; whom they reverenced 
as the father of their royal dynasty, the founder of 
their empire ; and whose temples rose in every city 
and almost every village throughout the land, while 
his altars smoked with burnt offerings—a form of 
sacrifice peculiar to the Peruvians among the semi- 
civilized nations of the New World.’—Vol. i., p. 85. 


We dwell on this because it appears to us, in- 
stead of being in favor (as it might at first be 
thought) of an Asiatic origin of Peruvian civiliza- 
tion, rather to make strongly against it. No- 
where, we believe, in Eastern Asia, was the wor- 
ship of the sun the great dominant, almost exclu- 
sive, religion. Everywhere religious festivals 
followed the course of the sun; everywhere he 
received adoration, in some form, either as the 
representative of light, as the emblem of the 
generative principle, or as the sun-god, in the 
various splendid shapes which he assumed in 
Grecian anthropomorphism ; but nowhere, unless 
among the primeval Tsabians, if among them, 
was the orb of day itself the supreme, all-ruling 
deity. But all the great temples of Peru were 
dedicated to him—if not alone, as of supreme 
dignity——the sacred virgins were virgins of the 
sun—he was the father of the royal race. As 
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we shall see hereafter, Atahuallpa, in his first in-| will venture to add, of a gentle and beneficent su- 
terview with the Spaniards, when Valverde sum-| preme deity, is the ‘more remarkable in a region 
moned him to believe in the Holy Trinity, appealed! which even then, no doubt, was rocked by the 
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from the historic pod, on whose crucifixion the 
friar had enlarged, to his visible God, whose de- 
scent was brightening the western heavens. 

The Great Temple of the Sun is thus described 
by Mr. Prescott :— 


““Tkhe most renowned of the Peruvian temples, 
the pride of the capital, and the wonder of the em- 
pire, was at Cuzco, where, under the munificence 
of successive sovereigns, it had become so enriched, 
that it received the name of Coricancha, or the 
s Place of Gold.’ it consisted of a principal build- 
ing and several chapels and inferior edifices, cover- 
ing a large extent of ground in the heart of the 
city, and completely encompassed by a wall, which, 
with the edifices, was all constructed of stone. A 
Spaniard, who saw it in its glory, assures us he 
could call to mind only two edifices in Spain 
which, for their workmanship, were at afl to be 
compared with it. Yet this substantial, and in some 
respects magnificent, structure was thatched with 
straw ! 

“ The interior was literally a mine of gold. On 
the western wall was emblazoned a representation 
of the deity, consisting of a human countenance 
looking forth from amidst innumerable rays of light 
which emanated from it in every direction, in the 
same manner as the sun is often personified with 
us. The figure was engraved on a massive plate 
of gold, of enermous dimensions, thickly powdered 
with emeralds and precious stones. It was so situ- 
ated in front of the great eastern portal, that the 
rays of the morning sun fell directly upon it at its 
rising, lighting up the whole apartment with an 
effulgence that seemed more than natural, and which 
was reflected back from the golden ornaments with 
which the walls and ceiling were everywhere in- 
crusted. Gold, in the figurative language of the 
people, was ‘the tears wept by the sua,’ and 
every part of the interior of the temple glowed with 
burnished plates and studs of the precious metal. 
The cornices which surrounded the walls of the 
sanctuary were of the same costly material; and a 
broad belt or freize of gold, let into the stone work, 
encompassed the whole exterior of the edifice.” — 
Vol. i., p. 88—90. 


The Peruvian worship seems in the main to 
have been that of a mild and benificent deity. 
Human sacrifices, instead of being heaped up in 
remorseless hecatombs, and commemorated by aw- 
ful piles of skulls, as in the great Mexican Tem- 
ple, were rare, and of one single victim. As 
Livy, in his reverence for the Roman name, says 
that such sacrifices were “non Romani moris ;” 
so Garcilasso de la Vega would absolve his royal 
ancestors altogether: from this bloody idolatry. 
Mr. Prescott cites all the earlier Spanish authorities 
as witnesses of this custom in Peru; if Garcilasso 
was disposed to soften off everything discreditable 
to the inca rule, so the Spaniards might be in- 
clined to receive but scanty evidence to darken 
the heathen superstitions of the conquered race ; 
but we incline to believe that Mr. Prescott comes 
to the right conclusion—and that this exceptional 
feature lingered amidst the otherwise mild system 
of the Peruvians. Their general conception, we 


terrible earthquake, and which might behold the 
volcanoes of the Andes in all their cloud-capt and 
fire-evolving majesty. 

The divinity which, even in European opinion, 
was supposed ‘‘ to hedge a king,” rose up like a 
lofty and impregnable wall around the inca of 
Peru. ‘‘ Even the proudest of the inca nobility, 
claiming a descent from the same divine original 
as himself, could not venture into the royal pres- 
ence except barefoot—this sign of reverence, 
which reminds us of the Old Testament, and 
which is so universal in the East, prevailed 
throughout Peruvian usage—and bearing a light 
burden on his shoulders in token of homage.” 
He was at once the sole legislative and executive 
power ; he commanded the armies; his word was 
law. In the rugged but expressive words of an 
old Spanish writer, whom Mr. Prescott, according 
to his usage, has discarded into his notes, as out 
of harmony with his smoother text—‘‘ If he would 
kill a hundred thousand Indians, there was no one 
in the kingdom who dared to say he should not do 
it.” 

The inca maintained, in some respects, the se- 
cluded state of an Oriental despot ; in others he 
was the accessible sovereign of his people. His 
royal progress, which took place at intervals 
throughout the realm, and was conducted with a 
magnificence which taxes the gorgeous language 
of Mr. Prescott to describe, was likewise that of a 
feudal sovereign holding his courts of justice, in 
which he, the sole judge of appeal, received all 
petitions for redress of grievances, and all com- 
plaints against the regular tribunals. The royal 
palanquin, it is said, was borne in turn by a thou- 
sand nobles, who were honored by this service. 
‘* Tradition long commemorated the spots at which 
he halted; and the simple people of the country 
held them in reverence as places consecrated by 
the presence of an inca.”’—(p. 25.) 

The inca must be born of the purest royal or 
rather divine race. As with the Egyptian kings, 
the wife of the inca was his sister; no one more 
remote was worthy of giving an heir to the elder 
lineage of the sun. The heir was made over to 
the care of the wise men, and exposed to the 
rigors of a kind of Spartan discipline, hard fare, 
athletic exercises, mimic combat. But on the 
throne he had not merely the pomp and power, he 
had all the voluptuousness of the oriental despot. 
The coya, or queen, had the dignity, but not more 
than the dignity, of a royal consort. King Solo- 
mon, or the most splendid sultan in Bagdad, in 
Delhi, or in Constantinople, had not a more 
crowded harem, more luxurious gardens, more 
green and crystal-watered groves, certainly not 
such lavish prodigality of gold and silver orna- 
ments, as the residence of the inca in the favorite 
valley of Yucay. Among his chief privileges was 
the selection of as many subordinate wives as he 
pleased from among the Virgins of the Sun. 
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This monastic institution of the ‘‘ Brides of the 
Sun’’ is but another illustration of the universality 
of the religious sentiment, and the form which it 
takes at certain phases of human society. The 
Vestals of Rome, and of some of the earlier Asi- 
atic religions, the Budhist monasteries, the nunner- 
ies of the Roman Catholic world, find their anti- 
types in Peru. In two remarkable particulars the 
Virgin of the Sun bore a curious resemblanee to 
the Vestal of Rome: her duty was to watch a 
sacred fire; the punishment of unchastity was to 
be buried alive. ‘* Her lover, indeed, m Peru, was 
not merely an object of religions horror, be was to 
be strangled, the town or village in which he lived 
to be razed to the ground, and sowed with stones,”’ 
80 as to efface the memory of his existence. In all 
other respects (excepting the royal privilege of the 
incas) chastity was maintained with the most jeal- 
ous rigor, though without that austere and ascetic 
discipline which has been thought in other reli- 
gious systems its only safe guardian. Though 
these maidens were jealously secluded from the 
conversation of men, (no one but the inea and his 
queen might enter the sacred precincts,) their 
dwellings were sumptuous and richly furnished, 
the vessels and utensils of gold and silver. Yet 
it might seem that the whole property of the god, 
including this fair bevy of attendants, was the 
property of the inca. One great establishment in 
Cuzco, which is said to have contained fifteen 
hundred virgins of the royal blood of the incas, 
undefiled with any baser admixture, under the care 
of aged matrons, all instructed in weaving fine 
wool for the services of the temple, and in other 
such works for the use of the incas—was likewise 
a nursery for the royal seraglio. The most beau- 
tiful were chosen for this honor; and if the king 
af any time was disposed to lessen the number of 
his establishment, the discarded lady did not re- 
turn to her convent, but to her family home, 
where she was an object of profound reverence to 
the people, as having been the concubine of the 
inca. 

The death of the inca alone seemed to darken 
into the most awful cruelty the character of this 
gentle people—his honor must be maintained in 
the grave ; nothing which had been privileged by 
his intimate use must be desecrated after his de- 
parture. The great Tartar practice of burying 
treasures or implements of war, and of immolating 
on the grave of the chieftain all his menial attend- 
ants, was adopted in Peru; while the suttees on 
the banks of the Ganges might have beheld with 
jealousy the hundreds of concubines who eagerly 
achieved ‘* conjugal martyrdom.” 

The government was an absolute despotism, but 
a despotism which condescended to parental care 
over the whole people. Never has centralization 
been carried to such an extent; never did the ad- 
ministration so completely rule the destinies, pre- 
ascribe the occupations, regulate the labor, provide 
for and allot the subsistence of the whole commu- 
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manufacturer, the one great poor-law commissioner, 
or rather poer-law guardian—Mr. Chadwick him- 
self could not have wished te have matters more 
his own way. There was first a triple division of 
the land. ‘‘ The whole terrXory was divided into 
three parts, one for the sun, another for the inca, 
and the last for the people.” Wherever royal 
prowess added a new provinee to the empire, this 
triple division, like that of the Gothie eonquerors 
in Europe, became the law; but the proportion 
varied according to the amount of population, and 
the greater or less amount of land consequently 
required for the support of the inhabitants. The 
lands of the sun were the eburch lands, and pro- 
vided for the solemnities of publie wership; the 
share of the inca was the royal domain, whieh fur- 
nished the civil hst of the monarch and his royal 
house ; the third was assigned te the people. This 
last property, if we are to believe our authorities, 
was resumed and repartitioned at the close of every 
year. Every Peruvian was bound to marry at a 
certain period ; the all-pervadmg state chose him 
a wife; on his marriage he recetved a portion of 
land suffierent for his maintenance, whieh was in- 
creased upon the birth of each child, ‘‘ the amount 
for a son being double that of a daughter ;” but 
the new annual distribution cut off this allowance, 
in case of the diminution of the family. The 
curacas, the aristocracy, only reeeived a larger 
proportion in consideration of their dignity. Buz 
the state was not merely the proprietor of the land, 
it was the proprietor of the laber of the people- 
The three divisions of the land were cultivated by 
the people, in regular succession. First, that of 
the chureh—then, by a provision which, m its 
spirit, reminds us of some of the gentler ordinances 
of the Mosaic law, that of the impotent poor, the 
old, the widow, and the orphan, and that of sol- 
diers employed in the service of the state. The 
people next worked each his own plot of ground, 
but with a general obligation to mutual assistance 
when any circumstance—the burden of a young 
and numerous family, for example—might demand 
it. Mr. Prescott quotes from Garcilasso de la 
Vega the case of an Indian being hanged for tilling 
the land of a great man, a curaca, one of his own 
kindred, before that of the poor. 

“ Lastly, they cultivated the lands of the inca. 
This was done with great ceremony by the whole 
population in a body. At break of day, they were 
summoned together by proclamation from some 
neighboring tower or eminence, and all the mhab- 
itants of the district—men, women, and children— 
appeared dressed in their gayest apparel, bedecked 
with their little store of finery and ornaments, as it 
for some great jubilee. They went through the 
labors of the day with the same joyous spirit, chant- 
ing their popular ballads, which commemorated the 
heroic deeds of the incas, regulating their move- 
ments by the measure of the chant, and all mingling 
in the chorus, of which the word hailli, or ‘ tri- 
amph,’ was usually the burden. These national 
airs had something soft and pleasing in their char- 
acter, that recommended them to the Spaniards ; 
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fortunate natives with melancholy satisfaction, as it 
called up recollections of the past, when their days 
glided peacefully away under the sceptre of the 
incas.’ —p. 47. 

Garcilasso assigns a magnanimous motive for 
this postponement of the cultivation of the royal 
lands :—‘‘ The inca always preferred the tillage 
of his subjects before his own, it being their sure 
maxim, that the happiness of the prince depends 
on the presperity of the people, without which they 
become unable to serve him either in times of war 
or peace.” (Ryoext’s Translation, p. 133.) 

The state was likewise the great manufacturer, 
or rather superintendent of the one universal do- 
mestic manufacture. All the vast flocks of llamas 
which wandered over the Sierras were the property 
of the incas. The care with which their breeding 
and management were conducted, excited the as- 
tonishment ef the Spaniards. The wool was laid 
up in public stores, and thea distributed to the 
people, whe were compelled (down to the women 
and children) to spin, and make their own clothes. 
The mines were likewise royalties. The miners 
and the artisans were all under the same official 
control, obliged to furnish a certain quota of labor 
to the public service. All occupations were strictly 
hereditary ; each followed the art or profession of 
his father. Everything was done by command 
and by the sound of the trumpet. Every work 
was assigned by the overseer, who watched over 
its careful fulfilment, from the manuring and tilling 
of the soil by the able-bodied in the fields, to the 
spinning of the women and children in the private 
chamber. Publie authority thus ruled the whole 
course of Peruvian life. A regular system of 
registration, and a periodical survey of the whole 
ternitery, institutions which from the days of the 
Roman empire to our own have been hardly known 
. in the most civilized regions of the world, com- 
pleted the system of superintendence and control. 
The whole society was a machime, regulated by a 
constitued order, and wrought, it should seem, into 
the habits and character of the people. The great 
secret of poor-law administration seems to have 
been diseovered. “‘ No one,” we read, “ at least 
_ mone but the decrepit and the sick, was allowed to 
eat the bread of idleness. While industry was 
publicly commended and stimulated by rewards, 
idleness was a erime in the eye of the law, and as 
such severely punished.” 

Ta this sentenee, however, the manner in which 
idleness was prevented is not very distinetly de- 
scribed. Mr. Preseott’s gentle and harmonious 
phrases would hardly admit the vulgar fact, as it 
appears in the old Spanish authorities. In truth, 
as in the halcyon days of Queen Elizabeth, to which 
the tender-hearted enemies of the new poorlaw 
look back with such soft regret, inetead of the 
work-house test, that is, confinement, with better 
food than the obstinate pauper could obtain out of 
its wails, there was Bridewell and a sound whip- 
ping at the discretion or the indiscretion of Dog- 
berry, of the jailer, or at beet of Justice Overdo— 
so in Pern, the overseers were armed with an nn- 
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limited power of flogging the lazy and stubborn 
into industry and obedience. How far this instru- 
ment of authority differed in weight and sharpness 
from that of the modern slave-driver does not trans- 
pire. Yet the law, and usage more powerful than 
Faw, especially in the mines, regulated the succes- 
sion of labor with such provident care that none were 
worked beyond their strength, or their equitable 
proportion. The state assumed the full right to 
enact ten hours’ bills, and such humane provisions. 

A stange, unprecedented, unparalleled Utopia! 
—where lands were improved to the highest state 
of productiveness, without the incitement of indi- 
vidual property in those lands, or in the produce 
of individual labor; where no one could improve 
his condition, yet contributed cheerfully, or under 
moderate compulsion, his full share of industry to 
the public stock ; where free labor seems to have 
discharged the duty of slave labor; where great 
public granaries, in which large portions of the 
produce were laid up, while they anticipated the 
pressure of adverse seasons, and relieved the land 
from any apprehension of famine, in no way, like 
the largesses and distributions in Rome, encour- 
aged indolence or wasteful recklessness ; where, 
with absolute anti-Malthusian statutes to enforce 
marriage, no redundant population appears to have 
encumbered society; where a despotism, a war- 
like and a conquering despotism, regarded, before 
its own resources of wealth and power, the sick 
and destitute; where new territories were con- 
stantly added by war to the dominions of the sov- 
ereign, yet at ence shared in all the beneficent ad- 
ministration of the predominant people ; where 
even religious bigotry conquered without persecu- 
tion. Throughout their growing empire the incas 
established their own superstition, but, like the 
Romans, they awarded to the captive gods of the 
vanquished nations a place in the great Pantheon 
of Cuzco, and allowed the minds of the new tribes 
time to expand to the higher worship of the sun. 
The ineas, too, like the Romans, subjugated the more 
savage tribes by means of their more polished lan- 
guage. The Quichua was established in the prov- 
inees as the language of law and public adminis- 
tration. 

The nature of the country in which arose this 
singular social system makes it, if possible, still 
more extraordinary. Peru offers a curious vague 
and general resemblance to the Holy Land. Some 
districts of great natural fertility were environed by 
sandy deserts, with hardly aay streams of water, and 
requiring artificial irrigation. ‘There were extensive 
regions suited for the pasture of flocke—mountain 
ranges only to be cultivated in terracee—but all 
was on the vast seale of South American nature. 
The mountains which were to be searped into these 
hanging gardens and broad plateaus were the vast 
Andes; the ravines which must be bridged, in 
order to connect the country by roads, were some 
of them s0 abrupt and profound that, according to 
Humboldt, Vesuvius or the Puy de Dome, placed 
within the chasm, would not reach the summit of 
the defile. The eultivation of the land was as 
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artificial as the social system. Our agriculturists 
must be informed, that the three principal means 
by which the Peruvians triumphed over their sterile 
and ungrateful soil, were by draining, by irngation, 
and by guano ! 

The public works, the fortresses, the roads, and 
the bridges attested the care of the government for 
the security and the convenience of the people. 
The ruins of fortresses still remain, astonishing 
from their solidity, considering that the use of iron 
was unknown, and that the vast masses of which 
they were composed must, apparently, have been 
transported by manual strength to great distances. 
If the great roads, in their width and extent, will 
bear no comparison to those by which Rome con- 
nected her subject provinces with the capital—if 
they were only intended for the Mamas to carry 
their burthens—they passed through and over 
mountain passes which Roman engineering would 
hardly have attempted to surmount. Chasms were 
crossed by suspension bridges, at which even 
the heads of our Brunels and Stephensons might 
turn giddy, and made of materials on which, with 
all their boldness and ingenuity, they would hardly, 
with the fear of coroners’ juries before them, ven- 
ture the lives of her majesty’s subjects. With al? 
this, the astronomical knowledge of the Peruvians 
was lower than that of the Aztecs; their quipus, 
the cords by which alone they kept accounts and 
registered events—their only art of writing and 
public press—were many degrees below the pic- 
ture hieroglyphics of Mexico. One thing will per- 
haps astonish the modern reader more than all the 
rest: with all this advanced civilization, this pro- 
gress in certain arts, and with the vast quantity of 
the precious metals, of which they made their 
utensils and their ornaments, they were altogether 
ignorant of money! Gold and silver, which they 
obtained with some rude and imperfect art, and 
wrought with considerable skill and ingenuity into 
their rings, bracelets, and vessels, were used for such 
purposes alone. The incas had a royalty over all 
these treasures, but with no notion of coining them 
into a circulating medium for trade or barter. 

Is all this history or romance—a legend or an 
imaginary Utopia? We have the strange alterna- 
tive of accepting the account as in its general out- 
line at least, for historic verity, or of charging all 
the old Spanish writers with a degree of invention 
and of creative power of which in other respects 
they seem entirely guiltless. We must suppose 
them to have entered into a conspiracy to elevate 
the character of the people whom they were tram- 
pling under foot—and to place in darker relief the 
cruelty, the treachery, and the rapacity of their 
own countrymen, by showing the innocent and 
happy polity which they destroyed. ‘They were 
suggesting to others, even if they closed their own 
eyes in obstinate blindness, the perilous compari- 
son between the effects of their own religion, and 
what might almost seem the more holy and benef- 
icent idolatry of the Peruvians. Many, indeed, of 
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whole Peruvian polity, with its wiedom and hap- 
pinese, to the wicked devices of Satan, who would 
by this means, by thus building up a social fabric 
of such unexceptionable excellence, commend the 
cause of heathenism. For it is not merely Garci- 
lassso de la Vega, the boasted descendant of the 
incas, who has thus painted the Saturnian age of 
his forefathers. We can remember, indeed, the 
bewilderment, the perplexity, the involuntary scep- 
ticism with which, in the days of our youth, we 
explored the ‘‘ Royal Commentaries,” be it con- 
fessed (the original being unattainable) in the cum- 
brous and blundering English of old Sir Paul 
Rycaut, still doubting whether we were in the 
midst of Plato’s Atlantis, or of the Arabian Nights. 
But, as Mr. Prescott justly observes, Garcilasso has 
added but little, if anything, to the accounts of the 
earliest writers, some of whom, as Acosta and Blas 
de Valera, he cites as his authorities; and Mr. 
Prescott has added to the mass of evidence that of 
two remarkable, and it should seem peculiarly 
trustworthy, testimonies. Juan de Sarmiento was 
president of the council of the Indies. He visited 
Peru at the time when the administration of Gasca 
had established peace by the discomfiture and death 
of the last of the Pizarros. He professed to have 
gathered the materials of his work from the best 
instructed of the inca race who had survived the 
Conquest. The Relacion of Sarmiento is still 
among the unpublished treasures of the Escorial. 
A second authority is that of an eminent jurist, 
Polo de Ondegardo, who resided at Lima about the 
same period; he appears to have beer a wise and 
good man, to have acquired deserved popularity 
among the Indians, and to have given excellent 
advice as well as valuable information to succes- 
sive viceroys; as a magistrate he had the best op- 
portunities of studying the institutions of the coun- 
try. Ondcgardo’s work was consulted by Herrera, 
but has not been printed. For his MS. copies 
both of it and Sarmiento, Mr. Prescott was in- 
debted to Mr. O. Rich. ‘The most singular testi- 
mony, however, to the social condition of the 
Peruvians, is the preamble to the will of Mancio 
Sierra Lejesama, the last survivor of the early 
Spanish conquerors, printed in the appendix of 
Mr. Prescott. It is a death-bed confession, partly, 
no doubt, intended to expiate the soldier's sins, 
but partly, we hope, drawn up under a feeling of 
genuine compassion for the people whose mild and 
parental government he had contributed to over- 
throw, in order to subjugate them to the iron 
tyranny of the Spaniard. Mr. Prescott has pre- 
served it in the old Spanish ; but we think it worth 
while to trans}ate the most striking passages :-— 
‘¢ For many years I have earnestly desired to ren- 
der this information to my sovereign Lord King 
Philip, that most Catholic and Christian monarch, 
for the relief of my soul. I, who took so great part 
in the discovery, conquest, and settlement of that 
realm, of which we have deprived its lords the incas, 
in order to place it under the crown of Spain, would 
have his majesty know, that the said incas governed 
the land in such a manner, that there was neither 
robber nar vicious man, nor mano of pleasure, nor 
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adulteress or prostitute in the ‘land; that no one 
was allowed to live an immoral life; that all the 
people had their honest and industrious callings ; 
that the mountains and mines, the pastures, the 
chases, and the woods, were governed and distrib- 
uted so that each had his own without hindrance or 
law-suit; that the wars, though frequent, did not 
interrupt the commerce of the land, nor the com- 
merce the tillage of the soil; that all, from the 
highest to the lowest, kept their place and order ; 
that the incas were obeyed as men of consummate 
wisdom and excellent government, as well as all 
their rulers and captains.” 


The testator goes on to lament bitterly the effect 
of the evil example set this blameless people by 
his countrymen :— 


“« That whereas the Indian, if he had a hundred 
thousand pounds of gold or silver in his house, would 
leave his door open, or only fastened with a stick or 
a peg of wood, to show that the master was absent, 
and no one would think of entering, or of touching 
the property; but when these Indians saw that we 

ut up strong doors with locks, they thought it was 
or fear of our lives, lest they should kill us—they 
could not believe that it was against robbery and for 
the protection of property. hen they found that 
there were thieves among us, and seducers of their 
women, they began to hold us in contempt. But 
the natives have unhappily been so ruined by our 
bad example, that there is Rardly a virtuous woman 
left.” 

The good old soldier, the last, he says, of the 
conquerors, earnestly entreats the king to interfere 
for the relief of his conscience; and humbly im- 
plores pardon of God for his share in these in- 
iquities. 

Mr. Prescott could not but be struck with the 
contrast between these ancient institutions of South 
America and those of his own country. In the 
former case there seems to have been the least 
possible freedom, and that freedom among the least 
possible number of the people; and yet, if human 
happiness consist in security of life and property, 
in the certainty of subsistence and clothing, in or- 
der and in peaee, the great Benthamite test, of 
é the greatest happiness of the greatest number,” 
seems to have been more nearly approached than 
in eountries of much higher eivilization. In the 
latter, in the United States, the great experiment 
of allowing the least possible power to the govern- 
ment, and the most absolute individual freedom, is 
the basis of the socia] system. Mr. Prescott would 
willingly hold the balance with a steady hand ; 
and even he, as is shown by a few pregnant words 
at the close of our next extract, cannot contemplate 
without some awe the solution of this mighty prob- 
Jem, of which our children may see the issue :— 


+ A philosopher of a later time, warmed by the 
contemplation of the picture, which his own fancy 
had colored, of public prosperity and private happi- 
ness under the rule of the incas, pronounces ‘ the 
moral man in Peru far superior to the European.’ 
Yet such results are scarcely reconcilable with the 
theory of the government I have attempted to ana- 
lyze. Where there is no free agency there can be 
no morality. Where there is no temptation there 
ean be little claim to virtue. Where the routine is 
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rigorously prescribed by law, the law, and not the 
man, must have the credit of the conduct. If that 
government is the best which is felt the least, which 
encroaches on the natural liberty of the subject only 
so far as is essential to civil subordination, then of 
all governments devised by man the Peruvian has 
the least real claim to our admiration. 

“ Tt is not easy to comprehend the genius and the 
full import of institutions so opposite to those of a 
free republic, where every man, however humble 
his condition, may aspire to the highest honors of 
the state—may select his own career, and carve 
out his fortune in his own way; where the light of 
knowledge, instead of being concentrated on a chosen 
few, is shed abroad like the light of day, and suf- 
fered to fall equally on the poor and the rich ; where 
the collision of man with man wakens a generous 
emulation that calls out latent talent and tasks the 
energies to the utmost; where consciousness of in- 
dependence gives a feeling of self-reliance unknown 
to the timid subjects of a despotism; where, in 
short, the government is made for men—not as in 
Peru, where man seemed to be made only tor the 
government. The New World is the theatre on 
which these two political systems, so opposite in 
their character, have been carried into operation. 
The empire of the incas has passed away and left 
no trace. Theother great experiment is still going 
on—the experiment which is to solve the problem, 
so long contested in the Old World, of the capacity 
of man for self-government. Alas for humanity if 
it should fail.”’—Vol. i., pp. 157, 158. 

To the romance of the Peruvian civil polity 
succeeds the romance of the Conquest. ‘‘ A bas- 
tard, (in the words of Robertaon,) a foundling, and 
a priest’’—Pizarro, Almagro, and De Luque, hav- 
ing heard some vague and doubtful rumors of a 
great empire, equal in extent and superior in wealth 
to that of Mexico, which had already fallen under 
the arms of Cortez, enter into a solemn compact 
for the conquest and the partition of this unknown 
El Dorado. After difficulties which might have 
broken the spirits of less than Spanish adventurers, 
which would have quelled any motives but that 
strange confederacy of chivalrous passion for ad- 
venture, with avarice and religious zeal; after 
disasters and sufferings before which many shrunk 
back, and it is only surprising that any held on 
their etern course, Pizarro throws himself into the 
midst of thia vast and organized empire, whose 
sovereign might easily have mustered a hundred 
thousand warriors——with less than two hundred 
men, worn out with fatigue and disaster, imper- 
fectly armed—including in his force only three 
arquebuaeiers, less than twenty croas-bowmen, and 
at most sixty-seven horsemen—and with an utter 
impossibility of retreat—and Pizarro becomes mas- 
ter of Peru! 

The history of this conquest is wanting, indeed, 
in the perils, vicissitudes, the incredible feats of 
valor, the more incredible command displayed by 
Cortez over the minds of his own countrymen ; as 
when he boldly confronts a superior officer, a 
Spaniard of name and rank, with a royal commis- 
sion, who had come to deprive him of all the fruits 
of his valor, and marches off at the head of his 
rival's army to achieve his own work. There is 
nothing of that desperate fighting along the cause- 
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ways, the naval battles on the lake, the great 
temple soaring above the bloody tumult, and dis- 
playing before the Spaniards the offering of their 
captive brothers upon the altar. All in Peru, after 
the tremendous passage of the Cordillera is achieved 
by one audacious act of the most consummate 
treachery, by one unresisted massacre, followed by 
the barbarous execution, out of disappointed or 
unglutted avarice, of the last of the incas. In 
comparison with Cortez, Pizarro, with all his in- 
conceivable daring, is but a treacherous and vulgar 
ruffian ; nor does the same melancholy and pro- 
tracted interest which dwelt on the fate of the 
gentle Montezuma attach to the less blamcless, 
less generous Atahuallpa. The division of the 
kingdom—the rivalry between Huascar, the legit- 
imate heir, and Atahuallpa, the son of a concubine 
invested irregularly by his father’s favoritism with 
the dominion of one half of it—with the civil war 
between the brothers, smoothed the way, nu doubt, 
for the European conquest; but after all, on the 
one act, the seizure of Atahuallpa, who had ulti- 
mately prevailed over Huascar, turned the whole 
destiny of the empire. And it is the highest 
praise of Mr. Prescott, that, by his skilful treat- 
ment, by the unfailing life of his narrative, by his 
happy arrangement and disposition of incidents, by 
his tried dramatic power, he has thrown an inter- 
est hardly less exciting over this less lofty and 
moving story than over the fall of Mexico. He 
has even prolonged the interest after the fall of the 
empire, aud related so well the civil wars among 
the Spaniards, the furious strife of the wild beasts 
for their prey—has represented so justly, and 
judged so equably, the conduct of all the contend- 
ing parties—the strife of Pizarro and Almagro, 
the fate of the whole race of Pizarro, until the 
final settlement by the wise and politic Gasca— 
that we can most conscientiously recommend to 
our readers this present work as indispensable to 
complete that long and expanding line of English 
histories, which is gradually appropriating to itself 
as far as English readers are concerned, the annals 
of most nations and of the most important events 
in the chronicles of mankind. 

In order to justify this praise, and in confidence 
that the reader will not content himself with a few 
broken passages from a book of which the great 
charm is the continuity of the story, we shall 
copy at length his description of the fatal visit 
which the sovereign, after much hesitation, con- 
sented to make to these strangers, whom he had 
received, if with some secret jealousy and mis- 
trust, yet with all outward courtesy and hospitality. 
The city in which Pizarro had quartered himself 
was Caxamalca. 


‘¢ It was not long before sunset when the van of 
the royal procession entered the gates of the city. 
First came some hundreds of the menials, employed 
to clear the path from every obstacle, and singing 
songs of triumph as they came, ‘which, in our 
ears,’ says one of the conquerors, ‘ sounded like the 
songs of hell!’ Then followed other bodies of dif- 
ferent ranks, and dressed in different liveries, Some 
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wore a showy stuff, checkered white and red, like 
the squarcs of a chess-board ; others were clad in 
pure white, bearing hammers or maces of silver or 
copper; and the guards, together with those in 
immediate attendance on the prince, were distin- 
guished by a rich azure livery, and a profusion of 
gay ornaments, while the large pendants attached 
to the ears indicated the Peruvian noble. 

« Elevated high above his vassals came the inca 
Atahuallpa, borne on a sedan or open litter, on 
which was a sort of throne made of massive gold of 
inestimable value. The palanquin was lined with 
the richly colored plumes of tropical birds, and 
studded with shining plates of gold and silver. 
Round his neck was suspended a collar of emeralds, 
of uncommon size and brilliancy. His short hair 
was decorated with golden ornaments, and the 
imperial borla encircled his temples. The bearing 
of the inca was sedate and dignified ; and from his 
lofty station he looked down on the multitudes 
below with an air of composure, like one accustomed 
to command. 

“ As the leading files of the procession entered 
the great square, larger, says an old chronicler, than 
any square in Spain, they opened to the right and 
left for the royal retinue to pass. Everything was 
conducted with admirable order. The monarch 
was permitted to traverse the p/aza m silence, and 
not a Spaniard was to be seen. When some five or 
six thousand of his people had entered the place, 
Atahuallpa halted, and, turning round with an 
inquiring look, demanded, ‘Where are the 
strangers ?” 

“ At this moment Fray Vicente de Valverde, a 
Dominican friar, Pizarro’s chaplain, and afterwards 
Bishop of Cuzco, came forward with his breviary, 
or, as other accounts say, a Bible, in one hand, and 
a crucifix in the other, and, approaching the inca, 
told him, that he came by order of his commander 
to expound to him the doctrines of the true faith, 
for which purpose the Spaniards had come from a 
great distance to his country. The friar then ex- 
plained, as nearly as he could, the mysterious doe- 
trine of the trinity, and, ascending high in his 
account, began with the creation of man, thenee 
ae to his fall, to his subsequent redemption by 

esus Christ, to the crucifixion, and the ascension, 
when the Saviour left the apostle Peter as his vice- 
gerent upon earth. This power had been trans- 
mitted to the successors of the apostle, good and 
wise men, who, under the title of popes, held 
authority over all powers and potentates on earth. 
One of the last of these popes had commissioned the 
Spanish emperor, the most mighty monarch in the 
world, to conquer and convert the natives in this 
western hemisphere; and his general, Francisco 
Pizarro, had now come to execute this important 
mission. ‘The friar concluded with beseeching the 
Peruvian monarch to receive him kindly ; to abjure 
the errors of his own faith, and embrace that of the 
Christians now proffered to him, the only one by 
which he could hope for salvation; and, further- 
more, to acknowledge himself a tributary of the 
emperor Charles the fifth, who, in that event, would 
aid and protect him as his Joyal vassal. 

‘¢ Whether Atahuallpa possessed himself of every 
link in the curious chain of argument by which the 
monk connected Pizarro with St. Peter, may be 
doubted. It is certain, however, that he must have 
had very incorrect notions of the trinity, if, as Gar- 
cilasso states, the interpreter Felipillo explained it 
by saying, that ‘the Christians believed in three 
Gods and one God, and that made four.’ But 
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there is no doubt he perfectly comprehended that 
the drift of the discourse was to persuade him to 
resign his sceptre and acknowledge the supremacy 
of another. 

t‘ The eyes of the Indian monarch flashed fire, 
and his dark brow grew darker, as he replied, ‘I 
will be no man’s tributary! I am greater than any 
prince apon earth. Your emperor may be a great 
prince; I do not doubt it, when I see that he has 
sent his subjects so far across the waters; and I 
am willing to hold him as a brother. As for the 
pope of whom you speak, he must be crazy to talk 
of giving away countries which do not belong to 
him. For my faith,’ he continued, ‘I will not 
change it. Your own God, as you say, was put to 
death by the very men whom he created. But 
mine,’ he concluded, pointing to his deity—then, 
alas! sinking in glory behind the mountains— my 
God still lives in the heavens, and looks down on 
his children.’ ? 

“ He then demanded of Valverde by what author- 
ity he had said these things. The friar pointed to 
the book which he held as his authority. Atahu- 
allpa, taking it, turned over the pages a moment, 
, then, as the insult he had received probably flashed 

across his mind, he threw it down with vehemence, 
and exclaimed, ‘ Tell your comrades that they shall 
give me an account of their doings in my land. I 
will not go from here till they have made me full 
satisfaction for all the wrongs they have commit- 
ted.’ 

‘The friar, greatly scandalized by the indignity 
offered to the sacred volume, stayed only to pick it 
up, and, hastening to Pizarro, informed him of what 


had been done, exclaiming at the same time, ‘ Do | S 


you not see, that, while we stand here wasting our 
breath in talking with this dog, full of pride as he 
is, the fields are filling with Indians? Set on at 
once; I absolve you.’ Pizarro saw that the hour 
had come. He waved a white scarf in the air, the 
appointed signal. The fatal gun was fired from the 
fortress. Then springing into the square, the 
Spanish captain and his followers shouted the old 
war-cry of ‘St. Jago and at them!’ It was an- 
swered by the battle-cry of every Spaniard in the 
city, as, rushing from the avenucs of the great halls 
in which they were concealed, they poured into the 
plaza, horse and foot, each in his own dark column, 
and threw themselves into the midst of the Indian 
crowd. The latter, taken by surprise, stunned by 
the report of artillery and muskets, the echoes of 
which reverberated like thunder from the surround- 
ing buildings, and blinded by the smoke which 
rolled in sulphureous volumes along the square, 
were seized with a panic. They knew not whither 
to fly for refuge from the coming ruin. Nobles and 
commoners—all were trampled down under the 
fierce charge of the cavalry, who dealt their blows 
right and left, without sparing ; while their swords, 
flashing through the thick gloom, carried dismay 
into the hearts of the wretched natives, who now, 
for the first time, saw the horse and his rider in all 
their terrors. They made no resistance—as, indeed, 
they had no weapons with which to make it. 
Every avenue to escape was closed, for the entrance 
to the square was choked up with the dead bodies 
of men who had perished in vain efforts to fly ; and 
such was the agony of the survivors under the ter- 
rible pressure of their assailants, that a large body 
of Indians, by their convulsive struggles, burst 
through the wall of stone and dried clay which 
formed part of the boundary of the plaza! It fell, 
leaving an opening of more than a hundred paces, 
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through which multitudes now found their way 
into the heap still hotly pursued by the cavalry, 
who, leaping the fallen rubbish, hung on the rear 
of the fugitives, striking them down in all direc- 
tuons. 

« Meanwhile the fight, or rather massacre, con- 
tinued hot around the inca, whose person was the 
great object of the assault. His faithful nobles, 
rallying about him, threw themselves in the way 
of the assailants, and strove, by tearing them from 
their saddles, or, at least, by offering their own 
bosoms as a mark for their vengeance, to shield their 
beloved master. It is said by some authorities, 
that they carried weapons concealed under their 
clothes. If so, it availed them little, as it is not 
pretended that they used them. But the most 
timid animal will defend itself when at bay. That 
they did not so in the present instance is proof 
that they had no weapons to use. Yet they still 
continued to force back the cavaliers, clinging to 
their horses with dying grasp, and, as one was cut 
down, another taking the place of his fallen com- 
rade with a loyalty truly affecting. 

‘“ The Indian monarch, stunned and bewildered, 
saw his faithful subjects falling round him without 
hardly comprehending his situation. The litter on’ 
which he rode heaved to and fro, as the mighty 
press swayed backwards and forwards; aad he 
gazed on the overwhelming ruin, like some forlorn 
mariner, who, tossed about in his bark by the furi- 
ous elements, sees the lightning’s flash and hears 
the thunder bursting around him, with the con- 
sciousness that he can do nothing to avert his fate. 
At length, weary with the work of destruction, the 
iards, as the shades of evening grew deeper, 
felt afraid that the royal prize might, after all, elude 
them ; and some of the cavaliers made a desperate 
attempt to end the affray at once by taking Atahu- 
allpa’s life. But Pizarro, who was nearest his 
person, called out with stentorian voice, ‘ Let no 
one, who values his life, strike at the inca;’ and, 
stretching out his arm to shield him, received a 
wound on the hand from one of his own men—the 
only wound received by a Spaniard in the action. 

‘‘The struggle now became fiercer than ever 
round the royal litter. It reeled more and more, 
and at length several of the nobles who supported 
it having been slain, it was overturned, and the 
Indian prince would have come with violence to the 
ground, had not his fall been broken by the efforts 
of Pizarro and some other of the cavaliers, who 
caught him in their arms. The imperial borla was 
instantly snatched from his temples by a soldier 
named te, and the unhappy monarch, strongly 
secured, was removed to a neighboring building, 
where he was carefully guarded. 

‘¢ All attempt at resistance now ceased. The 
fate of the inca soon spread over town and coun- 
try. The charm which might have held the Peru- 
vians together was dissolved. Every man thought 
only of his own safety. Even the soldiery encamped 
on the adjacent fields took the alarm, and, learn- 
ing the fatal tidings, were seen flying in, every 
direction before their pursuers, who in the heat 
of triumph showed no touch of mercy. At length 
night, more pitiful than man, threw her friendly 
mantle over the fugitives, and the scattered troops 
of Pizarro rallied once more at the sound of the 
trumpet in the bloody square of Caxamalca.”’— 
Vol. i., pp. 376—385. 


The price offered by the Peruvian king for his 
ransom was an error as fatal as his trust in the 
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honor and truth of the Spaniard. As if avarice 
knew satiety !—as if any draught, however copi- 
ous, could slake the thirst for gold! To the In- 
dian, no doubt, who prized gold and silver but as 
splendid ornaments, as gorgeous and dazzling ap- 
pendages of his royal state~-of whom it could not 
be said, ‘* effodiuntur opes irritamenta malorum’’ 
—the deep passion of the European for that 
which was to him power, luxury, even religion, 
by which he might pamper his body with every 
indulgence, and purchase the redemption of his 
soul, was, no doubt, utterly inconceivable. The 
inca thought that he was making a wise sacrifice 
of some of his pomp ; and that the strangers, so 
gratified in this unaccountable desire for that which 
his mines might restore in no long time, would 
depart and leave the realm in peace; at all events, 
that they would respect a solemn covenant ; that 
he should regain that freedom which he had 
so rashly impeniled, be able to place himself at the 
head of his subjects, and so prevent the dangerous 
designs (the only designs of which he had a dis- 
tinct comprehension) of his native rival, the next 
legitimate heir in succession after Huascar. Mr. 
Prescott thus relates the dazzling proposition 
which he made to Pizarro :— 


t In the hope, therefore, to effect his purpose by 
appealing to the avarice of his keepers, he one day 
told Pizarro, that if he would set him free, he would 
engage to cover the floor of the apartment on which 
they stood with gold. Those present listened with 
an incredulous smile; and as the inca received no 
answer, he said, with some emphasis, that ‘ he 
would not merely cover the floor, but would fill the 
room with gold as high as he could reach ;’ and, 
standing on tiptoe, he stretched out his hand against 
the wall. All stared with amazement; while they 
regarded it as the insane boast of a man too eager 
to procure his liberty to weigh the meaning of his 
words. Yet Pizarro was sorely perplexed. As 
he had advanced into the country, much that he 
had seen, and all that he had heard, had confirmed 
the dazzling reports first received of the riches of 
Peru. Atahuallpa himself had given him the most 
glowing picture of the wealth of the capital, where 
the roofs of the temples were plated with gold, 
while the walls were hung with tapestry, and the 
floors inlaid with tiles of the same precious metal. 
There must be some foundation for all this. At all 
events, it was safe to accede to the inca’s proposi- 
tion ; since, by so doing, he could collect at once 
all the gold at his disposal, and thus prevent it 
being purloined or secreted by the natives. He 
therefore acquiesced in Atahuallpa’s offer; and, 
drawing a red line along the wall at the height 
which the inca had indicated, he caused the terms 
of the proposal to be duly recorded by the notary. 
The apartment was about seventeen feet broad, by 
twenty-two feet long, and the line round the walls 
was nine feet from the floor. This space was to 
be filled with gold; but it was understood that the 
gold was not to be melted down into ingots, but to 
retain the original form of the articles into which 
it was manufactured, that the inca might have the 
benefit of the space which they occupied. He fur- 
ther agreed to fill an adjoining room, of smaller 
dimensions, twice full with silver, in like manner; 
and he demanded two months to accomplish all 
this.””—Vol. i., pp. 393—395. 
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The inca kept his word to an extent which 
even Spanish rapacity could hardly anticipate. It 
does not appear whether the test of piling the 
treasure brought in, so as to ascertain whether it 
filled the stipulated space in the chamber, actually 
took place. Mach of it, Mr. Prescott says, was 
sent in thin plates, which had been stripped from 
the walls of the temples, aud therefore did not 
occupy much room, aad this turned to the dis- 
advantage of the inca. But Mr. Prescott ealcu- 
lates the total amount of the gold, when melted 
into bars of an uniform standard, (the reeasting 
consumed a fu} month,) as equivalent, adowing 
for the greater value of money in the sixteenth 
century, to three millions and a half sterling ; the 
quantity of silver was estimated at 51,006,610 
marks. 

A curious tradition of the country is related is 
a recent volume of Fratele m Peru. It is there 
said, that the bullion, when piled on the floor of 
the cell, did not reach above half way to the gives 
mark : 


‘¢ The inca then despatched messergers to Carco 
to obtain from the royal treasury the gold required 
to make up the deficiency ; and, aecordingly, eleven 
thousand flaws were despatched from Cuzco te 
Caxamarca, each laden with one hundred pounds 
of gold. But ere the treasure reached its destina- 
tion, Atahuallpa was hanged, by the advice of Dow 
Diego de Almangra and the Dominican monk, 
Vicente de Valverde. The terror-stirring news 
flew like wild-fire through the land, and speedily 
reached the convoy of [ndiana, who were driving 
their richly-laden llamas over the level heights into 
Central Peru. On the spot where the intelligenee 
of Atahuallpa’s death was communicated to them, 
the dismayed Indians concealed the treasure and 
then dispersed. 

“ Whether the number of the Hamas was really 
so considerable as: it is stated to have been, may 
fairly be doubted ; but that a vast quantity of gold 
was on its way to Caxamarca, and was concealed, 
is a well authenticated fact. That the Indians 
should never have made any attempt to recover this 
treasure is quite consistent with their character. It 
is not improbable that even now some particular in- 
dividuals among them may know the place of con- 
cealment ; but a certain feeling of awe, transmitted 
through several centuries from father to son, has, 
in their minds, associated the hidden treasure with 
the blood of their last king, and this feeling doubt- 
less prompts them to keep the secret inviolate. 

ie From traditionary accounts, which bear the 
appearance of probability, it would appear that 
the gold was buried somewhere in the Altos of 
Mito, near the valley of Jauja. Searches have fre- 
guently been made in that vicinity, but no clue to 
the hiding-place has yet been discovered.’’— 
Tschudi, pp. 325, 326. 


Dr. Tschudi, or his translator, has transmuted 
the famous name af Almagro into Almangra ; 
and he has at once vulgarized and impaired the 
awful atrocity of Atahuallpa’a oxecution by the 
familiar phrase with which he despatches the 
monarch. Atahuallpa, when the utmost amount 
of treasure had been wrung from his prodigal 
fears, and more prodigal faith in the honor of tha 
Spaniards, had become a burthen, an embarrass 
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ment, a danger to the conquerors. Never was a 
case in which necessity, the tyrant’s plea, was 
more unblushingly alleged to justify a monstrous 
crime. It was a singular illustration of the abso- 
lute unity and completeness of the Peruvian polity, 
that the possession of the inca’s person had alto- 
gether paralyzed, and held, as it were, in unmov- 
able consternation, his whole realm. Without a 
sign from the king no one dared to rise even for 
the rescue of the king; the armies had no gen- 
eral, the people had no head; no orders being 
issued, Peruvian loyalty dared not display itself 
without orders. But for the Spaniards it was 
equally impracticable to release the king or to 
retain him longer in bondage. His death was 
therefore resolved ; but it was not by the sum- 
mary process which Dr. Tschudi seems to indi- 
cate. There was the solemn mockery of a trial, 
in which the one charge, on which there might 
have been some suspicion of guilt, the attempt or 
the design to excite insurrection against the Span- 
iards, was aggravated by such articles as the fol- 
lowing, on which the Spaniards, with the sanction 
of thcir Christian teacher, Father Valverde, did 
not scruple to arraign a great independent sov- 
ereign :—the usurpation of the crown, and the 
death of his brother Huascar ; squandering the 
public revenues on his kindred and minions, in- 
stead of humbly accounting for the whole to the 
Spaniards ; idolatry, and polygamy, which im- 
plied adultery—and in which the Spaniards them- 
selves had permitted him to indulge, by not debar- 
ing him from the enjoyment of his harem. 

The death to which Atahuallpa was condemned 
was intended, no doubt, to proclaim the real crime 
for which he was to be supposed to suffer: he 
was to be burnt alive, as an obstinate infidel—as 
refusing to believe in the religion of Him whose 
commandinents of humility, of self-denial, of gen- 
tleness, of holiness, were preached with such won- 
derful consistency in the lives of Pizarro and his 
crew. It was only because, in his wild agony of 
terror at such a death, he gave a desperate assent 
to the truth of the gospel, that the more merciful 
*‘ garrote” (the Spanish mode of strangling crimi- 
nals) was substituted for the pile, which was 
already blazing to burn him alive; and the priest 
who ministered, and the soldiers who stood 
around, and Pizarro, who is said to have wept 
iron tears at the scene, no doubt were gravely 
persuaded that poor Atahuallpa was thereby re- 
leased (notwithstanding his usurpations, the cruel- 
ties in war, and sensualities in peace, on which he 
had been arraigned, and with which his memory is 
loaded by some of the Spanish writers) from the 
eternal fires of hell, of which the pyre on which 
he was to suffer was the foretaste and guarantee ; 
that, if not received into heaven, he was admitted 
into a milder and a terminable purgatory: and all 
of them, probably, drew great comfort from this 
act of evangelie charity ! 

The awful Nemesis of Atahuallpa may seem to 
hover, throughout their late history, over the whole 
house of Pizarro. 
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eventful vicissitudes, forms the subject of Mr. 
Prescott’s second volume. But we are not dis- 
posed to anticipate further our reader's instruction 
and entertainment. When he has closed the first 
volume, he will not need our recommendation to 
hold on his course through the second. 

Before we closed Mr. Prescott’s history, we 
received the volume of travels in Peru by the 
distinguished German naturalist, Dr. Tschudi, 
translated, with creditable ease and fluency, by 
“ Thomasina Ross.” It is an agreeable work, in 
which the peculiar pursuits of the naturalist (of 
which the scientific results have been published by 
Dr. Tschudi, in a larger and more expensive 
form) are so told as to interest the common 
reader, and are very amusingly mingled up with 
personal adventures, and with accounts of the 
country, of the population, of Lima the capital, 
and of some of the mining districts. It is not 
only in itself a lively and entertaining book of 
travels, but furnishes a curious commentary on the 
history of Mr. Prescott, as enabling us to contrast 
the melancholy results of Spanish conquest, still 
worse of Spanish misgovernment, and, at present, 
of foolish and contemptible wars between the dif- 
ferent provinces of the old Peruvian empire, with 
the former and barbarous condition of the country. 

Lima, under the Spaniards, became the capital, 
instead of 


« Cuzco in Peru, the richer seat 
Of Atabalipa.”’ 


We must refer to Mr. Prescott for the description 
of the great city of the incas. That of Pizarro’s 
city we take from his book :— 


s The central] situation of the spot recommended 
it as a suitable residence for the Peruvian viceroy, 
whence he might hold easy communication with the 
different parts of the country, and keep vigilant 
watch over his Indian vassals. The climate was 
delightful, and, though only twelve degrees south 
of the line, was so far tempered by the cool breezes 
that generally blow from the Pacific, or from the 
opposite quarter down the frozen sides of the Cor- 
dilleras, that the heat was less than in correspond- 
ing latitudes on the continent. It never rained on 
the coast ; but this dryness was corrected by a va- 
porous cloud, which, through the summer months, 
hung like a curtain over the valley, sheltering it 
from the rays of a tropical sun, aad. imperceptibly 
distilling a refreshing moisture, that clothed the 
fields in the brightest verdure. ””—Jb., vol. ii., p. 21. 


Dr. Tschudi’s personal observation must be 
compared with this glowing picture :— 


“ The climate of Lima is agreeable, but not very 
healthy. During six months, from April to Octo- 
ber, a heavy, damp, but not cold mist, overhangs 
the city. The summer is always hot, but not op- 
pressive. The transition from one season to another 
is gradual, and almost imperceptible. In October 
and November, the misty canopy begins to rise; it 
becomes thinner, and yields to the penetrating rays 
of the sun. In April the horizon begins to resume 
the misty veil; the mornings are cool and overcast, 
but the middle of the day is clear. In a few weeks 
after, the brightness of noon also disappears. The 


This tragedy, with all its | great humidity gives rise to many diseases, partio- 
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ularly fevers, and the alternations from heat to damp 
cause dysentery. On an average, the victims to 
this disease are very numerous. It is endemic, and 
becomes, at apparently regular but distant periods, 
epidemic. The intermittent fevers or agues, called 
lerceanos, are throughout the whole of Peru very 
dangerous, both during their course and in their 
consequences. It may be regarded as certain that 
two thirds of the people of Lima are suffering at all 
times from fercianos, or from the consequences of 
the disease. It usually attacks foreigners, not im- 
mediately on their arrival in Lima, but some years 
afterwards. In general, the tribute of acclimatation 
is not so soon paid by emigrants in Lima as in other 
tropical regions.’’— Tschudi, pp. 159, 160. 


We know not how far the more inland situation 
af Cuzco may render it less liable to suffer from 
earthquakes, or how far the wisdom and experi- 
ence of the Peruvians warned them to keep their 
great cities at a distance from the more perilous 
sea-shore, but Lima might almost seem built over 
some centre of the earth’s internal strife :— 


“ Along the whole coast of Peru,” writes Dr. 
Tschudi, ‘‘ the atmosphere is amost uniformly in a 
state of repose. It is not illuminated by the light- 
ning’s flash or disturbed by the roar of the thunder ; 
no deluges of rain, no fierce hurricanes destroy the 
fruits of the fields, and with them the hopes of the 
husbandman. » . b bd 

‘ But the mildness of the elements above ground 
is frightfully counterbalanced by their subterranean 
fury. Lima is frequently visited by earthquakes, 
and several times the city has been reduced to a 
mass of ruins. At an average, forty-five shocks 
may be counted on in the year. Most of them occur 
in the latter part of October, in November, Decem- 
ber, January, May, and June. Experience gives 
reason to expect the visitation of two desolating 
earthquakes in a century. The period between the 
two is from forty to sixty years. The most con- 
siderable catastrophes experienced in Lima since 
Europeans have visited the west coast of South 
America, happened in the years 1586, 1630, 1687, 
1713, 1746, 1806. There is reason to fear that in 
the course of a few years this city may be the prey 
of another such visitation.’ —Jb., pp. 162, 163. 


Dr. Tschudi describes strikingly the effect of 
the earthquake upon the native and upon the 
stranger :— 


‘* No familiarity with the phenomenon can blunt 
this feeling. The inhabitant of Lima, who from 
childhood has frequently witnessed these convulsions 
of nature, is roused from his sleep by the shock, and 
rushes from his apartment with the cry of ‘ Miseri- 
cordia!’ The foreigner from the north of Europe, 
who knows nothing of earthquakes but by descrip- 
tion, waits with impatience to feel the movement 
of the earth, and longs to hear with his own ears 
the subterraneous sounds which he has hitherto con- 
sidered fabulous. With levity he treats the ap- 
prehensions of a coming convulsion, and laughs 
at the fears of the natives; but as soon as his wish 
is gratified, he is terror-stricken, and is involuntarily 
prompted to seek safety in flight.”—Zb., p. 170. 


The population of the country offers the most 
unfavorable point of comparison. Notwithstand- 
ing the fulness and accuracy with which the Peru- 
vian government is said to have kept its registers, 
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we are not aware that there ıs any authentic state- 
ment of the population in the whole dominions of 
the incas; but all the accounts lead us to suppose 
that the numbers were very great in proportion to 
the habitable part of the territory. Dr. Tschudi 
asserts that ‘‘ the whole present population of the 
country, extending from the 3d to the 22d degree 
of south latitude, is but 1,400,000’’—at least one 
fourth less than that of London and its suburbs. 

The character of the population is as extraordi- 
nary as its still diminishing paucity—for in Lima 
the inhabitants, which in 1810 amounted to 86,000, 
in 1842 had sunk to 53,000—and parts of the city 
are quite deserted. Of course, the capital is not 
to be taken as a fair example of the amount of 
varieties in the breed of human beings—nor we 
trust of the morality, considering that the number 
of children born out of wedlock considerably sur- 
passes those born in legitimate union. But the 
German doctor’s list of crosses in Lima is a curi- 
osity. 


PARENTS, CHILDREN, 
White Father and Negro Mother, Mulatto. 
White Father and Indian Mother, Mestizo. 
Indian Father and Negro Mother, Chino. 
White Father and Mulatta Mother, Cvarteron. 
Creole (only dis- 
tinguish 


White Father and Mestiza Mother, the white by 2 
pale brownish 


complexion.) 


White Father and China Mother, Chino-Blanco. 

White Father and Cuarterona Mother, Quintero. 

White Father and Quintera Mother, White. 

Negro Father and Indian Mother, Zambo. 

Negro Father and Mulatta Mother, Zambo-Negro. 

Negro Father and Mestiza Mother, Mulatto-Oscuro. 

Negro Father and China Mother, Zambo-Chino. 

Negro Father and Zamba Mother aaa NTS 
gro ? yey b ack.) 

Negro Father and Cuarterona or Quin- ulatto, (rather 
tera Mother, ark 


Chino-¢ curo. 


Indian Father and Mulatta Mother, 
Mestizo-Claro, 


Indian Father and Mestiza Mother, (frequently very 
beautiful.) 
Indian Father and China Mother, Chino-Cholo. 
Indian Father and Zamba Mother, Zambo-C laro. 
Indian, (with ra- 
Indian Father and China-Chola Mothe ther short, friz- 
zy hair.) 


Indian Father and Cuarterona or Quin-§ Mestizo, (rather 
tera Mother, brown.) 

Mulatto Father and Zamba Mother, peat eas 

Chino, (of rather 
clear complex- 
ion.) 


Mulatto Father and China Mother, aa 
Tb., p. 114. 


Mulatto Father and Mestiza Mother, 


Dr. Tschudi’s moral conclusions are as melan- 
choly as his statistics :— 


“ To define their characteristics correctly would 
be impossible, for their minds partake of the mix- 
ture of their blood. Asa general rule, it may fairly 
be said that they unite in themselves all the faults, 
without any of the virtues, of their progenitors. As 
men they are greatly inferior to the pure races, and 
as members of society they are the worst class of 
citizens. J wish my observations to be understood 
only in a general sense. I have met with some 
honorable exceptions; though, unfortunately, they 
were mere solitary luminaries, whose transient light 
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‘has been speedily obecured by the surrounding dark- 
ness.’’—-Jb., pp. 91, 92. 


Yet nature seems to be almost as bountiful as 
in the better days of this favored land, and only 
wants the regular tribute of human industry. The 
production of the sugar-cane in Peru Proper seems 
to have been substituted for that of maize, which 
is supplied in exchange by Chili. Dr. Tschudi 
marks the curious circumstance that, ‘‘ since the 
earthquake of 1687, the crops of maize on the Pe- 
ruvian coast have been inconsiderable.” But his 
account of the other products, especially of the 
fruits, tends to make less improbable the record of 
the industrial paradise found, and alas! blighted, 
by Spanish rule. 

The Indians, in the interior, still brood over 
their wrongs with deep and indelible animosity. 
Centuries of oppression have thinned their num- 
bers, but not altogether crushed the memory of 
better times. The laws which were issued from 
Europe under the influence of men like Gasca, who 

established the Spanish rule, and by the better 
clergy, were always eluded by the executive in 
Peru. The repartimientos, the compulsory pur- 
chases of European goods by the natives, though 
intended to relieve them from the frauds and ex- 
tortions of the Spanish merchants, proved cruelly 
oppressive, forcing the poor Indians to bestow their 
small means on that of which they had no need, 
or on which they looked with aversion. But far 
worse were the Mitas and the Pongos—the Mitas 
enforced labor in the mines, the Pongos a kind of 
domestic servitude. Nine millions of lives are 
commonly said to have been sacrificed to the cruel, 
wasteful, and unmitigated toils extorted from the 
Indians in the minesof Peru. Dr. Tschudi thinks 
this estimate too high. But if the tradition linger 
in their minds, of the mild and considerate treat- 
ment even of the miners under their native kings, 
no wonder that the unquenchable animosity should 
rankle in the depths of their hearts. The Peru- 
vian miners inflict one, and that a remarkable re- 
venge upon their oppressors. They possess, or 
encourage in pardonable malice the supposition of 
their possessing, old traditionary knowledge of 
treasures, which they occasionally betray, only to 
tempt avarice and then bury again in more pro- 
found secrecy. 


‘ Notwithstanding the enormous amount of wealth 
which the mines of Peru have already yielded, and 
still continue to yield, only a very small portion of 
the silver veins have been worked. It is a well- 
known fact, that the Indians are aware of the exis- 
tence of many rich mines, the situation of which 
they will never disclose to the whites, nor to the 
detested mestizos. Heretofore mining has been to 
them all toil and little profit, and it has bound them 
in chains from which they will not easily emacipate 
themselves. For centuries past, the knowledge of 
some of the richest silver mines has been with in- 
violable secrecy transmitted from father to son. All 
endeavors to prevail on them to divulge these 
secrets have hitherto been fruitless.’’—Jb., p. 345. 


Dr. Tschudi here relates two anecdotes—one 
of a mine betrayed by a Peruvian girl to a youth 
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with whom she was in love. He was discovered 
in the act of breaking into the mine by the old 
Indian father, poisoned, and reached his employers 
too late to conduct them to the spot, which remains 
unknown to the present day. The Indian and all 
his family disappeared. In another case, a gam- 
bling monk (a Franciscan, vowed to poverty !) was 
led by an Indian friend blindfold to a place, where 
“ the bandage being removed from his eyes, he 
discovered that he was in a small and somewhat 
shallow shaft, and was surrounded by masses of 
silver ;’’——he was allowed to take as much as he 
could carry ; but, bethinking himself no doubt of 
our old friend in the nursery tale, as he went along 
he dropped the beads of his rosary (a pious use !) 
to guide him back to the dear masses. But even 
a Franciscan is no match in craft for an Indian. 
In a couple of hours his Indian friend knocked at 
his door with a handful of beads: ‘‘ Father, you 
have dropped your rosary on the way, and I have 
picked it up.” 

The Peruvians are a gloomy people; this is 
manifested in their songs, their dances, their dress, 
and their whole domestic economy ; it is the gloom 
of three centuries of oppression—and there is dan- 
ger, if we are to believe Dr. Tschudi, in their 
gloom. During the whole of the Spanish rule in- 
surrections were frequent. At the close of the 
last century, 1780-1, a rebellion broke out, which 
was formidable for a time—its leader Tupac 
Amaru, who seems to have been generally rec- 
ognized as a lineal descendant of the last inca. It 
was overcome by treachery, and suppressed with 
remorseless barbarity. 

The Indians joined in the colonial revolt against 
Spain, but the result of that movement produced 
no independence to them—they have now drawn 
off within themselves and await their time. 


‘“ Since the war of independence the Indians 
have made immense progress. During the civil 
war, which was kept up uninterruptedly for the 
space of twenty years, they were taught military: 
manceuvres and the use of fire-arms. After every 
lost battle the retreating Indians carried with them 
in their flight their muskets, which they still keep 
carefully concealed. They are also acquainted with 
the manufacture of gunpowder, of which in all their 
festivals they use great quantities for squibs and 
rockets. The materials for the preparation of gun- 
powder are found in abundance in the valleys of 
the Sierra.”’—Jb., p. 478. 3 


Even the change of faith has in no way blended 
them with the foreign population which possesses 
the land of their fathers. 


‘ The Christian religion has been spread among 
the Indians by force; and for centuries past they 
have regarded the priests only in the light of ty- 
rants, who make religion a cloak for the most scan- 
dalous pecuniary extortions, and whose conduct is 
in direct opposition to the doctrines they profess. 
If they render to them unconditional obedience, 
accompanied by a sort of timid reverence, it is to 
be attributed less to the operation of the Christian 
principle than to a lingering attachment to the 
theocratic government of the incas, which has im- 
pressed the Peruvians with a sacred awe of reli- 
gion.”’—Jb., p. 482. 
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But the traveller still contemplates the monu- 
ments of the departed magnificence and the wisdom 
of the incas’ rule, and so far bears witness to the 
romance of their grandeur and the happiness of 
the people. The great military road from Cuzco 
to Quito may be traced by many remains through- 
out its vast length, crossing as it did the awful 
heights of the Cordillera, spanning with its pensile 
bridges the most terrific ravines, and throwing off 
to all the more important points its lateral branches, 
so as to afford the most complete means of com- 
munication, in the days when the llama was the 
only beast of burthen to the inhabitants of the 
whole empire. It was from twenty-five to thirty 
feet broad, paved with large flat stones. At every 
interval of about twelve paces there was a row of 
smaller stones laid horizontally and a little elevated, 
so that the road ascended, as it were, by a suc- 
ceSsion of terraces. It was edged on each side 
by a low parapet. Many of the stations for the 
messengers, who kept up a sort of human electric 
telegraph on this great road, are still entire. Each 
of these was on a hillock, and a signal being 
hoisted to the next station, the messenger was met 
half-way by one from that station, and so the in- 
telligence travelled on with great rapidity. And 
not messages alone, but luxuries: ‘t The royal 
table in Cuzco was served with fresh fish, caught 
in the sea near the Temple of the Sun in Xurin, a 
distance of more than 200 leagues from Cuzco.” 
Besides these messenger-stations, vestiges of many 
of the broad round towers which were used for 
magazines of grain, are seen in the Altos of 
Southern and Central Peru. The aqueducts, by 
which the most barren sand-wastes and arid hills 
were converted into fruitful plantations, are to be 
traced throughout the whole of Peru. Where the 
water-courses have been destroyed, the limits of 
the Tapu lands (square fields of uniform size, 
surrounded by low stone walls) are discernible. 
These were the allotments to the people, which, 
according to their singular polity, were annually 
granted and resumed by the state. It is no won- 
der, indeed, that here and there these conduits have 
perished, if, as Dr. Tschudi was told, some of the 
water-pipes were of gold. But above all, there 
are vast remains of palaces, fortresses, and tem- 
ples. ‘‘ The walls of these edifices,” writes Dr. 
Tschudi, ‘‘ were built of square stones, so finely 
cut, and joined so closely together, that between 
any two there is not sufficient space to insert the 
edge of the thinnest paper.” In the royal palace 
at Cuzco, and in the Temple of the Sun, there was 
a cement of melted gold and silver. In ordinary 
cases, however, the stones so poised and fitted were 
supported by their own weight. Dr. Tschudi sup- 
poses that these stones, some of which are ‘from 
twelve to sixteen feet long, from eight to ten high, 
and of the same breadth, were worked by the fric- 
tion of a harder stone, and afterwards polished by 
pyritous plants. They are of various shapes, some 
square, others polygonal, and even spherical. But 
how they were extracted from the quarry, or ele- 
vated to their present heights, passes his compre- 
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hension. The Peruvians seem to have been 
ignorant of the lever and of the pulley, and of all 
machinery of the kind: nothing therefore remains 
but the labor of thousands of men. If then Nie- 
buhr’s theory, that all such colossal works neces- 
sarily imply not merely a monarchical or aristocratic 
government, but an oppressive and tyrannical abuse 
of despotic power—(and the fortresses seem to 
have been more gigantic constructions than the 
temples)—-we must make great reservations from 
the mild and beneficent and parental sway of the 
incas. Yet even then we can hardly close these 
two works without a painful and somewhat com- 
punctious feeling: in the noble words of Mr. 
W ordsworth— 


‘* Men are we, and must grieve when even the shade 
Of that which once was great is passed away.” 


PUNCH ON THE SCARCITY OF MONEY. 


We cannot help thinking that several persons 
have availed themselves of the scarcity of money as 
a welcome pretext for sending in their bills, and 
asking for ‘* something on account.” Christmas 
has this year been anticipated two full months. 
October, which used generally to be a quiet month, 
has been disturbed by all the dunning characteris- 
tics of January, and the excuse of every one who 
has invaded our ‘rest’? with an application “ for a 
trifle,” has uniformly been that ‘‘ money never was 
80 scarce.”? | 

Bills, which used rarely to present themselves 
before new year’s day, come every hour rushing in 
upon us, and they are all backed with the same 
apology, ‘‘ Money never was so scarce.” 

Our Johnny came up yesterday and actually asked 
for his quarter’s wages, which are not due till Decem- 
ber. ‘‘ Money,” he said, ‘‘ never was so scarce.” 

Our eldest son, to whom we make a handsome 
allowance every half-year, made the same appeal, 
though it was only in August that we paid him a 
stupendous sum in bank-notes. But what could 
we do! The dear boy put his arm round our neck, 
and playing with the one or two hairs we have left 
on our bald head, said, in his manliest tone, ‘* I can 
assure you, governor, ‘ money never was so scarce.’ ”” 

Our dear wife, too, who has no reason to complain 
of the sum she draws from us every weck, is sure 
to stop our mouth directly, if we cry out against 
the growing increase of the house-keeping expenses, 
with the popular chorus of ‘“ Money never was so 
scarce,’’ accompanied with the benign recommenda- 
tion ‘* not to be a screw.” 

The same song is sung by persons who are in- 
debted to us. We cannot get a penny of the innu- 
merable debts of honor which are down upon our 
books. Young SNarrbe, who owes us a consider- 
able sum on this year’s Derby, cannot pay us, for 
he says, ‘‘ Money never was so scarce!” All our 
I. O. U.’s are worthless; they might as well be 
Spanish bonds, for what we shall be able to get 
upon them. Our publisher holds a manuscript of 
ours, (Five Minutes in the Life of a Railway Stag.) 
We thought there would be no harm in asking for 
£500 on account, as we had not touched a single 
sixpence, and the whole of the copy is in type; but 
the answer, confound it !—was, ‘‘ Mr. ———’s com- 
pliments—but money never was so scarce,” &c. &c. 

We should not wonder that the reason why the 
eclipse was not visible in London was because 
money was so scarce. ‘It wasn’t going to show 
itself for nothing !’’ 
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From Howitt’s Journal. 
JOHN BANVARD’S GREAT PICTURE.—LIFE ON 
THE MISSISSIPPI. 

In the year 1840, a young man, hardly of age, 
took a small boat, and, furnished with drawing 
materials, descended the river Mississippi, resolved 
to gain for his country a great name in the king- 
dom of art. It had been said that America had 
no artists commensurate with the grandeur and 
extent of her scenery, and John Banvard, now in 
his little boat, set sail down the Mississippi, to 
prove how unfounded was this assertion. 

We will now say something of his former life, 
which, with its hardships, disappointments, and 
privations, had fitted him for the accomplishment 
of his great undertaking. He was born in New 
York, and well-educated by his father, who was 
the pastor of Harvard Church, Boston. Being of 
delicate health in childhood, he was unable to enjoy 
the active out-of-doors sports of other boys, and 
accordingly amused himself by drawing, for which 
he very early showed a decided talent. Besides 
drawing, he devoted himself also to natural phi- 
losophy, and made some clever instruments for his 
own use, one of which was a camera obscura. His 
room was a perfect laboratory, or museum. He 
constructed a little diorama of the sea, on which 
he exhibited moving ships, and even a naval 
engagement. The money which was given him, 
he spent, not in toys and sweetmeats, but in the 
purchase of types for a little printing-press of his 
own construction, at which he printed hand-bills 
for his juvenile exhibitions. 

The child was truly father of the man, in this, 
as in so many other cases. But he had much to 
` pass through yet, before the promise of the boy 
could be developed in the accomplishments of the 
man. SBanvard's father, like many another honest 
and unworldly man, entered into a partnership in 
trade, and soon after found himself pennyless ; 
this unfortunate connection swept away all the 
frugal earnings of his life; his family were turned 
adrift upon the world, and with this heart-breaking 
knowledge he died. John was then fifteen, and, 
taking leave of his family, he set off into Kentucky, 
to seek his fortune; he tried first of all with an 
apothecary, but being detected drawing portraits 
on the wall with chalk instead of making up pre- 
scriptions, the apothecary dismissed him. 

He then took to painting in earnest, but, unluck- 
ily, there was not sufficient taste for the fine arts 
in the West to maintain him; so meeting with 
some young men of his acquaintance, they took a 
boat, and set off down the river in search of adven- 
tures, and of these they had no lack—among 
others, narrowly escaping wreck during a storm. 
We next find him at the village of New Harmony, 
on the Wabash river, where, in company with 
three or four other youths, he built and fitted up a 
flat-boat, with some dioramic paintings of his own 
preparation, and then started down the Wabash, 
with the intention of coasting that river into the 
Ohio, and so down the Mississippi to New Orleans, 
exhibiting by the way their works of art to the 
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scanty population of the wilderness. Although 
their boat was of their own manufacture, they 
were too poor to complete it entirely before they 
set out on their extraordinary expedition, but 
hoped to finish it out of their proceeds as they went 
along. They took with them such a supply of 
provisions as their means would afford, and this 
of course was small enough. The river was low, 
and none of them having descended the Wabash 
before, they were consequently ignorant of its 
navigation ; they, therefore, were beset with all 
the perils of American river travelling, and at last 
found themselves fast on a sand-bar, and, at the 
same time, reduced to their last peck of potatoes. 
For two days they labored to get their boat off the 
bar, but in vain, and to add to their dilemma, 
over-exertion, together with being too long in the 
water, without food, threw poor Banvard into a 
violent fit of ague. 

‘“The bar upon which they were,” says the 
narrative before us, ‘‘ was called the Bone-bar, 
because the bank of the river, immediately oppo- 
site, was full of organic remains. Some of the 
large bones were then protruding out of the side 
of the bank, in full view, and, as Banvard lay on 
the soft sand of the bar, which he found a more 
comfortable couch than the hard planks of the 
boat, his head burning with fever, and his limbs 
aching with pain, he looked at these gloomy relice 
of an antediluvian race, and felt as though his 
bones would soon be laid with them. At sunset, 
however, by good luck, the rest of the company 
got the boat over the bar, took Banvard aboard, 
and landed in the woods almost exhausted. Food 
was as scarce here as on the bar, and the weary 
party went supperless tobed. Next morning they 
started early, less anxious to exhibit their dio- 
ramic wonders, than to obtain something to eat. 
But they were on Wabash island, which is unin- 
habited, and where they only found some paw- 
paws, which, although his companions ate vora- 
ciously, Banvard, who was consumed with violent 
fever, could not touch.”’ 

Next day they sent their hand-bills to the vik 
lage of Shawneetown, about seven miles inland, 
inviting the inhabitants to come down and see the 
wonderful exhibition that evening at the wharf; 
and, to their great joy, on coming within sight of 
the appointed place, they saw a large company 
assembled. Full of the hope of a good supper at 
last, they unfortunately made more haste than 
good speed, and ran their boat on a ledge of rocks 
at a short distance from the shore. The efforts of 
those on land, as well as of the luckless company 
on board, were ineffectual to free the boat, and the 
good people of Shawnectown went back to their 
homes without seeing the show, and, not much to 
the credit of their hospitality, the poor showmen 
again went to bed without a supper. Fortunately, 
a steamer passed them in the night, and the swell 
which it occasioned in the river lifting them off the 
rocks, they found themselves next morning eight 
miles below Shawneetown, and aground on the 
Cincinnati bar. Here, luckily, provisions were 
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plentiful, and according to the American law of 
barter, the dioramic-exhibition was opened, and a 
bushel of potatoes, a fowl, or a dozen of eggs, suf- 
ficed for the admission fee. They now ate and 
drank, and made merry, and poor Banvard found, 
as we so often do, that adversity has its blessings ; 
his long fast had starved the fever out of him, and 
in a few days he was quite well. 

When the good people of Cincinnati were satis- 
fied with seeing, and the exhibitors had laid in 
good store of provision, they again continued their 
voyage, stopping at the towns and villages along 
the shore, and amusing and astonishing the people 
by their show, and everywhere the people paid in 
kind for their amusement. It was no unusual 
thing for a family to come to see ‘‘ the Show- 
boat,” the father with a bushel of potatoes, the 
mother with a fowl, and the children with a 
pumpkin apiece as the price of their admission. 
This was a time of plenty and prosperity, but 
unlooked-for misadventures even there befell them. 
One night a mischievous fellow, while they were 
exhibiting, and the little boat was full of visitors, 
set it loose from the shore, and it thus drifted 
down the stream with its unconscious load, who 
were at length landed, to their inconceivable 
astonishment, several miles off, in a thick cane- 
brake. 

Their next adventure was at Plumb-point, where 
the boat was attacked by a party of the Murell 
robbers, a large organized banditti, who infested 
the country for miles around, and here Banvard 
nearly lost his life. Several pistol-shots were fired 
at him, but being in the dark, none of them took 
effect, although several lodged in the deck of the 
boat within a few inches of him. After a desper- 
ate resistance, during which one of the robbers 
was shot, the boat was rescued, but one of the 
company received a severe wound with a bowie- 
knife. . 

Banvard continued with the boat till it arrived 
at the Grand Gulf, and then, finding no profit ac- 
cruing to him from the expedition, he sold his 
interest in the company, and devoted himself to 
painting. He successively tried his fortune in 
New Orleans, Natchez, Cincinnati, and Louisville, 
and, having made some money, removed to St. 
Louis, where he lost every penny he had, but by 
what means we know not. This was a great 
blow, and affected his spirits so much, that once, 
at Cincinnati, he took a small boat, and started 
down the Ohio, without a farthing, living for sev- 
eral days upon the nuts he collected in the woods. 
After a series of many other strange adventures, 
he managed to gain three thousand dollars, and 
with this capital, he commenced his grand project 
of painting the panorama of the Mississippi. 

And now, in the spring of 1840, when hardly 
more than twenty years of age, he set out with 
this capital, which he had gained by so much pa- 
tient endurance, in a little boat, as we have said, 
with the implements of his art around him, re- 
solved to transfer to canvass the glorious river- 
scenery with which he was so familiar, and, at the 
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same time, to redeem his country from what he 
thought a severe charge against her. The idea 
of gain, we are assured, never at that time entered 
his mind; he was actuated alone by a patriotic 
and honorable ambition of producing for America 
the largest painting in the world; one which 
would represent on canvass the whole extent of 
the scenery of the Mississippi—a gigantic idea, 
which seems truly kindred to the illimitable for- 
ests, and vast rivers of his native land. The first 
step towards this great undertaking, was to make 
the necessary drawing. ‘‘ For this purpose,” we 
are told, ‘‘he had to travel thousands of miles 
alone in an open skiff, crossing and recrossing the 
rapid stream, in many places above two miles in 
breadth, to select proper points of sight from which 
to take his sketch; his hands became hardened 
with constantly plying the oar, and his skin as 
tawny as an Indian’s, from exposure to the rays 
of the sun and the vicissitudes of the weather. 
He would be weeks together, without speaking to 
a human being, having no other company than his 
rifle, which furnished him with his meat from the 
game of the woods or the fowls of the river. 
When the sun began to sink behind the lofty 
bluffs, and evening to approach, he would select 
some secluded sandy cove, overshadowed by the 
lofty eotton wood, draw out his skiff from the wa- 
ter, and repair to the woods to hunt his supper. 
Having killed his game, he would return, dress, 
cook, and from some fallen log would eat it with 
his biscuit, with no other beverage than the whole- 
some water of the noble river that glided by him. 
Having finished his lonely meal, he would roll 
himself in his blanket, creep under his frail skiff, 
which he turned over to shield him from the night- 
dews, and with his portfolio of drawings for his 
pillow, and the sand of the bar for his bed, would 
sleep soundly till the morning; when he would 
arise from his lowly couch, eat his breakfast before 
the rays of the rising sun had dispersed the humid 
mist from the surface of the river—then would he 
start fresh to his task again. In this way he spent 
above four hundred days, making the preparatory 
drawings. Several nights during the time, he 
was compelled to creep from under his skiff where 
he slept, and sit all night on a log, and breast the 
pelting storm, through fear that the banks of the 
river would cave upon him, and to escape the 
falling trees. During this time, he pulled his lit- 
tle skiff more than two thousand miles. Ih the 
latter part of the summer he reached New Orleans. 
The yellow fever was raging in the city, but, un- 
mindful of that, he made his drawing of the place. 
The sun the while was so intensely hot, that his 
skin became so burnt, that it peeled off from the 
back of his hands and from his face. His eyes 
became inflamed by such constant and extraordi- 
nary efforts, from which unhappy effects he has 
not recovered to this day. His drawings com- 
pleted, he erected a building at Louisville, Ken- 
tucky, to transfer them to the canvass. His object 
in painting his picture in the West was to exhibit 
it to, and procure testimonials from, those who 
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were best calculated to judge of its fidelity—the 
practical river-men; and he has procured the 
names of nearly all the principal captains and pi- 
lots navigating the Mississippi, freely testifying to 
the correctness of the scenery.” 

The following letter from an American gentle- 
man, the bearer of government despatches to Ore- 
gon and California, addressed to his friend, General 
Morris, at New York, introduces the reader to the 
artist in his study, and will be read with interest. 


Sr. Louis, April 13, 1846. 

My Dear Generat—Here I am, in this beauti- 
ful city of St. Louis, and thus far ‘‘ on my winding 
way” to Oregon and California. In coming down 
the Ohio, our boat being of the larger class, and the 
river at a ‘‘ low stage’’ we were detained several 
hours at Louisville, and I took advantage of the 
detention to pay a visit to an old school-mate of 
mine, one of the master spirits of the age. I mean 
Banvard, the artist, who is engaged in the hercu- 
lean task of painting a panorama of the Mississippi 
river, upon more than three miles of canvass !— 
truthfully depicting a range of scenery of upwards 
of two thousand miles in extent. In company with 
a travelling acquaintance, an English gentleman, I 
called at the artist’s studio, an immense wooden 
building, constructed expressly for the purpose, at 
the extreme outskirts of the city. After knocking 
several times, I at length succeeded in making 
myself heard, when the artist himself, in his work- 
ing cap and blouse, pallet and pencil in hand, came 
to the door to admit us. He did not at first recog- 
nize me, but when I mentioned my name, he 
dropped both pallet and pencil, and clasped me in 
his arms, so delighted was he to see me, after a 

ration of sixteen years. 

y fellow-traveller was quite astonished at this 
sadden manifestation, for I had not informed him of 
our previous intimacy, but had ao invited him 
to accompany me to see in progress this wonder of 
the world, that is to be, this leviathan panorama. 
Banvard immediately conducted us into the interior 
of the building. He said he had selected the 
site for his building, far removed from the noise and 
bustle of the town, that he might apply himself 
more closely and uninterruptedly to his labor, and 
be free from the intrusion of visitors. Within the 
studio, all seemed chaos and confusion, but the life- 
like and natural appearance of a portion of his 
great picture was displayed on one of the walls in 
a yet unfinished state. Here and there were scat- 
_ tered about the floor piles of his original sketches, 

bales of canvass, and heaps of boxes. Paint-boxes, 
brushes, jars and kegs, were strowed about without 
order or arrangement, while along one of the walls 
several large cases were piled, containing rolls of 
finished sections of the painting. On the opposite 
wall was spread a canvass, extending its whole 
length, upon which the artist was then at work. 
A portion of this canvass was wound upon an 
upright roller, or drum, standing at one end of the 
building, and as the artist completes his painting, 
he thus disposes of it. Not having the time to 
spare, I could not stay to have all the immense 
cylinders unrolled for our inspection, for we were 
sufficiently occupied in examining that portion on 
which the artist is now engaged, and which is 
nearly completed, being from the mouth of Red 
river to Grand Gulf. Any description of this 
gigantic undertaking that I should attempt in a let- 
ter, would convey but a faint idea of what it will be 
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when completed. The remarkable truthfulness of 
the minutest objects upon the shores of the rivers, 
independent of the masterly style, and artistical 
execution of the work, will make it the most valu- 
able historical painting in the world, and unequalled, 
for magnitude and variety of interest, by any work 
that has ever been heard of since the art of painting 
was discovered. Asa medinm for the study of the 
geography of this portion of the country, it will be 
of inestimable value. The manners and customs 
of the aborigines and the settlers—the modes of 
cultivating and harvesting the peculiar crops—cot- 
ton, sugar, tobacco, etc.—the shipping of the prod- 
uce in all the variety of novel and curious convey- 
ances employed on these rivers for transportation 
are here so vividly portrayed, that but a slight 
stretch of the imagination would bring the noise of 
the puffing steamboats from the river, and the 
songs of the negroes in the fields, in music to the 
ear, and one seems to inhale the very atmosphere 
before him. Such were the impressions produced 
by our slight and unfavorable view of a portion of 
this great picture, which Banvard expects to finish 
this summer. It will be exhibited in New York in 
the autumn—after which, it will be sent to London 
for the same purpose. The mode of exhibiting it 
is ingenious, and will require considerable ma- 
chinery. It will be placed upon upright revolving 
cylinders and the canvass will pass gradually before 
the spectator, thus affording the artist an opportu- 
nity of explaining the whole work. After exam- 
ining many other beautiful specimens of the artist’s 
skill, which adorn his studio, we dined together Ih 
the city. As our boat was now ready to start, I 
shook hands with Banvard, who parted from me 
with feelings as sad as they had been before joyful. 
His life has been one of curious interest, replete 
with stirring incidents, and I was greatly amused 
in listening to anecdotes of his adventures on these. 
western rivers, where, for many years past, he has. 
been a constant sojourner, indefatigably employed 
in preparing his great work. 
SELIM WOODWORTH. 


Of the river scenery which is thus represented 
in this wonderful picture, we may perhaps be ab 
lowed to say something ; this we quote from a 
pamphlet before us :— 


The Mississippi commences in many branches,. 
that rise, for the most part, in wild rice lakes ; but 
it traverses no great distance, before it has become 
a broad stream. Sometimes in its beginnings it 
moves a wide expanse of waters, with a current 
scarcely perceptible, along a marshy bed. At 
others, its fishes are seen darting over a white 
sand, in waters almost as transparent as air. At 
other times it is compressed to a narrow and rapid 
current between ancient and hoary limestone bluffs. 
Having acquired in a length of course, following its 
meanders, of three hundred miles, a width of half a 
mile, and having formed its distinctive character, # 
precipitates its waters down the falls of St. An 
thony. Thence it glides alternately through beau- 
tiful meadows and deep forests, swelling in its 
advancing march with the tributes of a hundred 
streams. In its progress it receives a tributary 
which of itself has a course of more than a thousand 
leagues. Thence it rolls its accumulated, turbid, 
and sweeping mass of waters through continued 
forests, only broken here and there by the axe, im 
lonely grandeur to the sea. The hundred shores 
laved by its waters; the long course of its tributa- 
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ries, some of which are already ths abodes of culti- | still important to these objects, are keel-boats and 


vation, and others pursuing an immense course 
without a solitary dwelling of civilized man being 
seen on its banks ; the numerous tribes of savages 
that now roam upon its borders; the affecting and 
imperishable traces of generations that are gone, 
leaving no other memorial of their existence, or 
materials for their history, than their tombs, that 
rise at frequent intervals along its banks: the dim, 
but glorious anticipations of the future—these are 
subjects of contemplation that cannot but associate 
themselves with the view of this river. 


After the junction of the Mississippi with the 
Missouri, the character of the river changes ; it 
loses its majestic calmness, and rolls onward with 
a wild impetuosity. From Missouri to Balize, it 
is a wild, furious, whirling river, never navigated 
safely, except with great caution. 

There is something very grand in the following 
description of this kingly river :— 


If it be in the spring, when the river below the 
mouth of the Ohio is generally over its banks, 
although the sheet of water that is making its way 
to the gulf is perhaps thirty miles wide, yet finding 
its way through deep forests and swamps that con- 
ceal all from the eye, no expanse of water is seen 
but the width that is carved out between the outline 
of woods on either bank; and it seldom exceeds, 
and oftener falls short of, a mile. But when he 
sees, in descending from the falls of St. Anthony, 
that it swallows up one river after another, with 
mouths as wide as itself, without affecting its width 
at all; when he sees it receiving in succession the 
mighty Missouri, the broad Ohio, St. Francis, 
White, Arkansas, and Red rivers, all of them of 
great depth, length, and volume of water; when 
he sees this mighty river absorbing them all, and 
retaining a volume apparently unchanged, he begins 
to estimate rightly the increasing depths of current 
that must roll on its deep channel to the sea. Car- 
ried out of the Balize, and sailing with a good 
breeze for hours, he sees nothing on any side but 
the white and turbid waters of the Mississippi long 
after he is out of sight of land. 


The natural scenery of the river presented rich 
material for Banvard's pencil ; he was borne along 
by wild rice lakes and swamps, limestone blufis 
and craggy hills ; through deep pine forests and 
beautiful prairies, where the sole inhabitants were 
the elk, the buffilo, the bear, and the deer, and 
the wild Indians that pursue them. 

This immense line of river forms a means of 
commercial intercourse between the country and 
New Orleans. 


The boats of the Mississippi are so various in 
their kinds, and so curious in their construction, 
that it would be difficult to reduce them to specific 
classes and divisions. No form of water-craft so 
whimsical, no shape so outlandish, can well be 
imagined, but what, on descending to New Orleans, 
it may somewhere be seen lying to the shore, or 
floating on the river. The New York Canal is 
generating monstrous conceptions of this sort; and 
there will soon be a rivalry between the east and 
the west, which can create the most ingenious float- 
ing river-monsters of passage and transport. 

But the boats of passage and conveyance, that 
remain after the invention of steamboats, and are 


flats. he flat-boats are called, in the vernacular 
phrase, “ Kentucky Flats,” or ‘* Broad Horns.” 
[hey are simply an oblong ark, with a roof slightly 
curved from the centre, to shed rain. They are 
generally about fifteen feet wide, and from fifty to 
eighty, and sometimes an hundred feet in length. 
The timbers of the bottom are massive beams; and 
they are intended to be of great strength, and to 
carry a burden of from two to four hundred barrels. 
Great numbers of cattle, hogs, and horses, are con- 
veyed to market in them. We have seen family 
boats of this description, fitted up for the descent of 
families to the lower country, with a stove, comfort- 
able apartments, beds, and arrapgements for com- 
modious habitancy. We see in them, ladies, ser- 
vants, cattle, horses, sheep, dogs, and poultry, all 
floating on the same bottom; and on the roof, the 
looms, ploughs, spinning-wheels, and domestic im- 
plements of the family. 

Much of the produce of the upper country, 
even after the invention of steam-boats, continues to 
descend to New Orleans in Kentucky flats. They 
generally carry three hands, and perhaps a s 
numerary fourth hand—a kind of supercargo. This 
boat, in the form of a parallelogram, lying flat and 
dead in the water, and with square timbers below 
its bottom planks, and carrying such a great weight, 
runs on a sand bar with a strong headway, 
ploughs its timbers into the sand ; and it is of course 
a work of extreme labor to get the boat afloat 
again. Its form and its weight render it difficult te 
give it a direction with any power of oars. Hence, 
in the shallow waters it often gets aground. 
When it has at length cleared the shallow waters, 
and gained the heavy current of the Mississippi, 
the landing such an unwieldy water-craft, in such 
a current, is a matter of no little difficulty and 
danger. 

All the toil, and danger, and exposure, and 
moving accidents of this long and perilous voyage, 
are hidden, however, from the inhabitants, who 
contemplate the boats floating by their dwellings on 
beautiful spring mornings, when the verdant forest, 
the mild and delicious temperature of the air, the 
delightful azure of the sky of this country, the fine 
bottom on the one hand, and the romantic bluff on 
the other, the broad and smooth stream - rolling 
calmly down the forest, and floating the boat gently 
forward, present delightful images and associations 
to the beholders. At this time there is no visible 
danger, or call for labor. The boat takes care of 
itself; and little do the beholders imagine how dif- 
ferent a scene may be presented in half an hour. 
Meantime, one of the hands scrapes a violin, and the 
others dance. Greeting, or rude defiances, or trials 
of wit, or proffers of love to the girls on shore, or 
saucy messages are scattered between them and the 
spectators along the banks. The boat glides on 
until it disappears behind the point of wood. At 
this moment, perhaps, the bugle, with which all 
the boats are bovido, strikes up its note in the 
distance over the water. These scenes, and these 
notes echoing from the bluffs of the noble Missis- 
sippi, have a charm for the imagination, which, 
although heard a thousand times repeated, at al 
hours and positions, present the image of a tempting 
and charming youthful existence, that naturally 
inspires a wish to be a boatman. 


We have given at the head of this article an 
engraving of one of these peculiar boats, with its 
“ jolly flat-boat men,” for which we are indebted 
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te a kind American friend, who has also furnished 
us with the material for the present article. In 
speaking of these boats, who does not immediately 
call to mind the well-known songs of the boatmen 
on these American rivers, with their merry and 
yet half-melancholy airs, and which, like all music 
which is truly national, have grown out of the life 
of the people, and are imbued with the spirit of 
the scenery in which they have sprung. 


These boats come from regions thousands of- 


miles apart. ‘They have floated to a common point 
of union. The surface of the boats covers some 
acres. Fowls are fluttering over the roofs as inva- 
riable appendages. The piercing note of the chan- 
ticleer is heard ; the cattle low; the horses trample 
as in their stables; the swine utter the cries of 
fighting with each other; the turkeys gobble ; the 
dogs of a hundred regions becume acquainted. The 
boatmen travel about from boat to boat, make 
inquiries and acquaintances, agree to ‘ lash boats,’’ 
as it is called, and form alliances to yield mutual 
assistance to each other on the way to New 
Orleans. After an hour or two passed in this way, 
they spring on shore, to ‘‘ raise the wind” in the 
village. If they tarry all night, as is generally the 
case, it is well for the people of the town if they do 
not become riotous in the course of the evening ; in 
which case, strong measures are adopted, and the 
proceedings on beth sides are summary and deci- 
sive. ith the first dawn, all is bustle and 
motion ; and amidst shouts, and trampling of cattle, 
and barking of dogs, and crowing of the fowls, the 
fleet is in half an hour all under weigh; and when 
the sun rises, nothing is seea but the broad stream 
rolling on as before. These boats unite once more 
at Natchez and New Orleans; and although they 
live on the same river, it is improbable that they 
will ever meet again on the earth. 


These, however, are not the only boats which 
navigate the river; the steam-boats of the Missis- 
sippi are remarkable for their immense size, as if 
built to correspond with the magnitude of the 
river; their style is also that of extreme elegance 
and splendor, and nothing, we are assured, can 
surpass the delights of a trip in one of them. 

Such is the scenery, and such the life, on the 
river which employed Banvard for upwards of a 
year. Returning now to the time when this un- 
daunted young man was transferring his sketches 
to his wonderful canvass, we have still a few 
words to say. His money fell short just before 
he had finished, and he could not get credit even 
for a few pieces of canvass to complete it. He, 
therefore, took other work, and painted insignia 
for a club of Odd Fellows, to furnish him with the 
means. During the whole time, indeed, he was 
obliged to practise the most rigid economy. He 
could not afford to hire a menial assistant, and, 
therefore, after it was too dark to paint, he was 
wbliged to split his own wood, and carry water for 
his own use. 

The history of the exhibition also, when the 
three miles of picture were finished, is curious, 
and furnishes another illustration of the necessity 
there is never to despair. When first it was 
opened, not a single person thought it worth 
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while to visit it. The weather too was bad, and 
the poor aftist met with ill omens on every hand. 
The tide, however, turned, as it most assuredly 
well turn, in all cases where success is deserved, 
and the young artist is now reaping a golden har- 
vest as his least reward. 


A CRY FROM THE CONDEMNED CELL. 


[Tue Case or Mary Ann Hunt. It having been 
satisfactorily ascertained, after a proper medical exami- 
nation, that there is every reason to believe that this 
wretched woman is quick with child, her execution is 
stayed by order of the sheriffs of London and Middlesex. 
—Times.) 

Two prisoners in a cell, 
Where felons doom’d to die 
Are garner’d for the gibbet, dwell ; 
The time of each is nigh. 
A murderess and a babe unborn within that dun- 
geon lie. 


Ere this the wretch had died, 
But that the law abetains 
From taking human life, whose tide 
Doth flow in guiltless veins. 
The hangman therefore waits till she hath passed 
her travail’s pains. 


Prepare the bed, and see 
he woman that ye tend ; 
And then prepare the nila 
To be the felon’s end, 
Soon as a mother’s anguish shall have ceased her 
frame to rend. 


Prepare the swathing-bands, 
he hempen cord prepare ; 
Alike ye need the hangman’s hands, 
The nurse’s tender care : 
The infant to the cradle—to the drop the mother 
bear. 


Oh! weary day on day, 
For this unhappy soul, 
To count the hours that pass away, 
To watch the moments roll; 
And view through childbirth’s agonies the scaffold 
as her goal. 


Her crime, though nought can screen, 
Yet, ere her course be run, 
Think what her sufferings will have becn 
For all that she hath done. 
Surely Death’s bitterness is past with that most 
wretched one. 


Think on the anguish dread 
That hath avenged her deed ; 
Think how that woman’s heart hath bled, 
If “ blood for blood” you need, 
And ‘‘ eye for eye, and tooth for tooth,” be still 
your law and creed. 
Punch. 


Tae passions, like heavy bodies down steep hills, 
once in motion, move themselves, and know no 
ground but the bottom.— Fuller. 


Tuose who place their affections at first on trifles 
for amusement, will find these trifles become at last 
their most serious concerns.— Goldsmith. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THERE was, once upon a time, a foolish gardener 
who had made a vow in his heart that he wuuld 
cultivate no flowers. Herbs and fruits he planted 
in abundance; all that was good for food, or profft- 
able for medicine, he tended with sedulous care; 
but the beauty wherewith God has enriched the 
earth, and the perfume which that beauty sheds 
forth upon the air asa thanksgiving, these were 
proscribed and exiled. In other words, the garden 
was filled with all that could minister to the body, 
but the influences that minister to the spirit were 
not suffered to enter it. And the gardener dwelt in 
the midst of it, and thonght scorn of all who did 
not as he did; his life was Jabor without a charm, 
and if he saw the queenly rose, or the bountcous 
violet, or the holy passion-fluwer, adorning the gar- 
dens of his neighbors, he said in his heart, ‘ Aha? 
the fools; they are spending all their toil on that 
whose only worth lies in its beauty, and the first 
east wind or over-sultry sun may destroy it for- 
ever!” and then he would go back to his potato 
beds with a cold, unloving self-satisfaction, and dig 
and water them; and if the sun parched the leaves, 
or the canker or the caterpillar injured the young 
shoots, he heeded it not, for the value of the plant 
was in its root, and that remained uninjured. It 
was said that in former days this gardener had dearly 
loved the beautiful flowers, but that a deadly canker 
had destroyed those which he favored most, and this 
was the reason why he was so stern and bitter 
against them, and had uprooted them all, and cast 
them away, and sworn that there should be no more 
flowers in his garden. But this was not certain, 
for there was a mystery over his early days, and no 
one rightly knew whence had arisen that strange 
hatred of the kindly and innocent flowers, whose 
very existence seems to be pure love, inasmuch as 
they live but to be beautiful and fragrant, and vet 
can know nothing of their own fragrance or heauty. 
Truly, itis almost as if one should try to hate the lit- 
tle babes whom God sends into the world to force men 
to learn the sweetness of loving, in order that they 
may afterwards open their hearts more widely and 
receive the good influence more plentifully. 

There came a bird through the air by night— 
doubtless an angel guided it—and it carried in its 
beak atiny root, which it dropped into the soft 
newly-turned earth of that flowerless garden; and 
when the gardener arose in the morning some few 
days afterwards, behold, a small green shoot forcing 
its way upward through the soil! At first he knew 
not what it was, and he tended and watered it like 
his other plants, but as it grew taller he began to 
perceive, from the grace and tenderness of its shape, 
from the delicate green of the young buds, from the 
soft texture of the leaves, that it was indeed a 
flower, and that its life was in its beauty. ‘Then a 
strange deep joy took possessivn of his soul, for 
this had come to him unawares and unsought; he 
received it as a gift, he considered it almost asa 
miracle, and all the care and labor and vigilance 
which others expended on their whole gardens he 
centred and lavished on this solitary flower. There 
grew up in his heart a Jove stronger than ever his 
hatred had been, and as the flower grew, his love 
waxed stronger, till it seemed to absorb his whole 
being ; he guarded his treasure like the infancy of 
a queen, he sheltered it alike from the cold and the 
heat, no insect was suffered to rest upon its stem, 
no other plant to approach within the circle which 
his cautious hand had drawn around it. And at 


en a 


THE MAIDEN AUNT. 


last it was covered with buds; they were long, 
slender, and of snowy whiteness, and one, the top- 
most, cresting the plant with its small upward-point- 
ing spire, seemed ready to burst into bloom. Oh, 
how the garderier’s heart burned within him as the 
moment which should crown his hopes drew near! 
He arose from a dream in which he had beheld the 
alabaster cup of stainless loveliness spread forth as 
a couch for the moonbeams, whieh could not silver 
it with a more lustrous whiteness than that which 
it possessed by nature—he hurried to his darling— 
the cup was indeed open, the blossom had indeed 
expanded, but in the midst of it was a great green 
canker! The gardener stood still for a moment, 
stunned and despairing ; then he plucked up by the 
roots the fair plant, with all its unopened buds, and 
flung it from him far over the wall, far as his arm 
could reach, and returned in silence to his house. 

And the poor uprooted lily, what beeame of it ? 

On the mornmg appointed for that faney bazaar 
to which reference has been so often. made, Philip 
Everard was on his way to Seleombe Park. He 
had been detained at Marseilles by a summons te 
attend the death-bed of his mother. 

Of the scenes which he had there undergone we 
will say little, save that they had left him in no 
mood to judge gently of those frivolities and follies 
of life which have such power to make a death-bed 
terrible. Comfortless seemed the past—well-nigh 
hopeless the future; yet had they not availed to 
solemnize the present ; and the disfigurements which 
death was inflicting on the body seemed more griev- 
ous to the dying woman than those which life had 
left upon the soul! But from these painful and 
degrading recollections, Phitip Everard turned his 
mind when he set foot on the shores of England, 
and, for the first time in his life of discipline and 
self-restraint, gave himself up wholly te the antici- 
pation of coming happiness. The very strictness 
of his habit of reserve in all matters of fecling gave 
intensity and completeness to this solitary self-indul- 
gence, as the narrowness of the one outlet causes 
the torrent to flow with a more rrresistible force. 
In like manner the bitterness and scorn of his di~- 
trust of human nature in general seemed to deepen, 
and to perfect the fulness of his confidence in the 
one object of his love. He first idealized Edith, 
and then worshipped his ideal. The feelings, the 
hopes, the beliefs, which had been blighted and 
suppressed whenever and wherever they had tried 
to struggle into being hitherto, had now found a 
green spot where they might break into abundant 
bloom and Juxunant growth ; and in that one spot 
were they all contained. He had placed her image 
in a sanctuary in the inmost depth of his heart, a:.d 
the three years of separation had been passed not 
merely in guarding the portal with duteous service, 
and expelling all profane intrusion of unseemly 
thoughts or words, but also in conveying to the 
temple every idea of nobleness or purity which he 
either conceived or encountered, and making it an 
attribute or a garment of the divinity within. Here 
was repose, here beauty, here perfect faith and love 
unfeigned, and exhaustless sympathy—here, in 
short, were answered all those needs of the spirit 
To life everywhere suggests and nowhere sup» 
plies. 

With ingenuity, ceaseless, profound, unconscious, 
all that he beheld, either of good or evil, was b 
him converted into aliment for this, the secret li 
of his heart. If beauty, hers was more faultless ; 
if wit, hers more delicate; if gentleness, hers more 
inherent and unforced; if constancy, hers more 
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infallible ; if elevation of soul, in hers he believed | if possible, obtain a sight of Edith, unperceived and 


with a faith more unquestioning and unconquera- | unrecognized. 


He felt that he could not announce 


ble; while, on the other hand, if he encountered | himself to her in the midst of a scene like this, yet 
worldliness or heartlessness, or littleness, or frivol- | his impatience would not suffer him to wait till the 


ity, was not the thought of her whom none of these | evening without seeing her. 


things had touched, or could touch, grateful as the 
sound of waters at noon-day? And now, shading 
his eyes with his hand, as the quick wheels brought 
him nearer and nearer to the realization of his 
dream, he suffered his fancy to revel in the details 
of the past, not as it had been for him, but as he 
imagined it to have been for Edith. He went back 
in idea to the hour of their separation; the whole 
scene in the boudoir was before him; Kinnaird cor- 
dial and encouraging; Aunt Peggy kind and ten- 
der ; and the bowed and weeping figure on the sofa, 
the broken music of whose voice seemed still to ring 
in his ears the delicious assurance that he was in- 
deed beloved. He saw her go forth from that cham- 
ber with a secret in her heart, deep and precious as 
his own ; he watched her gradual recovery from the 
bitterness of her first anguish—her resumption of 
strength and composure, at least outwardly—her 
vigilant tending and nourishing of the fire within. 
He saw her in society but not of it, moving on with 
a graceful and courteous indifference, marvelled at 
by all for her unconsciousness of her own singular 
beauty, and her total carelessness of attention and 
admiration. He saw her walking by a light which 
others knew not, governed by a law which was a 
mystery to all save herself, growing daily in strength 
and purity of character, seeking, as far as she might, 
to withdraw from the bustle and the gayety around 
her, that she might quietly cultivate the tastes which 
he would encourage, and form herself upon the 
model which he approved; and his proud heart 
whispered to him that so and so only would he be 
loved. Never once did a doubt of the reality of the 
picture obtrude itself; never once did his mind mis- 
give him as to the reasonableness of his demands ; 
never once did it occur to him that he was contem- 
plating a reflection of himself, softened indeed and 
beautiful, but still possessing features of a cast more 
high, more serene, more severe in their nobleness, 
than any that he had seen in Edith. He consid- 
ered not that the freshness of character which had 
so fascinated him in her, was rather the bloom of a 
flower that has never felt the heat, than the bright- 
ness of gold that has been seven times purified by 
fire; more lovely and alluring, perhaps, but want- 
ing that inward law of stability which should enable 
it to endure the withdrawal of the influences by 
which it had been cherished, without failure or 
decay. No; his steadfast faith knew no tremor; 
his bright hope, no dimness; his perfect love, no 
fear. Alas, alas! and have we dared to vindicate 
woman from the common charges brought against 
her! Let us confess, with shame, that when she 
is weak, her weakness is indeed great; greater, 
even, than her strength when she is strong. 

At the lodge of Selcombe Park Everard was in- 
formed of the bazaar; to which piece of news was 
added the somewhat unwelcome intelligence, that 
two stalls were to be held by the “ celebrated beau- 
ties, Miss Kinnaird and Miss Glamis,” whose names 
were bandied about on the tongues of the passers in 
and out, as the acknowledged attractions of the day 
—subjected to such discussion and comparison as if 
they had been favorite norses on a race-course. His 
severe delicaey was pained, and his temper ruffled ; 
but he put away the unpleasant thought, and dis- 
missing his carriage, and pulling his hat over his 
brows, resolved to steal in among the crowd, and, 


Perhaps, too, there 
was especial sweetness to a man of his reserved, 
sensitive, and romantic temperament, in the idea of 
this silent and unsuspected indulgence of feeling. 
So he walked quietly through the green alleys of 
the garden, till he reached the principal tent, which 
was erected on a spacious lawn, in front of the 
house; here, gliding from entrance to entrance, and 
cautiously looking in, he at last found an opening 
which commanded a full view of the counter at 
which Edith presided, and was so near as to be 
within sound of her voice. At this spot he sta- 
tioned himself, partly concealed by some of the 
ornamental drapery of the tent. 

Edith was seated, a little fatigued with the morn- 
ing’s exertion; her costume was elaborate and 
magnificent ; her beauty in its fullest splendor ; Mr. 
Thornton, leaning with an air of perfect intimacy 
on the back of her chair, was playing with her bou- 
quet, and from time to time addressing her with a 
low, almost whispered, comment on the scene 
around. Lord Vaughan stood near, with a half- 
sullen expression of face, keeping watch over her 
with the steadfastness, and with scarcely more than 
the amiability, of a bulldog, evidently suffering from 
what he saw, yet unable or unwilling to resign the 
power of seeing it. A crowd of gentlemen was 
grouped around the counter, the front rank con- 
stantly changing its pluce, as fresh comers pressed 
in from behind; and for each who addressed her, 
Edith had a smile, or a repartee, or a sentence de- 
livered with such sparkling coquetry of manner, that 
it sounded like a repartee till analyzed, to complete 
the conquest which her beauty had begun. She 
was evidently and undisputedly the centre of attrac- 
tion, and her consciousness of this served to excite 
rather than to embarrass her; while the fact, that 
she had carried away the palm from her handsome 
but quiet and inanimate rival, (concerning whom 
Mr. Thornton had exhibited just sufficient interest 
to pique her into an effort to retain him at her side,) 
added a secret stimulus to her enjoyment of the uni- 
versal homage which she would probably have been 
ashamed to confess, even to herself. Such was the 
sight which met Philip IXverard’s keen, fastidious 
eye; let us now record a few of the words which 
greeted his ears. 

« Will you add one treasure more to my pur- 
chases?” inquired a gentleman of distinguished 
appearance, for whom Edith was collecting sundry 
trifles, which, after a long examination as much of 
the seller as of the wares, he had selected. Her 
eyes expressed inquiry, and he answered them by 
laying on the counter a bank-note far exceeding in 
amount the value of what he had bought, and say- 
ing expressively, ‘‘One flower from your bouquet!” 

“ I wish I might find many more such custom- 
ers,” cried Edith, as with a laugh and a slight blush 
she gave him a rosebud. ‘‘ My flowers would be 
very much at their service.”’ 

No further encouragement was needed, and the 
nosegay was rapidly dismembered, the eager buyers 
only stipulating that each flower should be received 
from her own hand. Laughter and compliments 
resounded on all sides, as, standing up, she distrib- 
uted them with inimitable grace. When she came 
to the last, however, she retained it, eaying, as she 
placed it in her brooch, ‘I must have one for my- 
self, you know.” She turned as she spoke to Lord 
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Vaughan, whose visibly darkening countenance had 
attracted her attention. “I am keeping the only 
one which has a meaning,” said she, playfully point- 
ing to the flower, a forget-me-not, ‘‘ and the rest I 
have felt in duty bound to sacrifice for the good of 
the institution.” 

“ Was it really a sacrifice?’ asked ‘he, in a low 
voice. 

‘ Of course it was,” she replied. ‘‘ Nobody likes 
to part with a present.” 

e looked half appeased, and Mr. Thornton now 
demanded her attention. ‘‘ I congratulate you on 
your conquest,” said he. 

‘¢ Who is he?” answered Edith, her eyes follow- 
ing the footsteps of her retreating admirer. 

‘ The Duke of , mentioning a nobleman 
well known for his wealth, his connoisseurship, and 
his admiration of beauty. 

‘* I suppose I ought to be proud of it,” said she, 
a little disdainfully. ‘* But, Mr. Thornton, I am 


affronted with you. Why didn’t you buy one of 
my flowers? Did you think them quite value- 
less?” 


« Not valueless, but invaluable,” returned he. 
“I could not have presumed to set a price upon 
them: besides, I am expecting you to give me that 
last relique of the nosegay, which is the only one I 
wish to possess.” 

‘¢ You are sanguine !” said she, laughing. 

**] know I am,” replied Thornton. ‘‘ But you 
won’t disappoint me, Pam sure. I really ask it, 
and it is but a trifle to you.” 

“ I will give you a whole bouquet, if you like,” 
said Edith, taking one from the counter. 

« No, no,” he rejoined; ‘* I want that one par- 
ticular flower. I have set my heart upon it, or my 
fancy, if you like the word better. Just that one 
little flower—is it so serious a matter? Won't you 
indulge me?” 

Edith lowered her voice. ‘* I don’t want to make 
a trifle into a matter of importance,” said she ; ‘‘ but 
Iam really a little afraid of annoying Lord Vaughan, 
who gave me the bouquet.” 

« Nay, that is a mere excuse,” replied Thorn- 
ton. ‘‘ When you have sold all the rest to stran- 

ers, you won't give one solitary item to a friend. 

Lord Vaughan's good or ill temper a cause of so 
much anxiety to you?” 

Edith turned away, a little displeased. 

“ Do you really refuse me?’’ persisted he. 

“ J really do,’ she answered. ‘* You seem to 
think no one could refuse you anything.” 

c If I did think so,” retorted he, ‘‘ I have learned 
my folly.” And with a degree of temper for which 
Edith was not prepared, he withdrew his arm from 
her chair, and sauntered away. At this moment 
Mrs. Dalton came to take Edith’s place, in order 
that she might go into the house and get some re- 
freshment. Frank Kinnaird, who, from another 
part of the tent, had been watching her proceed- 
Ings with vast dissatisfaction, advanced to give her 
his arm so quickly as to forestall the rest of her 
companions. Edith hesitated and lingered; she 
saw Mr. Thornton at a little distance, talking with 
much vivacity to Miss Glamis. Had her heart 
been interested, she might have moved away with 
her brother, and hidden her secret bitterness of 
feeling under an outward indifference, or even 
coldness ; as it was, she had no deeper grief than 
a little wounded vanity, with which was mixed a 
good deal of amusement, and a lurking conscious- 
ness of power. She looked at Mr. Thornton till 
she caught his eye, and then held up the forget- 
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me-not, with a smile. He instantly approached 
her, and extended his hand imploringly. ‘‘ I never 
said I was going to give it to you,” said she, laugh- 


ing. 

“ No; but you looked it.” 

‘* Pray come, Edith,” interposed Frank, brusque- 
ly; “it is past two o’clock, and you will be quite 
exhausted. Mr. Thornton, I beg you won’t detain 
her.” 

Had Frank been away, his sister would assuredly 
have behaved better; as it was, the spirit of wilful- 
ness rose strong within her, and as she walked 
away with him, which indeed she could not avoid 
doing, she tossed the flower to Mr. Thornton with 
a smile and a shake of the head, as if she would 
warn him against deriving too much encouragement 
from the action. They passed close to the spot 
where Everard stood without observing him. How 
often do we pass, unconsciously, by the place where- 
in our whole future is sealed up! 

“ Edith,” exclaimed Frank, *‘ have you no con- 
sideration for my opinion—no recolleetion of what 
I said to you? It Everard were here—” her gar- 
ment was brushing him at the very moment. How 
did he listen for her answer! 

“ I will not be forever threatened with Captain 
Everard,” said she, veiling the real feelings which 
his name always stirred within her, under an ap- 
pearance of petulance. ‘‘ You wil] make me weary 
of the very sound of his name.’’ 

“ Edith, I am ashamed of you!” began her 
brother. 

“Oh! Frank, Frank, do spare me these cease- 
Jess lectures,” interrupted she ; and ere she finished 
the sentence they were out of hearing. Everard 
stood still ; he wasa little pale, but outwardly quite 
calm. He was bearing the destruction of the idea 
on which his soul had been living for three years, 
and he had no leisure to be agitated. In another 
moment he was startled by the sound of his own 
name. 

‘*Ah! Everard, how came you here? I didn’t 
know you were in England !”” 

It was Mr. Delamaine, an old acquaintance. 
Everard quietly responded to his civilities, and 
would have left him, but was not suffered to escape 
so easily. 

“ Have you seen the rival belles?” inquired his 
tormentor. ‘* There—look to -your left—that little 
delicate girl with the auburn ringlets just saved 
from red, the blue eyes and dark brows, and com- 
plexion like a miniature painting. Very pretty, 
isn’t she, fora blonde! She is the daughter of 
Ralph Glamis, who married a niece of Lord Fife. 
He was Colonel of the —th Lancers in the year 
fifteen, got his arm hurt at Waterloo, sold out, and 
took an ice-house sort of a place somewhere in the 
Highlands. She hasn’t a penny; but she is very 
much thought of.”’ 

At another time Everard might have inquired 
into the connection or discrepancy between these 
two characteristies of Miss Glamis; but as it was, 
the words of Delamaine were hke the sound of a 
wheel in his ears, tiresome, ceaseless, and unmean- 
ing. We are not prepared to assert that the simile 
would have been inapplicable to them at any other 
time. He continued, however, too rapidly for his 
victim to elude him. 

« But the other—Faith Kinnaird (why do you 
shiver so, man! are you cold’) ah, she’s not here 
now, but you'll see her in a few minutes. She is 
really a magnificent creature—astonishmgely hand- 
some, upon my word, but such a coquette!” (Mr, 
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Delamaine had, in the last day or two, awakened 
to the fact that he had not a chance of winning 
Edith’s favor ; and as his heart was not very deeply 
interested in the matter, the only result was that he 
felt just sufficiently mortified to be a somewhat bit- 
ter judge of her demeanor.) ‘‘Do you see that 
man standing by the counter, with the forget-me-not 
in his hand! He is desperately in love with her, 
and she with him ; but it ’s quite a question whether 
Lord Vaughan’s title won’t carry the day with her, 
after all.” | 

« Are you speaking from conjecture, Mr. Dela- 
maine!’’ asked Everard, with a kind of desperate 
quietness. 

‘¢ Conjecture, my dear fellow! I have been stay- 
ing in the house with them these four weeks, and 
have watched the whole proceeding. They are 
devoted to each other—scurcely asunder for five 
minutes. He has been painting her portrait, and 
she has been giving him lessons in German. Her 
whole costume of this morning was chosen by his 
taste. J was present at the selection, and I must 
eay I never did see such an accomplished flirt as 
she is in my life. All this time she has contrived 
to keep that poor fellow Vaughan—who, between 
ourselves, is not the brightest man in the world— 
in doubt whether she likes him or no. She tried 
the same thing with me, at first; but it would n’t 
do, you know” (witha most Burleigh-like shake 
of the head.) ‘‘ No, no: I am rather too old to 
play at that garne.” 

Rverard could endure nomore. He saw Frank 
Kinnaird on the lawn at no great distance, and, 
breaking abruptly away from Delamaine, who stared 
after him in mute and half-indignant wonder, he 
hurried to join his friend. Mechanically replying 
to the latter’s vehement expressions of surprise and 
delight, he grasped his arm, and led him rapidly 
away from the public part of the grounds till they 
had reached a retired walk out of sight and hearing 
of the throngs of visitors. Here, suddenly drop- 
ping his arm, and looking him earnestly in the face, 
he said, with a trembling voice— 

“ Frank, what is all this about your sister? Tell 
me the truth, and tell me at once! No!” he 
added, with a sudden change of tone, ‘* you need n’t 
tell me anything: your face speaks for you—and 
for her.” 

‘ My dear Philip,” cried poor Frank, whose 
embarrassment was most painful, ‘I really don’t 
know what you mean. Nothing has happened to 
justify this—’’ 

“ Stop,” interrupted his friend. ‘One word is 
enough—is she TRUE to me?” Andhe pronounced 
the word with a tremendous emphasis, that told how 
great and how deep was the idea contained in it. 

“I assure you, upon my honor,” said Frank, 
“ she has never expressed the slightest approxima- 
tion to a wish to be freed from her engagement.” 

‘¢ Expressed ! wished to be free!’ cried Everard, 
with fiery bitterness. ‘‘ Would you have me con- 
tent with this! J, who—but no matter! If the 
thoughts of the heart be false, what signify the 
words of the mouth! They were mine, the thoughts 
of her heart—mine, all of them; and she had a full 
exchange for them. If one of them had but for one 
moment of time been untrue to me, it had been a 

levous wrong, scarcely to be atoned. And now, 

am to be satisfied because the—change has not 
deliberately shaped itself into language! Iam to 
be thankful, not that she professes her truth, but 
that she does not proclaim her falsehood! It is cold 
comfort, Frank—I cannot live upon a negative,”’ 
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‘¢ Everard, you are unjust!’ exclaimed Frank. 
$‘ You have no right to apply such phraseology to 
Edith. Her head has been turned by admiration, 
but her heart is uninjured ; and I am quite sure that 
one hour of your presence would be enough to dis- 
enchant her.” 

“ Less than an hour of her presence has been 
enough to disenchant me,” returned Everard, in a 
calmer but not less bitter tone. ‘I have been see- 
ing, hearing, judging for myself. And for this I 
am come home !’’ added he, with deepening gloom, 
and speaking as if to himself. 

During this brief conversation they had been 
walking quickly along one of the paths which con- 
ducted them to the house, and they now issued forth 
upon the terrace at the very moment in which 
Edith was crossing it to rejoin her party in the tent. 
Her eyes met those of Everard. th stood still, 
as if transfixed. 

Frank hurried to meet her, and, taking her by 
both hands, drew her almost forcibly forwards. 
The idea suddenly occurred to him, that if he could 
but bring them together, all would be well; she 
would return at once to the singleness of devotion 
which he demanded, while he would not be able to 
retain his wrath in the actual presence of one so 
beautiful and so beloved. Vaguely but vividly the 
thought darted through his mind, and he said in a 
hasty whisper to his sister, as he compelled her to 
advance, ‘‘It is Everard, Edith. Do not be agi- 
tated—command yourself: your folly has well-nigh 
lost him, but only do what is wise and right, and he 
will be yours again instantly. Tell him that you 
confess you have been in fault, and are sorry for ıt.” 

The stern pale countenance and immovable figure 
of Everard gave mute confirmation to his friend’s 
words. He was there as a judge, and there was 
the sentence of condemnation in his eyes. Let it 
be remembered that Edith’s conscience, which van- 
ity and temper had helped to blind, had never once 
accused her of sin against him; that her heart had 
been true to him all the while, though not with 
such truth as he required ; that her estimate of the 
homage and confidence which he owed her was 
measured rather by what she ought to have been 
and by what she believed herself to be, than by 
what she was. The lightest suspicion of her 
seemed to her as deep an injury as though her faith 
had been kept, during these three years, as scrupu- 
lously and duteously as his own. Quivering with 
agitation in every limb, she said, as she struggled 
to disengage herself from her brother’s gras 

“ Let Captain Everard speak for himself. I shall 
not be ashamed to answer him.”’ 

Even then—so dearly did he love her—a soft 
word might have disarmed him; but her manner 
was haughty in the extreme, from the very tumult 
of the feelings which her woman’s pride was labor- 
ing to suppress. He felt it to be only a confirma- 
tion of what he had himself witnessed and heard. 

“I have but a few words to say,” returned he, 
in a slow, calm voice, his eyes riveted upon her 
shrinking face. ‘‘ For the second time, I pronounce 
you free from all bonds to me.” 

The allusion was almost too much for Edith‘s 
self-command. Her heart swelled within her; but 
ever present was the bitter and indignant thongat, 
« He has ceased to care for me, and shall I show 
that I care for him?’? One emotion of penitence 
might have saved her; but she had it not, because 
she believed him, not herself, to be guilty. Bow- 
ing her head, she replied— 

“ Jt is enough: J wish to do the same by you.” 
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A passion passed over his face, sudden, convul- 
sive, electrical ; perhaps till he heard those words 
he had scarcely realized the truth of what he had 
seen. Instinetively, and without deliberate inten- 
tion or absolute consciousness, he stepped forward, 
took her hand between his own, pressed it once 
fervently, then flung it from him, and, without 
enother word, was gone. Frank seemed irresolute 
whether to follow him or remain with his sister, 
who had staggered against a tree, and was holding 
by it as if for support. But she turned and fled 
from him as though she feared him, rushed to her 
own room, and, having locked the door, fell invol- 
nntarily upon her knees, though she had not calm- 
ness for prayer, buried her face in her hands, and 
seemed to court the tears which would not come to 
her relief. 

And here we leave her. Shall we pity her? 
We may fairly do so. We pity the child who, ten 
times warned, plays on the shore without once 
looking to the rising waters till they have ingulfed 
him and shut out all hope of escape. The sin 
which causes misery should at the same time 
deepen pity, because it cuts away all support from 
the miserable, except that which is to be gradually 
and painfully attained by repentance. Little can 
pride avail when the soul is left desolate ; and self- 
satisfaction (unlike self-approval) is teebler still. 
‘hese may mould the outward demeanor into cold- 
ness and calmness, but they do but enhance and 
embitter the struggle within, by adding to it ele- 
ments of pure evil, which retard and hinder the pro- 
cess of restoration, in itself painful enough. Edith 
was stunned. Even now she could scarcely believe 
that she had indeed seen him, and that such words 
had passed between them. Again and again she 
told herself that she was wronged—again and again 
the might of a shadowy and unacknowledged truth 
put her to silence. But the result was in either 
case the same. The one prop was broken, the one 
light quenched—the beauty, the hope, the life of 
life was gone. Nothing was left but darkness, 
without a guide; and a heavy burthen, with no 
strength to bear it. At last she wept, and the tears 
were of utter misery, without softness, without 
comfort—a bodily revulsion, leaving the heart still 
parched and buming, as by a destructive fire. 

It was thus that Philip Frera and Edith Kin- 
naird parted for the second time. 


NO. y. 
CHAPTER 1. 


Tue broad slopes of Beechwood Park were swept 
by many passages of green light, many a tree- 
shadow lay smooth and sharply cut upon the sward, 
and the foliage was burning with the myriad hues 
of sunset and autumn, which, like the graces devel- 
oped in the soul by time and discipline, tell of 
springtide and morning departed—of night and de- 
cay drawing near. Edith sat with Mrs. Dalton at 
the foot of a huge oak-tree, and from the shadow 
of that natural cloister looked forth upon the bright- 
ness of the world as a spectacle in which her soul 
took no part. She was out of tune with the har- 
monies of nature, and the discordant voice of her 
heart was not yet so put to silence that she could 
listen to the strain in which she was unable to join. 
Her face and attitude seemed the very embodiment 
of weariness without repose. One restless hand 
was busied in plucking the moss and harebells which 
grew beside her, the other lay idly in her lap, and 
her eyes were fixed upon a group of crouching deer 


——— 
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in the distance, with a steadfast vacantness which 
betokened that the sou) had interposed some image 
of its own between them and the object on which 
they seemed to gaze. Woe to those to whom 
nature is but a mirror wherein they see themselves 
reflected! How can the antidote avail if we perse- 
vere in mixing with it the very poison which it is 
intended to counteract? Yet we must not throw it 
from us in despair, but rather wait patiently, and 
purity it gt oe lias if we desire to obtain our cure 
from it. e are like persons who look out upon 
the night through the windows of a gayly-lighted 
drawing-roum. At first we see nothing but the 
candles and the open work-boxes on the table, but 
if we gaze steadily, by degrees the shapes of the 
solemn hills, and the dim whiteness of starlight, 
come into view ; we discern the clustering of trees 
and the level space of lawns, and at last the moon 
soars up from the horizon and shakes silver light 
from her wings, till the earth shines with a puse 
and mellow glory, like the brow of a risen saint. 
After this, can we go back to the candles again? 

“ What an evening!’’ cried Amy; ‘‘ the repose 
of moonlight without its coliness—the glow of day 
without its heat and bustle! I never seem to fee} 
the life of Nature so acutely as at sunset—one hears 
the very pulses of her great heart beating on the 
silence like a curfew bell.” 

“ But one must stop the very pulses of one’s own 
heart in order to hear them,” returned Edith, a lit- 
tle abruptly ; * I don’t know what is meant by the 
life of Nature. I could much sooner fancy in her 
a deadness so oppressive as to make her chiefest 
beauties of a melancholy rather than a joyful char- 
acter.” 

“ Nay,” said Amy, “ but the whole of Nature is 
a mystery ; and where there is mystery there can 
be no deadness.”’ . 

“ Yet death is the greatest mystery of all,” sug- 
gested Edith. 

‘‘ Only because of the life shut up in it. Grad- 
ual decay, and final dissolution, were a sight easily 
comprehended, though strange and sad, if we could 
separate them from the idea of a life which, once 
begun, must needs continue. The most comph- 
cated and accurate machine that ever was con- 
structed is but a puzzle easily explained, because 
the source of its action is not a living principle 
within it. The meagre corpse—the machine which 
does not and cannot act at all—is a profound mys- 
tery, because there has been life in it, and the life 
is gone, and we know not where it is.” 

Edith sighed heavily. ‘‘If there be a heart in 
Nature,” said she, in a light but bitter tone, ‘‘ it is 
a very unsympathizing heart; perhaps itis more 
human for that very reason. You go out among 
the woods and fields when you are happy, and the 
quivering lights and dancing shadows—the blue 
sky fretted with bars of silver cloud—the low sym- 
phony of bees and waters, bearing up, as it were, 
the exulting vocal chorus of birds—all these things 
delight you and tell you that the earth is rejoicing 
with you. Go out when you are sorrowful, and 
not a light shall be quenched, not a cloud deepened 
not a bird silenced. You are neither missed nor 
welcomed ; there is neither scorn nor sympathy ; 
there is a quiet, changeless indifference to you and 
all your troubles; and you may die, if you please 
and of a broken heart too, (if people ever do die of 
such a disease,) and this Mother Nature, as she is 
satirically called, cares nothing for it. She is just 
the same—and perhaps while your coffin is being 
let down beneath her green sward, she renews the 
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very same magic effect of light and shade—the same 
transparent-gleam of perishable beauty, whichcaught 
and chained your eye the last time you visited her 
in life. No, no; if I were unhappy I should wish 
to live in a little dark room, and never see the sun- 
shine !”’ . 

‘¢ That would be a most scientific method of in- 
creasing your unhappiness,” oe her friend. 
“ Like the Irishman who said, ‘I will be killed, I 
will be killed, and nobody shall help me.’ ” 

‘¢ You may laugh at it if you like,” cried Edith, 
with unusual petulance; ‘‘ but ridicule, you know, 
is not argument. What possible comfort, now, 
could a man whose heart was really heavy derive 
from looking at a particular arrangement of forms 
and colors, or listening to a particular combination 
of sounds ?”’ 

“« You might just as well ask what possible mel- 
ody could be made out of the seven notes of the 
scale,” answered Mrs. Dalton. ‘‘ But it is folly to 
try to give a reason for all one’s feelings.” 

“I do not understand you,” said Edith; “I 
don’t know on what principle you insist upon hav- 
ing reasons for some things and not for others. It 
was just the same with Mr. Thornton. Where art 
or feeling are concerned you seem to recognize 
mysteries beyond reason, and to believe without 
trying to understand ; but it is not so in anything 
else ; religion, for instance——’’ 

‘‘My dear Edith,” interrupted Mrs. Dalton, 
rather warmly, ‘‘ you could not make a greater 
mistake than in attributing to me a want of faith. 
It is contrary to my nature to doubt. I live by be- 
licving. But religion, you know, must not be con- 
fined to a few narrow dogmas, or a single bald and 
oppressive system. It is made up of great ideas, 
which must pervade everything and be discernible 
everywhere.” 

« Yes,” said Edith; “‘ but it seems to me that 
you reverse the natural order. You make art in- 
clude religion, if I may express it so. Now, I 
should have thought that religion, if it were true, 
must be the one great system which includes, as 
well as the one great idea which pervades, every- 
thing else. I can thoroughly understand making 
zesthetics religious ; but I don't understand making 
religion esthetical.”’ 

‘STt ts æsthetical in itself,” cried Mrs. Dalton. 
‘* It is not we who make it so. What can be so 
beautiful as trutht The goodness and mercy of 
God, his great purpose in working out the happi- 
ness of man by means of his purification, the full 
forgiveness of sin, and the gradual emancipation of 
the soul from its power as it rises higher and higher 
in the scale of being, the victory of love, the reign 


of peace—these are the subjects of our faith. And 
are they not beautiful t”’ 
“ They are,’’ replied Edith, gloomily. ‘‘ But 


there are a great many other things in the world 
besides these, which you seem to leave out of con- 
sideration. There is the painfulness of obedience 
—there is the guilt of sin—there is the shame of 
penitence. If these three could be disjoined from 
their companions, life would be easy enough ; but 
it is not so—they are inseparable. And there is 
punishment, and grievous affliction, and desolation 
of heart; these have no place in your system, and 
yet they are very real. You put away all truths 
which are not beautiful; and yet it seems to me 
that you ought to reject all beauties which are not 
based upon truth.’’ 

“ Nay,” said Mrs. Dalton, “ the soul is like the 
body ; it needs medicine as well as food, and some- 
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times even it needs a painful operation. But these, 
however distressing in themselves, are only the 
means of restoration to health.” 

« Follow out the comparison,” said Edith. 
‘“ There are other pains besides those which are 
sent for restoration. ‘There are diseases which be- 
gin in agony and end in death. May not the soul 
be subject to these also?” 

Amy turned her eyes upon her friend's face with 
an anxious and inquiring expression, struck by a 
course of thought so unusual and so sombre. 
Edith’s color changed as she added, with a forced 
laugh, ‘ Why do you look at me sot The idea 
is yours, not mine; I was only completing your 
simile.” 

“It is certainly possible,” said Amy, ‘‘ to look 
so exclusively at the dark side of life as to lose 
sight entirely of the lights and colors ; but it seems 
to me an unnatural and ungrateful task so to do 
Only look around you for one moment, and then 
doubt, if you can, that God meant his children to 
be happy !” 

Edith lifted her eyes; the pomp of sunset had 
departed, and earth was donning the novice robe of 
twilight ere she betook herself to the silence and 
seclusion of night; she was enduring a separation 
from the life and splendor of day, as the only means 
whereby the quiet majesty of the congregated stars 
could be made visible to her. Through the black 
stems of the elms was seen a space of pale green 
sky, against which one tiny motionless cloud was 
suspended, dyed with a faint blush which still lin- 

ered from the last kiss of the sunbeams; the 
upper heavens were spangled with a thousand hues 
of wan and changeful light, passing through wa- 
tery gold and soft lilac to the deep calm purple of 
the zenith, and kindling again into rose color at the 
western horizon, where the departed sun had left 
his monument of glory, transient as human fame. 
Over the distance lay a lovely haze like that which 
hope weaves around the future, while nearer ob- 
jects were clad ina mellow distinctness such as 
memory lends to the past. Streaks of gold glim- 
mered among the foliage like fragments of light, 
caught and imprisoned ere sunset. The low mur- 
mur of a brook made the silence audible, like the 
breathings of a sleeping babe. 

« Yes!” cried Edith, with that wayward vehe- 
mence which takes a kind of pleasure in recogniz- 
ing the omnipotence of sorrow ; ‘‘ yes, I can doubt 
it! This is all very beautiful, and very like hap- 
piness—that is to say, it is a thing which we see 
as a spectacle, but in which we have no part. It 
shows itself to us, and suffers us to study it, so that 
we may learn exactly how and where we are most 
capable of enjoying it, and then it passes by and 
leaves us.” * 

‘“ My dearest Edith,” said Amy, drawing her 
friend’s shawl closely round her, and gently em- 
bracing her as she did so, ‘‘ you are not sufficiently 
recovered yet to brave the chilliness of an October 
evening. tus goin. And remember,” added 
she caressingly, ‘‘ we have a thousand schemes of 
enjoyment for your visit here. Iam not going to 
be content with the shabby fortnight which you 
promised me. We are to read, and walk, and play 
together ; and I am determined not to let you escape 
me till you have quite recovered your health and 
spirits. Godfrey is coming next week, you know ; 
and I expect that it will take at least a month of 
his society to make you exactly what you used to 


be. 
Exactly what she used to be! How the words 
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grated upon Edith’s heart! Effacement—recovery 
—restoration—what mere sounds they are! What 
effaced stain can ever compare with the first unsul- 
lied purity? what healing of sickness is like the 
unfearing freshness of never-broken healtht The 
eyes that watch the gradual progress, and compare 
it step by step with the point of lowest degradation, 
may fancy at last that the restoration is complete ; 
but place the image of the unfallen beside the image 
of the restored, and the scars of closed wounds and 
the traces of cleansed stains are at once perceptible. 
The tree of knowledge bears its bitter fruit. We 
cannot make acquaintance with evil, whether in the 
shape of sin or of sorrow, and be afterwards as 
though we had never known it. 

Perhaps Edith had never felt so utterly miserable 
as at that moment. The silent and delicate sym- 
pathy of her friend made her conscious alike that 
she had been petulant, and that she had in part 
betrayed herself. She felt grateful—and yet not 
softened or humbled, though her high spirit rose 
into a kind of indignant self-contempt. She defied 
and disdained her own mental weakness at the 
moment in which she was suffering from it most 
acutely. Never had she been further from opening 
her heart—vet never so oppressed by the sense of 
spiritual loneliness. She felt that there was a bitter 
truth in her words, and she rather exulted in the 
impotence of the arguments that had been brought 
forward against it; they had satisfied her before, 
and seemed consistent and real, but the Ithuriel 
spear of sorrow turned them into shadows with a 
touch. She pressed Amy’s hand and thanked her, 
and then added hurriedly as they walked towards 
the house— 

“« We have had a strange conversation for an 
evening like this, and I don’t think, Amy, you have 
answered my questions satisfactorily. Iam only 
talking speculatively, you know—one likes to turn 
one’s thoughts about, and look at them from all 
sides. Now it seems to me that there are a great 
many places in the world, and a great many per- 
sons—and the persons are all made so as to fit the 
places, but all are different, and soinehow or other, 
all, or nearly all, have come to be mismatched. So 
that each unhappy victim who is fast fixed in his 
wrong place, with the angles running into him and 
pinching him, making him as uncomfortable as pos- 
Bible, has a pleasant prospect of the place which 
would exactly fit him, but into which somebody 
else has got, who, perhaps, is suffering just as 
much as he is. And there is no possibility of 
change or exchange. How do you like my alle- 

ory!’ 

“I think there is a great deal of disagreeable 
truth in it,” returned Mrs. Dalton, as they paused 
on the edge of the sweep to allow a carriage to pass 
them, which had apparently just left its occupant 
beneath the portico. ‘‘ The only way left is to 
accustom oneself to an uneasy position, and to pad 
the sides of one’s prison.” d 

‘¢ And, without metaphor,” said Edith, ‘* how is 
that to be done?’’ 

“ By learning indifference and contentment,” 
replied Amy, ‘ indifference to inevitable evils, con- 
tentment with attainable pleasures—never of course 
intermitting the effort to procure as much of the 
pleasure, and get rid of as much of the evil as you 
can. Few people are such adepts in the art of 
being happy as Í am: I am just like a child—unless 
I am actually interfered with, I can make myself 
happy with a stick and a piece of string.” 


y this time they had reached the hall-door, 
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where they were met by a servant, with the mes- 
sage that Mr. Dalton was arrived, and had sent bim 
to say that it was ten minutes past the usual dinner 
hour, and he begged Mrs. Dalton to make haste. 
Amy accompanied Edith to her room, and hovered 
about her, talking of a thousand different things, 
selecting and criticising her costume for the even- 
ing, and examining all the littl arrangements 
made for her comfort and convenience. 

“ I always pester my favorite guests with a vast 
deal of superintendence on the first day of their 
arrival,” said she; ‘“‘ afterwards I shall leave you to 
the bliss of perfect independence, unless you ask 
for the contrary. Now, Davis, don’t be in a hurry 
—you are not arranging Miss Kinnaird‘s hair so 
gracefully as usual.’ She took the comb from the 
maid’s hand, and began to smooth Edith’s abundant 
tresses herself. 

“ Oh, never mind,” said Edith; ‘‘ I am afraid of 
being late.” 

« Nay, it is scarcely seven o’clock yet—besides, 
your toilette will be over before mine, at any rate ; 
and J am determined that you shall look your best. 
My reputation as a connoisseur depends upon it, 
you know. There! Davis shall finish your hair, 
while I tie up your bouquet.”’ 

A vase of hot-house flowers stood on the table, 
and from these Mrs. Dalton proceeded to select the 
most beautiful, some of which she wreathed around 
Edith’s head, while the rest were arranged in a 
cluster for her boquet. She did not go to her own 
toilette till her friend’s was nearly completed. 

Edith had never seen Mr. Dalton. She had been 
ill—too ill to come to Beechwood at the time origi- 
nally intended, and on the morning of her arrival he 
was absent. He had gone to some agricultural 
meeting. She tried to interest herself about him, 
and to fancy what he would be like, and whether 
she should Jike him—she tried, in short, resolutely, 
and with a temporary, but delusive success, to take 
it for granted that she was not unhappy—that she 
could be interested in her friend’s concerns just as 
if nothing had happened to herself—that, in fact, 
nothing had happened to her, which was to engross 
her thoughts, and subdue her spirits. With a heart 
out of which every atom of sunlight was gone, 
she tried to persuade herself that she eould see as 
at noonday ; her light was made darkness, and she 
shut her eyes steadily, and maintained that the 
darkness was light. ‘There was something pitiable 
in the utter helpnessness which this voluntary self- 
delusion betokened. It was like a child hiding its 
face in fear, that it may not see the rock which is 
about to fall upon it; the rock falls just the same, 
and crushes it. 

She remembered all the little incidents which 
had led her to believe that Amy’s husband was un- 
congenial to her, and admired the philosophy which 
made her friend so hight-hearted. She wondered 
whether it was perfectly real, yet instantly dis- 
missed the doubt, and reproached herself for having 
entertained it. 

« No,” said she to herself, ‘all that she has 
said is perfectly true—of her. She can bear bein 
in the position that does not actually suit her, an 
she can suit herself to it. The alchemy of her 
temperament extracts gold from everything that is 
submitted to it. How could J answer her as I did? 
How superior she is to myself! I will watch her 
closely, aad try to grow like her.” And in this 
frame of mind she descended to the drawing-room. 

Several persons from the neighborhood were 
assembled, but they were strangers to Edith, and 
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she felt no interest or curiosity about them. A 
momentary thought did flit across her mind as she 
assed to a seat in a quiet corner of the room, that 
Amy’s habitual disregard of all etiquettes but those 
which precisely suited herself, was a curious exem- 
plification of her theory of getting rid of as much 
evil and obtaining as much pleasure as possible, 
and the question suggested itself, whether in all 
cases the pleasure was to be sought for yourself 
without regard to the evil to others; but she had 
no time to follow out the idea, for Mr. Dalton, who 
was making the agreeable to a hungry squire and 
an exhausted dowager, with a face expressive of 
a most unsuccessful effort to subdue impatience, 
carrying on a conversation in short starts, perpetu- 
ally on the look-out for an.interruption, came 
towards her, and introduced himself in a very 
friendly manner. He was a gentleman-like man, 
about forty-five years old, rather portly, and a little 
fussy, but not sufficiently so to suggest at once the 
idea of underbreeding. His forehead was bald and 
ample, and his features were well cut, so that the 
general contour of the face was intellectual, though 
perhaps the expression could scarcely be so desig- 
nated. ‘There was all the formal cordiality of an 
Englishman in the manner in which he shook hands 
with Edith, welcomed her to Beechwood, and be- 
gan the business of small talk; yet he was not 
thoroughly pleasing, even on first acquaintance. 

e gave you the notion of a man who was perpet- 
ually undergoing a kind of self-drill—a very ditfer- 
ent thing from self-discipline. He seemed satisfied 
if only he succeeded in making himself different 
from what nature intended him to be, without 
troubling himself to examine into the character of 
the difference. Superficially, he was a hearty 
country gentleman, covered by a dubious sort of 
deposit, left by the course of London society, redo- 
lent rather of blacking than of polish; yet his 
jovialty seemed a little too elaborate to be genuine, 
his seriousness a little too self-important to be 
dignified. In fact, there was an uneasy conscious- 
ness about him, betokening peculiarity of tempera- 
tinent, or want of practice in society, and in either 
case occasioning a contagious awkwardness which 
prevented a sensitive person from feeling quite at 
ease in his company. 

« You have scarcely had time yet to see any- 
thing of our beauties,” observed he. ‘* The park 
—I hope, Mrs. Dalton—the park has some fine 
views. ‘The park is small—but—did n't I hear ?— 
it has fine views. Fine views. Did you walk to 
‘—eight o’clock!—the western side of the hill? 
Major Fellowes, I believe we are fast.” 

is eyes wandered in all directions during the 
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delivery of this rather difficult speech, every clause 
of which was produced with an effort, and a mani- 
fest disconnection from the preceding one. The 
rable dg were accompanied by slight springs 
forward, as he fancied he heard his wife's step ap- 
proaching the door; and the final words were 
addressed apologetically to a very stern and yellow 
officer who seemed to him to frown more than 
usual, as the sonorous bell of the clock resounded 
to eight fatal strokes. Edith wished he would n't 
try to talk to her till he was more at ease. She 
felt relieved when Amy made her appearance, 
looking perfectly cool and quiet, and dressed with 
so much simplicity as to put it out of the power of 
the crossest of her guests to say that she had kept 
them waiting for the sake of her toilette. She was 
glad when they moved into the dining-room, but 
she had not been seated five minutes ere she began 
to feel hopelessly weary of Major Fellowes’ efforts 
to amuse her, and to watch the progress of the 
repast with a nervous impatience for its conclusion. 
In the drawing-room she withdrew from the circle, 
and occupied herself with a book of prints, but she 
caught Amy’s eyes wandering towards her, and, 
afraid of betraying herself more than she had 
already done, she came desperately forward, and 
lunged into conversation. There is nothing like 
abitual intercourse with society for teaching a 
woman how to suppress and conceal her feelings. 
For the sake of those she loves, she may indeed, 
and does often, subdue them, and avoid all indul- 
gence of them, but it is hard for her to hide their 
very existence from eyes which are waiting to weep 
with her, if only she will let them. But where 
she is sure of not meeting with sympathy, and 
would scarcely value it if she found it—where she 
lives among conventionalisms, and shows, and cold- 
nesses, the difficulty to one who feels acutely is not 
so much to hide the appearance of tenderness as to 
avoid that of hardness. Physical weakness gener- 
ally saves her from the latter supposition ; but if 
her nerves be strong and her heart sensitive, she is 
pretty sure to pass before the world in gencral as 
a sober pattern of chilly gentleness, who is neither 
to be kindled nor melted. Edith got through the 
evening, a8 the phrase is, wonderfully well. She 
talked, laughed, listened, played and sang, and was 
universally pronounced to be as agrecable as she 
was beautiful. And then she went up to her bed- 
room, looking round her as she entered, with a 
kind of fear, as though the thoughts kept at bay 
during the day were lying there in wait, and ready 
to spring upon her. t us leave her for the night, 
and not inquire how much she slept, nor of what 
aspect were her dreams. 


Present To THE Prince or Wates.—So many 
people continue to pour in presents for the Prince 
of Wales, that Sir Denis le Marchant has, at length, 
been compelled to write a strong letter to one of the 
would-be donors. A garbled copy of the epistle has 
appeared in the columns of our contemporaries. It 
is reserved for Punch to give a true copy :— 


“c Whitehall, October 5th, 1847. 
t Sir, 

‘In the absence of Secretary Sir George 
Grey, I have to acknowledge the receipt of a small 
box, containing a gold bijou, sent by you to the 
queen, as a present for his royal highness the Prince 
of Wales; but, in consequence of the very great 
number of presents which have been offered, not to 
offend individuals, such presents are declined gen- 
erally. 


“ But, sir, you will allow me to add that, think- 
ing it a great pity that the source of generosit 
should be stopped by the formality of etiquette, 
would advise you—the Prince of Wales being am- 
ply provided for with all things—to inquire about 
your own neighborhood whether there are not very 
many little boys who would, to their great benefit, 
gladly receive the amount of any present you would 
otherwise send to Windsor Castle. hy, sir, 
should you make a present of the contents of a salt- 
box to the sea, when, no doubt, there are so many 
who have not a morsel of the article wherewith to 
flavor their potatoes ? 

“ I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 
“Denis Le Marcuant.”” 
Punch. 
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Ir was the fortune of France, during the course 
of the eighteenth century, to be governed, at an 
interval of about ninety years, by two men who 
filled all Europe—shall we not rather say the 
world !—with their renown. One of these was 
Louis XIV., the descendant of a hundred kings, 
whose early promise of goodness was too quickly 
blighted by the baneful atmosphere of a brilliant 
and adulatory court; but who, amid his faults and 
errors, never ceased for a moment to be the courte- 
ons gentleman, as well as the despotic monarch. 
The other was Napoleon Bonaparte, who bore upon 
his brow the stamp of natural royalty, and who, 
by various qualities, won the hearts of his com- 
rades in arms: but whose attempts at courtesy 
were as rare as they were unsuccessful. He found 
it easier to become an emperor than a gentleman ; 
and this deficiency was felt by him more acutely 
than might have been expected from a man of his 
gigantic mind. 

It was the singular fate of one woman, the 
Marquise de Créquy, to have been presented to both 
these great men, and to have been received by each 
of them with distinguished marks of attention. 
She has lett behind her a brief sketch of these 
remarkable interviews, which we present to our 
readers, with the hope that it may prove interest- 
ing. Let us, however, say a few words first of the 
fair and distinguished writer. 

Victoire de Froulay, Marquise de Créquy, was 
one of the most nuble and witty, as well as one of 
the loveliest women of her day; and during the 
profligate reign of Louis XV., her life was so irre- 
proachable, that the shaft of slander could find no 
arrow wherewith to wound her peace. At the age 
of ten or eleven, Victoire de Froulay accompanied 
her uncle, the Maréchal de Tessé, and her grand- 
mother, the Marquise de Froulay, to St. Cyr, where 
Madame de Maintenon was then staying; but we 
will give her own account of the visit. 

« We stepped into the maréchal’s carriage, and 
found ourselves on the road to St. Cyr. At the 
end of a few minutes the equipage stops, and our 
laquais open the doors and let down the steps with 
precipitation. ‘It is the king,’ said my uncle, 
and we got outof the carriage leisurely; for the 
maréchal’s people were too well trained not to have 
given ample notice of his majesty’s approach. The 
king’s carriage soon overtook us. It was drawn, 
as usual, hy eight horses, and escorted by three 
mousquctaires, and as many light horse. There 
were two pages in front, and four behind, all of 
whom were clad in light-blue velvet, at that time 
the livery of France. Louis XIV. was alone in 
the carriage, and the moment he perceived us, the 
equipage and its escort stopped as by enchantment. 
His majesty let down the glass at our side, and 
saluted us with the most graceful courtesy. ‘That 
is the king, then,’ said I, with tears in my eyes— 
‘the great king?’ ‘ You may add, the good, the 
unhappy king,” replied the maréchal in a grave and 
melancholy tone. 

“ On arriving at St. Cyr, we passed through a 
large apartment filled with the pages and attendants 
of his majesty, who was gone into the convent gar- 
den with the Bishop of Chartres and some other 
noblemen. Madame de Maintenon received us in a 
lofty chamber, wuinscotted in oak, and singularly 
free from decorations of any kind. There were no 
paintings on the walls, neither was the floor of the 
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apartment carpeted ; but a small square of tapestry 
was placed before each of the chairs. Madame de 
Maintenon called me over to her, and fixing on me 
a look full of intelligence and sweetness, kissed me 
on the forehead. She then spoke to me of the high 
consideration in which she held my family ; and my 
grandmother rising soon afterwards to take leave 
of her, because the hour for the king’s visit had 
arrived—‘ Stay, marquise, stay,’ said Madame de 
Maintenon in an earnest tone ; and my grandmother 
readily yielded to her request. 

‘The monarch entered without any announce- 
ment, save that the folding-doors were all opened 
wide, and a gentleman-in-ordinary, who preceded 
his majesty by two or three minutes, approached 
Madame de Maintenon, making her a profound and 
silent obeisance, as is done to royal personages 
when their repast is ready. Madame de Maintenon 
advanced five or six steps to meet his majesty, who 
seemed to walk with difficulty, but nevertheless 
saluted her with the most graceful courtesy. 

s « Here is a young lady,’ she said, ‘whom I 
have taken the liberty to detain a while, that I 
might present her to the king. It is not needful 
that I should name her.’ 

“<I believe,’ replied the king, ‘that there is 
some sort of spiritual relationship® between this 
young lady and myself ; but we are also relations after 
another fashion,’ added he, looking upon me as if 
he meant to congratulate me on the honor I enjoyed 
in being his cousin. 

“< I ask permission of the king that you may kiss 
his hand,’ said my grandmother with an air of solie- 
itude, which had, however, no shade of obsequious- 
ness about it. 

“ The king extended his hand with the palm 
downwards, as if he had presented it with the in- 
tention that I should kiss it; but a moment after- 
wards, he closed his hand quickly upon mine, which 
he deigned to press to his lips, and then he had the 
goodness—the exquisite politencss—or, if you will, 
the gallantry (for I know not how to designate his 
proceeding)—to place my hand gently by my side, 
and to detain it there long enough for me to under- 
stand that he did not choose me to offer him my 
intended homage.” 

The same mark of distinction which had been 
conferred upon Madame de Créquy by Louis XIV. 
as an act of gentle courtesy to a child, was ren- 
dered to her eighty-five years later by Napoleon 
Bonaparte, as a proof of respect and veneration. 
But before transcribing her account of this inter- 
view, we will relate her earliest impressions of 
Bonaparte, when she obtained a passing glimpse 
of him during his boyish days. 

“It was the 3lst December, in the year 1780. 
I had gone to pass a day at Elysée Marbeuf with 
my invalid friend, the Marquise de Marbewuf, and 
was sitting téte-a-téte with that dear woman, who 
was drinking apple-water incessantly, and talked of 
nothing but coughs and colds, tubercles and inflam- 
mations, until I was wearied to death with her con- 
versation. The servant announced some lady, who 
was waiting in the antechamber, and had come to 
wish her a happy new year. 

« <c May. Heaven bless her, and deliver me from 
her visit! Tell her that I have come out to Elysée 
on purpose to avoid company, because I do nothing 
but cough from morning to night. Why should she 
thus pursue me to Elysée? Have I never spoken 
to you of this Madame Bonne-ou Mal-aparté ?’ 


* Her grandmother was the goddaughter of Louis XIV. 
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«< Malaparté you call her? I rather think it is 
Bonaparté.’ And then Madame de Marbeeuf began 
telling me how her husband had become acquainted 
with this family while he was governor of Corsica, 
and that he had procured for the husband a situation 
in the customs, as they were very poor, although 
persons of good family. 

« Being thoroughly wearied of my friend’s soci- 
ety, I proposed that Madame Bonaparte should be 
admitted ; and accordingly there was ushered in a 
fine-looking woman, with a legion of ill-dressed 
children. Amid this covey of unfledged Corsicans, 
there was a little boy, whose red eyes betrayed 
some recent vexation, and who was making a strong 
effort to gulp down his tears. By way of being 
civil, I inquired, in a kind tone, what was the mat- 
ter with her son. ‘Madama,’ she replied, with a 
loud provincial voice, ‘ é oun piti monstro!’—(‘ he 
is a little monster !’) 

‘+ Madame de Marbeuf looked quite distressed at 
the jargon of her visitor ; but as it was rather amus- 
ing to me, I continued my inquiries until Madame 
Bonaparte related how she had taken her children 
to see the Bishop of Autun, and how this proud 
schoolboy had refused to kiss my lord bishop’s 
hand, and how she had boxed his ears soundly as 
soon as they were outside the episcopal palace, by 
way of teaching him better manners for the future. 
‘Ma e ouna testa de fer, madama!’—(‘ He has an 
tron head, madam !’) Assuredly I will not contra- 
dict the glorious mother of the citizen Bonaparte, 
now that the ‘ piti monstro’ is become the hero of 
St. Roche and the Pont-tourmant.”’ 

About twenty years had elapsed since Madame 
de Créquy’s first meeting with the Bonaparte family 
—years of multiplied trials to her, and of ardent 
activity to the ‘‘iron-headed boy,’ whose proud 
spirit a maternal hand had vainly endeavored to 
repress. Early in the nineteenth century, she dic- 
tates to her faithful secretary, Dupont, as follows: 

‘¢ Bonaparte had returned from Egypt, and was 
dwelling in the palace of our kings. Talleyrand 
was using all his address to draw the nobility into 
communication with the republican government. 
Many of them had solicited an audience of the first 
consul, in order to obtain a restitution of their se- 

uestered forests. My cousin and heir, the Baron 

e Breteuil, was very desirous that I should write 
to Bonaparte, and with infinite repugnance I con- 
sented todo so. It is impossible either to conceive 
or to express the painful effort it cost me to take 
this step.* 

“ Two days afterwards, Colonel, (I forget his 
aame,) aid-de-camp to the first consul was an- 
nounced ; and I behold a tall, fine young man, who, 
on entering my drawing-room, makes three pro- 
found bows, and tells me in a most respectful tone 
that the first consul desires to see me, and requests 
my presence at the Tuileries on the ensuing day, 
at two in the afternoon. ‘This summons perplexed 
me. I gave for answer that I was very aged and 
very feeble, but that, if possible, I would wait on 
the first consul at the time appointed. Having ap- 


* Extract of a note from Madame de Créquy, relative 
to the letter which she had consented to write to Bona- 
parte. “Iwill sign this letter, which I must not have 
the trouble to correct or to write. All the necessary for- 
mulas may be employed ; but care must be taken not to 
use any expression which may convey the false idea of 
submission on my part ; and I will not sign anything which 
can be at variance with sincerity or dignity of character. 
Therefore, let there be perfect politeness in the expres- 
sions, but no superfluous compliments. I ask for justice, 
rot favor.” 
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plied to the Baron de Breteuil for his advice in this 
perplexing juncture, he counselled me by no means 
to neglect the invitation of the chief of the republic, 
especially as he seemed willing to restore the con- 
fiscated forests. He added, that the Princesse de 
Guemenée had already presented herself to Bona- 
parte at his request, and that, after giving her a 
very polite reception, he had restored to her her 
forfeited lands. Let me confess that curiosity im 
some measure swayed my decision, and it was 
finally settled that I should wait on General Bona- 
arte. 

j «It was the 12th of November, 1800, when 1 
was carried in a sedan chair to the Tuileries. This 
poor castle seemed to me sadly dilapidated. The 
porters landed me at the entrance of the last saloon. 
(I must tell you that, for lack of dresses made ac- 
cording to the fashion of the day, I was habited m 
my usual costume ; that is to say, in a petticoat and 
short pelisse of carmelite taffety, with a mantle and 
hood of the same material.) ‘The ‘ Citoyenne Cré- 
quy’ was announced, and I found myself tête-à-tête 
with the conqueror of the pyramids. He looked 
thoughtfully at me for a moment, and then ad- 
dressing me in a kind manner, ‘I have wished to 
see you, Madame la Maréchale.’ But quickly as- 
suming a more imperious tone, ‘I have desired to 
see you. Are you not a hundred years old?’ 

‘¢* Not quite, perhaps ; but I am very near it.’ 

«< How old are you precisely ?” 

“I could scarcely forbear laughing at such an 
interrogation, made in so imperative a form. ‘Sir,’ 
replied I, smiling—in such guise, alas! as one can 
smile at my age; and perhaps my smile was not 
even perceptible to him—‘I cannot tell you pre- 
cisely my age. I was born in a castle of La Maine.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ said he, interrupting me brusquely ; 
‘in your time the civil registers were either badly 
kept, or-else altogether neglected.’ And then he 
resumed his interrogatories in a magisterial tone. 
‘Where do you live?’ 

‘¢*In the Hotel de Créquy.’ 

‘¢¢Ah diable! And in what quarter?’ 

‘¢ T could not understand this fancy to know where 
I resided; but am told that it is a sort of curiosity 
which he feels with regard to all those who approach 
him. It also perplexed me to know wheretore he 
addressed me as Madame Ja Maréchale; but on 
learning that he had bestowed equally inappropriate 
titles on other people, it occurs to me that he wishes 
perhaps to create an illusion to himself as to the 
date, origin, and nature of his consular authority. 
On learning that I resided in the rue de Grenoble— 

«s Rue de Grenoble! There was a tumult in 
your quarter yesterday. Were you frightened? 

t was on account of the price of bread.’ 

« s The rioters were not numerous, and I did not 
trouble myself about the matter.’ 

‘« < There can be no disturbances under my gov- 
ernment ; no serious ones at least! There may be 
an uproar now and then ; but France is not the less 
happy and contented. Don't let people deceive 
themselves ; a little clamor is no proof of dissatis- 
faction among the people. Happiness does sot go 
about and make a noise in the strects; a few rest- 
less spirits make a vast commotion. Js it not so? 

«Oh, assuredly: three women who set about 
screaming make more noise than three thousand 
men who hold their peace.’ 

«< What you say, then, is very good ; very good 
indeed, do you know ?’ 

‘t And I answered him quite simply, as Colinette 
would have done at court, ‘ You are very kind, sir.’ 


~ 
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‘©The weather being dark and showery, with 
gusts of cold wind, ‘I am sorry to have made you 
come out to-day,’ said he, smiling; ‘the weather 
is arbitrary,’ laying an accent on the last word. 
‘ We see a relative of yours frequently.’ 

i Who can that be?’ I inquired with an air of 
surprise, and in as familiar a tone as that which he 
used. He replied it was Madame de Mirande. ‘I 
cid not know we were relations. Iam the Duch- 
ess of Miranda in Spain, and this perhaps has occa- 
sioned her mistake.’ But the first consul looked 
so annoyed at the deception, that I was sorry to 
have said so much; for in truth I did not wish this 
gasconne any harm. 

«< You have seen Louis XIV. 1?’ continued he in 
an elevated tone; ‘have you also seen Peter the 
Great, Madame la Maréchale ?’ 

«<I have not had that honor, for I was in my 
province whea’ 

“< I know that you were intimate with Cardinal 
de Fleury ; is it true that he expected to obtain the 
imperial crown for Louis XV.! Had Louis any 
chance of being emperor ?” 

«s Tt was believed, general, that his success was 
certain, but for the bad faith of Frederick, king of 
Prussia, whose treachery Fleury never forgave.’ 

« < Frederick was cleverer than Fleury, but not 
more astute : old Fleury was a cunning one. Have 
you suffered much from the Revolution?’ he in- 
quired dryly. 

‘ Believing he would be glad to escape a long 
list of grievances, I mentioned my losses as briefly 
as possible; alluding especially to the forests of 
Versailles and St. Bol, and the wood of Valen- 
ciennes. His answer was vague; for he evidently 
responded to his own thoughts rather than to my 
words. ‘ Madame, the desire to do good in a time 
of revolution is like writing upon the sand by the 
seashore; what is spared by the winds is effaced 
by the waves.’ After a moment’s- pause, he in- 
quired, ‘ Did you know Dubois and Cartouche ?” 

‘¢ Instead of answering a word, I looked at him 
with so severe an expression that it suprises me 
now to think upon it. Most probably he became 
sensible of the impropriety of having summoned the 
Dowager Marquise de Créquy into his presence for 
the sake of asking news about Cartouche; and he 
smiled so naively that I felt at once disarmed. 

‘¢“Allow me, madame,’ said he, ‘to kiss your 
hand.’ 

“ I began to pull off my mitten as hastily as the 


Coats or Arms.—The savants of the Heralds’ 
College can always find appropriate arms for any 
one who is desirous of having, and willing to pay 
for, heraldic honors. The veriest plebian may have 
an escutcheon quite as ancient as the most venera- 
ble family in the land ; and we believe the date may 
be put back as far as you please, at the moderate 
charge of sixpence per century. Upon this very 
reasonable scale of fees one may be carried back to 
Noan for little more than the fare between London 
and Liverpool; and, to accomodate the public gen- 
erally, a quarter of a century may be had at the 
wholesale price, by those who cannot afford to pay 
too dearly for the remoteness of their ancestry. 
The Stones can be traced to an old Saxon stock, 
from ‘‘ saxum,” a stone, and hence we get the ex- 
pression ‘‘ a stock and a stone,” which renders the 
matter clear, and all for the moderate sum of a few 
shillings ; the Joneses, who are evidently of Welsh 
extraction, may be accommodated with a genealogy 
from Jonas, who came from the very centre of 
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occasion required. ‘ Leave on your glove, my good 
mother,’ added he, with an air of respectful solici- 
tude: and then he pressed my poor decrepit cente- 
nary fingers firmly to his lips. He granted me the 
restitution of our forests with the best grace imag- 
inable; and then spoke of the noble conduct of the 
Duke de Créquy Lesdiguiéres at Rome, adding, 
that France was wrong in allowing the destruction 
of this pyramid, which testified the reparation of- 
ome to her ambassador. 

« Alas! what avails me this noble name of Cré- 
quy, which I shall be the last to bear; and which 
must very shortly be noted down for the last time 
in a dirty register, among the names of an undis 
tinguished multitude ! 

*¢] have remarked in the character and conduct 
of Bonaparte many things which are abhorrent to 
me, one thing that perplexes me, and one that I 
approve of. It is needless to enumerate the causes 
of my dislike; but the motive of my approbation 
consists in his unconquerable perseverance. He 
never retreats before any opposition; and in great 
affairs, as well as in little ones, he who is the most 
resolute will infallibly succeed. As for the matter 
which perplexes me, if Bonaparte be indeed desir- 
ous to reign over France, the enigma may be partly 
solved—Wherefore does he seek so earnestly to 
win over to his interest the high nobility of France, 
who never can be of any service to him? Heirs of 
their unworthy sires, most of our young nobility have 
been a er without piety, and too early plunged 
into the corrupting vortex of the world; an ener- 
vated and degenerate race, they are unfit to govern. 
Wherefore, among the nobles who have distin- 
guished themselves during the Revolution by abil- 
ity or self-devotion, has there not been found even 
one of our grand seigneurs? Wherefore have they 
made themselves remarkable only by their disloy- 
alty or their want of intelligence ? 

‘I believe that the impiety and profligacy of the 
regency, and of the closing years of Louis XV., 
have produced the dissolution of society in France ; 
and that our country needed to be purified in a bath 
of her own blood. I believe that Bonaparte has 
been raised up to exterminate the assassins, and to 
dissipate revolutionary illusions. 1 think it very 
probable that his head may be turned by success ; 
and perhaps this man of victory may so far forget 
the mission he has received, that his ambition may 
be severely chastised. Laurels are a perfect sym- 
bol; they yield shade, and nothing more.” 


Whales: and even Tomkins can be affliated on our 
old friend Timour THE Tartar, without much 
trouble.—Punch. 


Time is like a ship which never anchors; while I 
am on board, I had better do those things that ma 
profit me at my landing, than practise such as shall 
cause my commitment when I come ashore. What- 
soever | do, I would think what will become of it 
when it is done. If good, I will go on to finish it; 
if bad, I will either leave off where I am, or not 
undertake it at all. Vice, like an unthrift, sells 
away the inheritance, while it is but in reversion ; 
but virtue, husbanding all things well, is a pur- 
chaser.— Feltham. i 


Ir is in contemplation to apply to India the prin- 
ciple of subdivision which has been made in the 
diocese of Australia. There are at present four 
bishoprics—namely, Calcutta, Bombay, Madras, 
and Colombo ; these four sees are to be split up 
into ten new bishoprics. 
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GoLd anp Sitver.—It is stated in Jacobs’ Es- 
say on the Precious Metals, that in the ruins of 
Herculaneum and Pompeii, which were destroyed 
by an eruption of Vesuvius more than seventeen 
centuries ago, no ornaments of gold or silver have 
been found. In some of the houses of Pompeii 
skeletons of the inhabitants have been discovered— 
in all, domestic utensils and personal ornaments— 
but those for which in the present day the precious 
metals are almost exclusively adopted by the middle 
class of persons, are composed of iron or brass. If 
gold and silver had been in the dwellings of the in- 
habitants at the time the eruption took place, they 
would be found there at the present time, as the iron 
and bronze have been, of which their spoons and 
forks were made; and which have retained their 
shape after the lapse of so many years.. Balt. 
Patriot. 
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Evwhank’s Hydraulics, No. 3. GREELY anp Mc- 
ELRATH. 

The American Architect, No. 6.—Price 25 cents. 
Saxton and Kett: Boston. [It is an advan- 
tage to anybody hoping to build a house, to ex- 
amine this periodical. } 

A new Map of Ten Miles round Philadelphia, has 
been published. 

Chambers’ Miscellany, No.7. Gouup, KENDALL, 
AND LINCOLN. 

The Convict. By G. P. R. James. 
Brothers. 
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We copy the remaining notices from the N. Y. 
Commercial Advertiser :— 


Smith's Consular Cities of China. Harper AND 
Brotiuers: New York. 


“« We have not completed the reading of the first 
part of the Rev. George Smith’s narrative of an 
exploratory visit to the consular cities of China and 
to the islands of Hong Kong and Chusan ; but 
what we have read has proved instructive as well 
as entertaining. Some valuable works have been 
written on China within the past few years, more 
important, perhaps, than this to the political econ- 
omist and the merchant. But we have met with 
none that has given us so full an insight, without 
apparent elfort, into the individual character of the 
Chinese—that has made us so familiar with the 
thinkings and habits of an ordinary intelligent Chi- 
naman. There are in its pages a willingness to ac- 
knowledge and respect whatever is estimable, and 
a pleasant, natural vein of narrative, which make 
the Chinese city and its population almost as familiar 
to us as some portions of our own land. It is more- 
over a scasonable book, now that the attention of 
religious men is so earnestly directed to China.” 


Spark's Writings of Washington.—Vol. VII.— 

Harper & Brorners: New York. 

‘* It has been with indefinable sensations that we 
have recently gone through these ‘ writings.’ They 
are Washington’s best and imperishable monument. 
We have read with admiration many memoirs, and 
have carefully studied more than one analysis of 
the character of that great and good man, but to us 
he never appeared so great and so good as in this 
collection of his despatches and Jetters. The coun- 
try is indebted to the present publishers for issuing 
the work at so reasonable a price. We would have 
it in the hands of all who can appreciate and desire 
to imitate unwearied industry, immaculate integrity, 
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lofty, self-denying patriotism, undaunted courage, 
and exalted virtue. Every man should possess this 
memorial of his country’s proudest ornament.”’ 


A Plea for Amusements. By F.W.Sawyer. Ap- 
pleton & Co.: New York. 


‘¢ This is a volume likely to attract attention and 

rhaps cause some discussion in the religious world. 
t is, what it professes to be, a plea for amusements ; 
and the author certainly treats his subject with fear- 
less candor. In many of his positions we conceive 
that he is philosophically right. He would not only 
permit, but directly sanction and foster many amuse- 
ments, now by church custom prohibited to profes- 
sors of religion, but he wonld have them placed 
under Christian patronage and control, contending 
that the evil is not in the amusement, but in the 
associations attaching to it simply because it is in 
the hands of worldly or wicked men. Amusement 
being a want of our nature, he would have the 
church meet and supply that want. Pious men 
will probably doubt the expediency or even possi- 
bility of ducing the author’s theory to practice. 
There would be danger in the revolution, and the 
policy of incurring that risk for a contingent benefit 
may be questioned. There is this serious defect, 
too, in the whole argument, that the Bible principle 
of self-denial is entirely lost sight of, if not indeed _ 
the Bible altogether.” 


The same paper is to bear the blame of the fol- 
lowing :— 


“ SuarP Practice.—Readers of the Commercial 
Advertiser are aware that we have not been un- 
interested or silent observers of certain infidel 
movements carried on under the specious garb of 
clairvoyant revelations, and by other false pretences. 
Perhaps we should not have again adverted to the 
subject, at present at least, had we not met with a 
key to an unexpected counter movement, which for 
the moment puzzled ourselves and others who were 
not behind the scenes. It is pretty well known 
that a recent ponderous volume of these misnamed 
‘revelations’ savored strongly of Swedenborgian 
mysteries, and was on that account endorsed and 
defended by a reverend gentleman of undoubted 
learning and talents, who within the past two or 
three years has become a professed follower of that 
mystic philosopher. 

‘In common with many of the learned gentle- 
man’s friends, we grieved no less than we marvelled 
at the course which he pursued. Knowing hia 
high reputation for honesty of purpose, we sought, 
and thought we had found, the key to his erratic 
course, in the fact that being bewitched by the mys- 
teries of his new studies, he saw not the rank in- 
fidelity which others discerned in every page of the 
book ; and was but too eager to seize the hand of 
any man, however inferior to himself in learning 
and moral sentiments, who might seem to favor the 
mystic school to which he had given in his adhesion. 
Indeed, we supposed that a mutual veneration for 
and submission to the authority of Swedenborg, had 
made the rhapsodical clairvoyant and the mystified 
professor sworn friends and allies. 

“ Great was our surprise, consequently, a few 
days ago, to find that the latter had taken up cudgels 
against the former, in a large pamphlet in behalf 
of Swedenborg and his speculations—the train of 
argument, by the way, being altogether unworthy 
of the author, who is evidently hampered by the 
endorsement already given to the book over his own 
signature. We pondered over the matter until a 
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lurking suspicion arose that the learned professor | wait for the last act, having seen the end from the 
anticipated trouble in the camp, and had had his eyes; beginning. But why not issue a new edition of 
opened to the possibility that Dive was about to sup- | Swedenborg’s writings corrected by the author ? 
plant Swedenborg in the estimation of the lovers of | Assuming the truth of what has been asserted by 
the vague and mysterious. The idea was unpleasant | the clairvoyants, there can be no difficulty in the 
because of the inconsistency it implied in the pro-| matter. Mr. Swedenborg, having opened a com- 
fessor, to say nothing of the inferior motives which | munication with the denizens of this world, and so 
it necessarily supposed. But there stood the glar- | unequivocally expressed his dissatisfaction with pre- 
ing contradiction of the endorsement and repudiation, | vious editions of his works can, without let or hin- 
and it was difficult to put any other construction upon | drance, inform his friends what emendations and 
the eccentric or reverse movement which the last! corrections he desires, and would doubtless correct 
publication displayed. the proofs as they went through the press. All 
“& Since then, however, in conversation with an | that the public would require would be indisputable 
intelligent gentleman, we have learned a curious; evidence that the old dreamer himself actually had a 
fact which throws some light upon the matter, and | hand in the business, and the sale of the edition 
reveals some sharp practice on the part of some of | would then be unlimited. 
the disciples of the clairvoyant school who profess} *‘ But why not go a little further? There are 
to be accepted visitors at the chambers of the ‘ focal | many disputed passages in even the best edition of 
light.’ They are plotting to overthrow the horse | Shakspeare’s writings; Pollock’s Course of Time, 
and his rider—-Swedenborg and his ardent follower. | lofty as are many of its conceptions, is nevertheless 
It is now contended that a clairvoyant, resident we | rather crude and faulty in some passages, and lacks 
understand in the city of Brooklyn, has had inter- ; generally euphoniousness and finish ; the Iliad wants 
views with the spirit of Emanuel Swedenborg and Homer’ s autograph, and even Virgil’ s Georgics 
that that gentleman—we beg pardon, gentle-spirit— | would be none the worse for the author's latest 
has declared that he is very much dissatisfied with | emendations ; possibly Addison himself would like 
the works he left behind, that they are altogether | to give the finishing touch to some of his essays, 
imperfect, and that could he again handle a goose- | and Dr. Johnson would substitute an autobiography 
quill he would remodel them, making them more | for Boswell'’s gossiping reminiscences. We expect 
after the fashion of recent revelations. Sweden- | shortly to see announced a new edition of Smollett’s 
borg’s particular friend in New York has taken the | History of England ‘revised and brought down to 
alarm and—the ‘ revelations’ are declared to be far| the present time by the author.’ 
from so wondrously perfect as they were at first} ‘‘ Seriously, we put this and that together and 
held to be. the conclusion is almost unavoidable, that Davis is 
“ It is a very pretty quarrel as it stands, and we | trying to supplant Swedenborg and that Sweder- 
have nothing to say about it. We can afford to, borg’s friends are afraid he will succeed.” 
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From the Dublin University Magazine. 
MADEMOISELLE LENORMAND. 


Many of our readers, no doubt, are familiar 
with the name of the extraordinary person, who, 
since the year 1789, has practised the arts of chiro- 
mancy and astrology in the French capital, and 
who, in the most sceptical epoch, and among the 
most sceptical people of modern times, has been 
able to maintain, for more than half a century, the 


queen, then in the Temple prisqn, which proved 

fruitless from the impossibility of inducing Marie 
Antoinette to embrace any opportunity of escape, 
which was to involve a separation from her chil- 
dren. Lenormand’s connection with this enterprise 
led to her own arrest, and she found herself an 
inmate of the prison of the Petite Force, from 
which she was afterwards removed to that of the 
Luxembourg. Although at this time the “ reign 
of terror” had already begun its course of blood, 


reputation of an almost infallible interpreter of the 
decrees of fate. Some anecdotes of this Pythoness 
of our own days, derived from sources which we 
have reason to believe authentic, are offered in the 
following pages to those who take interest in such 
things. Of what may seem to verge on the mar- 
vellous, in the circumstances we have to relate, 
it is not our task to supply the rationale : we leave 
that as a problem for our psychological friends, 
to whose ken there is no mist impenetrable, no 
millstone opaque. He that can fathom animal 
magnetism may try his plummet in the mysteries of 
the palm and of the stars: we go not into matters 
that would take us out of our depth. 
Mademoiselle Lenormand was born in 1772, at 
Alengon, in Normandy, and received her edu- 
cation in the Benedictine convent of that place, at 
the royal expense. The good nuns were far from 
dreaming what an embryo sorceress their cloister 
nursed in its bosom; though, by her own account, 
there must have been something about her, even 
then, unlike other children, and calculated to give 
the impression that the little king’s-charity-scholar 
was not altogether ‘“‘canny.’’ ‘‘ She remembers,” 
writes one who was much in communication with 


her between the ycars 1811 and 1813, ‘‘ having a 


singular power of observation and imagination since 
she was seven ycars old, and an expression she 
often uses, in reference to that period of her life, 
is—TI was a waking somnambulist.”? At an early 
age, Paris became her abode, and here we find 
her, in her seventeenth year, already embarked in 
the profession of a fortune-teller, and applying 
herself with ardor to the study of astronomy and 
algebra, the knowledge of which she believed 
indispensable to the perfection she aimed at in the 
divinatory art. She rose rapidly into note. The 
persons who came, led perhaps more by curiosity 
than by credulity, to test her prophetic powers, 
were confounded by the acquaintance she displayed 
with the most secret details of their past history, 
and learned to place a reluctant confidence, at 
variance with all their habits of thought, in her 
predictions of the future. Meanwhile, the revolu- 
tion proceeded. and it was the lot of our Pythoness 
to become involved in one of the countless plots 
which the distracted times were hourly bringing 
forth. It was a project for the liberation of the 
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and the citizen once breathed on by suspicion— 
especially of royalist plotting—had little to do but 


prepare for the guillotine, Lenormand was no way 
frightened by this turn in her affairs, her astrolog-. 
ical calculations assuring her, as she said, that 
her life was safe, and that her imprisonment would: 
not be of long duration. The result showed that, 
unlike the augur-tribe in general, she had read the 
book of fate as truly for herself as she did for 
others. Robespierre’s fall found her stil] among 
the unguillotined, and placed her at liberty with. 
the remnant that were in the same case. 

Her sojourn in the Luxembourg, however, had 
brought her into contact, among others, with Jo- 
sephine Beauharnais. Josephine had once had her 
fortune told, by an Obi woman in the West Indies ; 
she now got it done a second time by Lenormand, 
and had the satisfaction to find that the black and 
the white sibyls spelled her destinies alike. We 
say the satisfaction, because it really was satisfac- 
tory, to one for whose neck the guillotine’s tooth, 
so to speak, was on edge, to hear from two dif- 
ferent fortune-tellers, so widely apart both in 
geography and complexion, that years of life and 
greatness were before her. The agreement could 
not but dispose to belief, and it is not rash to sur- 
mise that Josephine’s mind was all the easier, for 
her conference with the Norman prophetess, dur- 
ing the term that yet intervened, before the 
auspicious event that restored both to freedom. 
This event itself was no slight confirmation of 
Lenormand’s credit; and when Josephine, about 
two years after, married Napoleon Bonaparte, and 
perhaps discovered in him the aspirings of that 
ambition which boded her the fulfilment of those 
more dazzling promises of her horoscope that 
stood yet unredeemed, she did not fail to talk to 
him of the gifted mortal who had shared her cap- 
tivity, and by whom such great things had been 
prognosticated for her, and, by the plainest impli- 
cation, for him as her husband. Few men were 
more superstitious at heart than he to whom these 
conjugal revelations were made: he saw Lenor- 
mand, and it is said, (though we fear on doubt- 
ful authority,) that she foretold him the successive 
stages of the career he was destined to run—his 
elevation to the summit of power, his fall, and his 
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death in exile. 


(supposing they were ever uttered,) we have of 


course no means of knowing ; but, from the time 


of his attaining the imperial dignity, it is certain 


that Lenormand became an object of suspicion to 
him, the effects of which she often found trouble- 
some enough. Perhaps the emperor thought that 
she who had predicted his overthrow would not 
Be that as 


scruple to use means to compass it. 
it may, a jealous watchfulness was now exercised, 


not only towards the prophetess herself, but to- 


wards those who came to consult her; more than 


once she was arrested, and had to undergo a rigor- 


ous interrogatory at the palais de justice. On 
one of these occasions a remarkable expression 
fell from her: it was on the 11th December, 1809, 


when, being pressed to explain an obscure answer 
she had just given to some question which had 
been addressed to her, she said, ‘‘ My answer is a 
problem, the solution of which I reserve tll the 


31st of March, 1814.” What the question was, 
to which this reply was given, does not appear, 
‘ but we hardly need to remind the reader, that, 
eight days before, the fifth anniversary of Napo- 
leon’s coronation had been celebrated with a splen- 
dor enhanced by the presence of five of his royal 
vassals, the kings of Saxony, Westphalia, Wir- 
temberg, Holland and Naples; and that on the 
day named by Lenormand for the solution of her 
‘¢ problem’’—the allies entered Paris. 

And now to our promised anecdotes, the first 
of which we find in a communication addressed to 
our friend Doctor Justinus Kerner, by a lady who 
subscribes herself ‘‘ Countess N. N.,’’ and who is 
the same we referred toa while ago, as having had 
a great deal to do with the Pythoness, between the 
years 1811 and 1813. Let us premise that the 
countess’ real name is known to the doctor, though 
she chooses to be only N. N. to the public :— 


‘¢ On the 5th May, 1811, the Duchess of Courland 
and I, having disguised ourselves as citizens’ wives 
of Paris, drove to the entrance of the Faubourg St. 
Germain, and leaving our carriage there, took a 
fiacre, and proceeded to Mlle. Lenormand’s in the 
Rue Tournon. After we had rung and knocked 
several times, a young girl appeared, and told us 
we could not see Mademoiselle L., as she was at 
that moment engaged, and that we must either come 
another time, or wait till she was at Jeisure to receive 
us. Wechose the latter, and were shown into a 
room, in which books, prints, paintings, stuffed an- 
imals, musical and other instruments, bottles with 
snakes and lizards in spirits, wax fruits, artificial 
flowers, and a medley of other articles, covered the 
walls, the tables, and the floor, leaving scarcely an 
unoccupied spot for the eye to rest on. It was fully 
two hours befure any one came near us, during 
which time we heard the house-door, as well as that 
of the adjoining cabinet, open and shut repeatedly. 
At last, when our patience was almost worn out, 
the door of the room we were in was opened, and 
a figure, of a height and breadth that surprised us, 
made its appearance. It was Mlle. Lenormand. 
There was undeniably something imposing in the 
picture she presented: her bulk nearly filled the 
door; her air was marked by a stately composure, 


What measure of faith may have 
been yielded by Napoleon to these vaticinations, 
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and the expression of her countenance had the kind 
of solemnity one expects to find in the professor of 
a mysterious art. She had broad, flat features, and 
wore a black silk morning dress, and a cap with a 
deep border, that completely covered the hair. She 
beckoned us into the cabinet, seated herself in a high 
arm-chair,- before a large table, on which lay as- 
tronomical charts and papers covered with calcula- 
tions, and pointed to two lower seats, which we 
took possession of. She now looked good-humoredly 
at us, and told us we were disguised. We confessed 
it; she said nothing further on the subject, and 
when taking leave, we named ourselves of our own 
accord.”’ 


We must here interrupt the countess to say, 
that we regret she should have thought it neces- 
sary to maintain an incognito with us, which she 
was so obliging as to drop towards Mlle. Lenor- 
mand. Countesses that have anything out of the 
common way to tell, should eschew the anony- 
mous, lest readers of an incredulous turn of mind 
should be Jed to suspect that they are no countesses 
at all. Letters of the alphabet are bad vouchers 
for a tough story; even the newspapers will not 
insert your account of a ‘‘ man’s nose bitten off by 
an oyster,” unless you send your real name and 
address. ‘*Q. Z.” will not do. And what better 
is‘ N. N. For anything one knows, it may 
stand for Nobody, of Nowhere. 

As our countess, however, has not thought 
proper to name herself, it is well that she has not 
practised the same reserve in relation to the Duchess 
of Courland. The duchess is a good guarantee 
for the authenticity of the countess; for this 
Duchess of Conrland is a real personage, Anna 
Charlotte Dorothea by name, a born Von Medem, 
and third wife and relict of Peter, last Duke of 
Courland, who died the 13th of January, 1800. 
She was born the 8th of February, 1761, (conse- 
quently had entered her fifty-first year but three 
months before the “lark”? we find her engaged 
in,) and was married the 6th of November, 1779. 
She lives (if she has not died since 1822) on her 
estate of Loebichau, in the principality of Alten- 
burg, and has a jointure of sixty thousand florins 
(or five thousand pounds sterling) a year. Her 
youngest daughter, Dorothea, was married, in 
1809, to the nephew of Prince Talleyrand. The 
reader sees that in the Duchess of Courland we 
have got a tangible fact, taken in connection with 
which, the Countess N. N. becomes at least a fair 
probability ; and now let the fair probability pro- 
ceed with her narrative, secure from further inter 
ruption :— 
‘¢ After the duchess had been disposed of, my 
ue came, and Mlle. L. interrogated me as fol- 
ows :— 
oe re first letter of your Christian name?’ 
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s The year, day, and hour of your birth?’ 

‘¢¢ Sunday, the 18th of May, 1777, four o’clock 
in the afternoon.’ 

«< Your favorite colors?’ 

‘¢¢ Black and white.’ 

s ¢ Favorite fruits?’ 

s< Pine-apple and mulberry.’ 
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“t Tn walking, whether do you like best to go 
up hill or down?” 

“a Tp,’ 

“< Your favorite animals?’ 

«< Ragle, swan, dog, and horse.’ 

“ She now glanced into the chart of the heavens, 
told me that I stood under the influences of Venus 
and Jupiter, and then proceeded to detail the events 
of my past life, with a particularity and a fidelity, 
which filled me with wonder—many of the circum- 
stances which she related being such as I believed 
known to no human being but myself. While thus 
engaged, she did not once luok at me, but kept her 
eyes fixed on the chart, from which she seemed to 
be reading aloud. 

‘¢ Atlast she raised her eyes to mine, and asked— 

“< Do you desire to know the future ? 

‘¢T took this opportunity of observing the expres- 
sion of her eyes, into which Į looked for a few mo- 
ments before answering. There was, however, 
nothing unusual to be detected in them, nothing in- 
dicating a state of somnambulism, no gleam of 
prophetic rapture, not a characteristic to mark them 
as the organs of a preternatural vision. You would 
say that the soul which looked through such eyes 
was guiltless of all commerce with the powers of 
an invisible world, and that if Mlle. Lenormand 
really divined at all, it was by the rules of an art 
learned by rote, and not by any oracular prumptings 
from within. 

‘¢ Incredible as the existence of such an art might 
seem, it was not more so in relation to the future 
than to the past. If the sibyl could see al] I had 
left behind me in the journey of life, why should 
that which was yet before me be hid from her? 
She had shown me what was gone: why should I 
doubt her ability to bring to my view that which 
was to come ? 

‘ With such thoughts as these, I answered her 
question in the affirmative. On this she took my 
left hand, gazed on its lines, wrote down some 
numbers on a sheet of paper, reckoned, contem- 
plated the celestial chart, again pored over my 
hand, again wrote and reckoned, and so on for not 
less than two hours. The duchess got tired, and 
went away, and I at last began to be faint with 
hunger. Mlle. L. had a cup of soup brought to 
me, and said, ‘ Have patience, for I have something 
to learn here.’ At last her calculations appeared 
to be brought to a satisfactory result, and she dic- 
tated to me what follows :— 

t A singular destiny! You will see more high 
mountains than you think—will ascend more than 
you will wish to do. One day, and that in 1813, 
during the war, you will have to fly; your people 
will be ill-used and made prisoners; you yourself 
also will be carried away one morning, at one 
o’clock, by men with long beards, and by men 
wearing chains and coats of mail, who will require 
of you a breach of fidelity towards him who will die 
on the rock. Three state prisoners will owe their 
lives to your intercession. In Venice, a poet, whom 
yo have never seen, and never will see, will feel 

imself impelled to make it a request to you, that 
after his death you will pray for him, as often as 
you enjoy the view of anything pre€minently beau- 
tiful in nature. Your life will be spent in courts, 
because the choice of your heart is solitude; this is 
the contradiction that presides over your earthly ex- 
istence. Your first long journey will be from Ger- 
many to Italy, whither you will go at the instance 
of a sovereign ; and you will be invested with an 
order, the decoration of which you will either never 
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wear, or wear for the first time at a very advanced 
age. Satiated with honors, and weary of the great 
world, you will die of years, in a fair chateau, stand- 
ing in the midst of gardens. Many will be around 
you at your death, and form, as it were, a little 
court. our life, and all that awaits you, is won- 
derful. Your wishes point to tranquillity and re- 
tirement, but these will evade your search; they 
are denied you, just because you seek them. 

‘t One thing more—a great thing—will happen 
you, but I cannot tell you what it is; it is nothing 
bad, but it must remain a secret. Before 1867 all 
will have been fulfilled.’ 

‘* After this followed much that related to family 
matters, and which, except in some few points, has 
since been verified. But as a great part of these 
communications was of a painful nature, turning on 
the death of friends, and other sorrows which were 
in store for me, I can say that l learned from my 
horoscope at least one lesson—never to wish again 
to pry into the secrets of futurity. As to the fulfil- 
ment of the above, I have to say, that the year 1813 
brought all that was predicted. The poet in Venice 
hake to be Lord Byron, and I keep the promise 

made him, and will keep it as long as I live. The 
journey to Italy was undertaken in consequence of 
an invitation of Pope Leo XII. His death pre- 
vented the establishment of an institution for sick 
persons at Varenna, which he wished me to preside 
over, and for which the arrangements were already 
in a state of forwardness. With a view to my 
holding this position, the Maltese cross was prom- 
ised me ; but I made no application to the pontifical 
government for the performance of this promise, 
wishing neither to wear the order, nor to pay the 
fees for it, when the object, for which it was to 
have been conferred on me, was given up. From 
that time the prophecy awaits its further accom- 
plishment. 

“ This was but the first of many visits which I 
paid, in that and the next two years, to Mile. Le- 
normand. Friends living at a distance commissioned 
me to consult her, and, as long as I remained at 
Paris, a month seldom passed without some com- 
munication between us. To calculate the nativity 
of absent persons, she required the day and hour 
of their birth in their own handwriting ; she asked 
neither the name of the applicant, his birth-place, 
nor the country in which he lived. I brought her 
the leaf on which the necessary particulars were 
written, settled the price to be paid, (six francs, one, 
two, or four louis d‘or,) and in eight days I had the 
answer. It turned out that the prophecies which 
went most into details (that is, ae which were 
the highest paid for) were least borne out by the 
result. 

‘¢ Since 1813, when I left Paris, I have had no 
further intelligence of Mile. Lenormand.”’ 


So far Countess N. N., of whose unsatisfactory 
way of telling her story we must here again com- 
plain. After giving us the prophecy word for 
word, she ought to have given the fulfilment, event 
for event, told us all about the ‘‘ high mountains,”’ 
(which we have to guess were the Alps and Ap- 
ennines,) the ‘‘ men with long beards,” (Cossacks, 
of course,) the others wearing ‘‘ chains and coats 
of mail,” and explained what ‘‘ breach of fidelity” 
they required of her, towards ‘‘ him who was to 
die upon the rock”—in whom there is no very 
great difficulty in recognizing Napoleon. She 
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might have done worse, too, than let us know who 
were the ‘‘ three prisoners of state that owed their 
lives to her intercession.”’ 

Our next contribution is from a personage every 
way more authentic and responsible than the Coun- 
tess N. N., namely, the President Von Malchus, 
who, about forty years ago, played a somewhat 
considerable part in European affairs. He was 
born in 1770, at Mannheim, where his father held 
some subordinate appointment in the household of 
the Duke of Deux-ponts. ‘The duke, discovering 
indications of talent in the boy, took care that he 
should enjoy every advantage of education; he 
was placed in the Gymnasium of Mannheim in his 
fifteenth year, and, after two years of preparatory 
study, proceeded to the University of Heidelberg, 
from which he afterwards removed to that of 
Gottingen. In 1790, he exchanged an academic 
life for one devoted to diplomacy, being made pri- 
vate secretary to the Count of Westphalia, minister 
of state to the Elector of Mayence. After this he 
occupied various posts of gradually increasing im- 
portance, till 1803, when he was entrusted with a 
high ‘* cameral” appointment by the king of Prus- 
sia. When the kingdom of Westphalia was 
erected, in 1807, he was called to give King 
Jerome (the most brainless of the Bonaparte fam- 
ily) the aid of his financial abilitics, first as a 
member of the council of state, and afterwards as 
director-general of imposts, and liquidator-general 
of the national] debt ; the last-mentioned office, how- 
ever, after a short tenure, he gave up, and we 
rather think the office itself was abolished, as cal- 
culated to create a popular delusion—to say noth- 
ing of its being asinecure. During the next three 
years he was employed in various missions, (to 
Berlin, Hanover, Paris, &c.,) the object of which, 
it is our impression, was generally something con- 
nected with money matters, as the bent of his 
genius was decidedly that way. From this period 
the rise of his fortunes was rapid. In 1811, he 
was named minister of finance ; in 1812, of war; 
and in 1813, of the interior; simultaneously with 
this last charge, he received the title of Count 
Marienrode, Jerome probably thinking that such 
an accumulation of employments (leaving no one 
domestic or foreign affair of the kingdom that 
Malchus was not to manage) would be too much 
for the head of a simple commoner. After the 
dissolution of the Westphalian monarchy, Malchus 
took up his residence at Heidelberg, where for 
some time his position was by no means an envia- 
ble one, in consequence of the violent attacks, both 
in reference to his administration and his personal 
character, of which he found himself the object. 
However, he showed his assailants a bold front, 
and published a memoir, in which the charges 
uzainst him were ably combated. He lived some 
years in privacy, and with straitened means; at 
length, in 1817, he entered the service of the king 
of Wirtemberg, who placed him at the head of his 
old department of finance. From what causes we 
are not informed, he held his appointment little 
more than a year. A pension of four thousand 
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florins was conferred upun him at his retirement ; 
and, taking up his abode once more in Heidelberg, 
he devoted the rest of his days to the ‘* cultivation 
of the sciences.” In this occupation—a« consider- 
ably pleasanter one, we reckon, than liquidating 
the national debt—he was engaged up to the year 
1838, and may, for anything we know, be engaged 
at the present writing. 

So much to advise the reader who President 
Malehus properly is, or was, and now to his ac- 
count of what passed between himself and Mlle. 
Lenormand. 

He had heard, he tells us, of the far-farned 
divineress long before he saw, or supposed that he 
ever would see her, and the way in which her 
name came to his ears was this. There was a 
certain Count Morio in the Westphalian service, a 
Frenchman by birth, whom King Jerome had ap- 
pointed marshal of the palace, and in concert with 
whom the finance-minister had received orders to 
remodel the royal household, with a view to its 
being placed on a more economical footing. This 
business necessitated frequent and prolonged inter- 
views between the two officials, which took place 
at the house of Malchus; and at these, Morio, 
after the lapse of about an hour, generally became 
uneasy, and showed a marked anxiety to terminate 
the sitting and to get home. This impatienee was 
quite inexplicable to his colleague, who one day 
asked him the reason of it. 

‘¢ The reason is,” replied Morio, ‘‘ that my wife 
is in an agony of dread if I remain out of her sight 
a moment after the time she has reckoned to see 
me.”’ 

** And why?” inquired Malchus. 

Morio then related that his wife, before he met 
with her, had had her nativity cast by Mile. Le- 
normand, who, among other things, had told her 
that she would be married three times. Her first 
husband would be a man between whom and her- 
self no acquaintance at that time existed ; the mar- 
riage would be a very advantageous one, and put 
her in possession of all she could reasonably wish 
for, but when blest with the fulfilment of her high- 
est wish—to be in the way of becoming a mother 
—she would, soon after a great fire, receive in her 
house a visitor of great distinction, and, not long 
after, lose her husband by a violent death. 

Married a second time, not so brilliantly but 
still very well, she would return to her native 
country, (she was a Creole,) where she would in a 
short time lose her second husband, and marry a 
third, who would survive her. 

After this explanation, Malchus seems to have 
indulged, as far as it was possible, the wish of his 
fellow-laborer to shorten the hours of business. 
One day, however, he found it necessary to con- 
tinue the sitting considerably beyond the usual 
time, when Morio, unable to contain his anxiety, 
at last insisted upon breaking off, and said, ‘‘ Come, 
monsieur le ministre, do me the honor to accom- 
pany me home; you shall see for yourself the 
state of terror in which my absence places my 
wife, and you will never again blame my reluc- 
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tance to prolong that terror an avoidable moment.”’ 
Malchus complied, and found the countess in a 
state of suffering which her husband had not at all 
exaggerated. When she learned that he had been 
acquainted by Morio with the ground of her ap- 
prehensions, she said, ‘“ You can judge, then, 
whether I have cause to tremble for my husband’s 
life. In every other particular the prophecy has 
been verified. I did not know him, nor he me; 
my marriage with him was a most advantageous 
one, and has truly put me in possession of all I 
could reasonably wish for; I am so happy as to 
have the prospect of being a mother, and that 
very soon ; the ‘ great fire’ has unfortunately taken 
place—it was the burning of the palace ; the ‘ dis- 
unguished visitor’ is no longer to be waited for, 
for the king, in consequence of that calamity, es- 
tablished himself here in the Bellevue, (the name 
of a palace in Cassel, in which Morio, as chief of 
the royal household, resided,) and we had to give 
him up several rooms. Yes, I must tremble when 
I think of the stage to which my fortunes are 
arrived, for I am driven to the conclusion that the 
violent death of my husband is now very near.” 

Malchus said what he could to tranquillize her ; 
assured her that with him, at Jeast, her husband 
was perfectly safe, and that one more meeting— 
though she must not alarm herself if it should 
prove a somewhat lengthened one—would now 
terminate the business which took him away from 
her. 

A day or two after this, Morio was at the min- 
ister’s till about eleven o’clock, and then rode out 
with the king. On their return, Malchus saw 
them both pass his house; they rode through the 
royal mews, where Morio explained various things 
to the king, while the countess was in such ex- 
treme anguish of terror that they had to put her 
to bed. After a while, the king rode home, but 
Morio was stil] detained in the mews. On a sud- 
den a shot was fired ; the countess heard it, sprang 
frantic out of bed, and shrieked out, ‘t That is my 
husband—they have shot him!”’ 

It was but too true; poor Morio had been ma- 
liciously shot by a French farrier, over whom, on 
account of his disorderly conduct, it had been found 
necessary to give a German the preference. 

This occurrence made a deep impression upon 
Malchus, and when the Westphalian catastrophe, 
in 1813, brought him to Paris, he was not sur- 
prised at finding the name of Lenormand in all 
men’s mouths, nor at being urged—almost teased, 
as he says—by many of his friends, to have his 
fortune told by her. Among other things, he was 
assured that she had predicted to Murat, in the 
time of the consulate, that he would one day be a 
king; but that Murat hed only laughed at her, 
and said, if that ever came to pass, he would make 
her a kingly present, whieh also, on his ascending 
the Neapolitan throne, he did. 

Another story, which he heard had some years 
before been avouched by all the journals of Paris, 
was this. During the Spanish war, an officer 
eame to Mile. Lenormand, to learn his destiny, 
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when she assured him distinctly, that a week from 
that day, somebody would give him, in a coffee- 
house, the information of his brother’s death in 
Spain. The officer, who was not even certain 
that his brother was in Spain at all, determined 
not to go into any coffee-house till after the time 
predicted. But on the eighth day, some good 
friend, knowing nothing about the oracle, dragged 
him by main force into one, the threshold of which 
he had hardly crossed, when his servant brought 
him a letter, announcing that his brother, at such 
and such a place, on such and such an occasion, 
had been killed in Spain! 

Further, it was positively asserted that Napo- 
Jeon had twice spoken with the sorceress—once at 
her own house, and the second time at the Tuil- 
eries; but as nobody but Duroc was present, 
nothing certain could be known of what had passed, 
for neither of these worthies was likely to give it 
wind, and she dared not. All, therefore, that 
people told you so confidently, as having been said 
by her to the first consul—that he would be 
emperor, that his wife (Josephine) was his guar- 
dian angel, that he would for a time reign and 
make war prosperously, but afterwards become 
unfortunate, subsequently be overcome and de- 
throned, and at last die in exile—all this, Malchus 
considers, could have becn only conjecture; at 
least, no one knew anything certain about it. It 
struck him more, he says, that the Countess 
Bocholz (whoever she was) was more than once 
very pressing with him to feel the pulse of the 
fates, and protested to him that Lenormand had 
told her circumstances out of her past life, which 
it had given her a positive thrill of terror to hear, 
they being things known almost to no human 
being, aud of which Lenormand could by no 
earthly chance have been informed. Many others 
of his most intimate friends spoke in the same 
way, but there was nobody that so much aroused 
his curiosity, respecting this singular woman, as 
Docter Spangenberg, the queen’s (what queen’s ?) 
physician. This personage, who is described by 
Malchus as a particularly dry, clear-headed man, 
who brought everything to the bar of reason, and 
admitted nothing that was not susceptible of math- 
ematical proof, assured him, just as every one else 
did, that it was perfectly incomprehensible what 
this woman knew, and could tell one. To him, 
as well as to the Countess Bocholz, she had pre- 
sented the picture of his earlier life, in its leading 
outlines, with the greatest fidelity, reminding him 
of many things which, even in Mecklenburg, (his 
native country,) very few people were aware of, 
and which, here in Paris, no human soul could 
know. Also with respect to the present and the 
paulo-post-future, she had said things to him, 
which were true, or had since become true, to a 
degree that was enough to drive one mad. For 
instance—‘' he would in eight days’ time receive 
very interesting intelligence, through an old friend, 
respecting affairs in his own country, but the 
bringer of this intelligence would die two days 
after.” He and his friends, with whom he was 
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living at Compiegne, had several times joked 
about this, and wondered when the messenger, 
who was to die two days after delivering his mes- 
sage, would make his appearance. At last, on 
the eighth day, the actor Narcisse, who had spent 
a considerable time at Cassel, and elsewhere in 
Germany, arrived, and brought him several pieces 
of news, which were of great interest for him, but 
—two days after Narcisse died. 

Doctor Spangenberg mentioned further, that at 
the time of his consulting Lenormand, he was for 
the first time of his life at Paris; that he had no 
mind to consult her, but had been teased into 
doing by Monsieur de Pful and other friends. He 
had never before been in the neighborhood of her 
house, had never seen her until that day, and, at 
his visit, told her neither his name nor his circum- 
stances, nor suffered anything to escape him which 
could have served her as a clue. 

Malchus was at length prevailed on to visit the 
divineress ; the following is his account of the visit, 
which we give in his own words :— 


« All this at length overcame the repugnance I 
felt towards a sibyl of this species, and I determined 
to go, intending however to put the reality of her 
miraculous knowledge to every test in my power. 

‘¢T was glad to find that the street in which she 
lived, and even the quarter of the town in which it 
was situated, was one in which I had never been. 
I put on a threadbare cast-off surtout, and a very 
shabby old hat, got into a fiacre, and drove to the 
Faubourg St. Germain, alighted before turning the 
corner of the Rue Tournon, and proceeded to her 
house on foot. On my ringing, the door was opened 
by.a little girl, who might be about fourteen years 
of age. I asked for Mile. Lenormand, and received 
answer that she would scarcely be able to speak 
with me just then, as she was extremely busy. 
‘Very well,’ said I; ‘ask her when I may call 
again?’ After a few moments, the child returned 
with the answer, ‘ Next Saturday, any time after 
twelve o’clock.’ I expressed my wish that she would 
appoint the hour herself, as I had, I said, abundance 
of leisure, so that it was equal to me at what time Í 
came, and I was anxious that her reception of me 
should interfere with no other engagement. The hit- 
tle maid disappeared, and presently there came out of 
the adjoining chamber a woman advanced in years, 
and, I must confess, not without somewhat witch- 
like in her appearance, her eyes glancing about her 
not exactly with fire, but still with an expression 
of uncommon intelligence and subtlety. Coming 
straight up to me, and giving me no time to speak, 
she put a card into my hand, and, with the words, 
‘ Samedi, trois heures, monsicur,’ disappeared again 
into her cabinet : she hardly saw me half a second, 
and I had not opened my lips in her presence. 

“ Saturday came, and I was there (in the same 
dress) punctually at three o'clock, was again 
received by the little maid, and requested to wait a 
few moments, as somebody was just then with Mlle. 
Lenormand. About ten minutes might have passed, 
when the door of the cabinet opened, and a young 
woman, supported by a man under the middle age, 
came out, weeping so excessively, that one could 
literally have washed oneself in her tears, and giv- 
ing utterance to the most heart-piercing lamenta- 
tions. Her companion did everything possible to 
assuage her grief, reminded her that ‘the thing, 
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after all, had not been infallibly declared ; that the 
question still remained, whether it would really 
come to pass,’ and soon. There must something 
terrible have been said to the poor soul. 

‘¢] was now ushered in, and made to sit down 
near the sorceress, at a table that stood by the sofa. 
As I had heard that, when asked only for the petit 
jeu, (which cost two Napoleons,) she left out many 
details, in her sketch of the past, the present, and 
the future, I at once signified my desire to have the 
grand jeu, of which four Napoleons is the price. 

s She then asked me— 

‘61, The initial letter of my Christian name. 

«2. That of my surname. 

‘© 3. Of my country. 

‘4. Of the place of my birth. 

‘© 5. My age—to be given with as much exact- 
itude as was in my power: it so happened that I 
could state it even to the hour, and did so. 

‘+6. The name of my favorite flower. 

«7. The name of my favorite animal. 

‘¢8, The name of the animal to which I had the 
greatest repugnance. 

« Upon this, she took, in addition to some seven 
packs of cards which already lay on the table 
seven packs more, making in all fourteen packs. 
They were, however, of very different kinds ; for 
instance, Tarok-cards, old German cards, whist 
cards, cards marked with the celestial bodies, cards 
with necromantic figures, and I know not what al) 
besides. She now shuffled one pack after another, 
giving me each pack, after she had shufiled i, to 
cut. Naturally, I was going to do this with the 
right hand, but she prevented me, and said, ‘La 
main gauche, monsicur.’ To try whether she said 
this merely to mystify me, or would seriously make 
a point of it, I cut the second pack with the left 
hand, but took the right again to the third; but 
she interposed instantly, and repeated, ‘ La muirn 
vauche, monsieur.’ Out of each pack, after cutting, 

had to draw (still with the left hand) a certain 
number of cards, prescribed by her; not the same 
number out of each pack, but from one more, from 
another less: from the Tarok cards, for instance, 
twenty-five ; from another pack, six ; from a third, 
ten; and so on. The cards thus drawn she ar- 
ranged in a certain order on the table : all the rest 
were put aside. 

& She then took my left hand, and surveyed it 
very attentively, taking particular notice of all its 
lines and intersections. After a little while, she 
commenced counting the lines upwards and down- 
wards, and from side to side, pronouncing at the 
same time the names of the heavenly bodies. At 
length she opened a great necromantic book which 
lay near her, and in which were drawn an immense 
variety of hands, with all their hnear marks ; these 
drawings she compared carefully, one after another, 
with my hand, till she found one that was marked 
in a similar way. Then, turning to the cards ar- 
ranged on the table, she studied them with great 
intentness, went from one to another, numbering 
and calculating very busily, till at last she began to 
speak, and to tell me, out of the cards before her, 
my past, present, and future destinies. She spoke 
very rapidly, and as if reading out of a book ; and 
I observed that if, in running on, she happened to 
revert a second time to anything already mentioned, 
she stated it in the very same words as at first— 
in short, exactly as if she were reading it again 
out of the book. 

“ Of my past history, she told me, to my infinite 
astonishment, much that I myself had almost fur- 
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gotten, which, probably, there was no one in my 
own country that knew or remembered, and which 
most certainly was known to nobody at Paris. 

“ Among other things she said—‘ You have 
more than once been in peril of life; in particular, 
within your first five years, you had a narrow 
escape of drowning.’ 

‘¢ Who told her that in my fourth year I fell into 
the great pond at Schwetzingen ? 

«< More than once you have been in danger of 
losing your life by fire.’ 

“ This, too, is true. 

«s You were born in circumstances which did 
not offer you the prospect of high station in the 
world; nevertheless, you have attained it. Very 
early in life you began to labor for distinction of 
some sort: you were not yet five-and-twenty when 
you first entered the service of the state, but it was 
in a very subordinate position.’ 

« How did she find í out that I received my first 
official appointment at nineteen ? 

“ Then she proceeded to reckon up to me a mul- 
titude of particulars of my past life, in particular 
placing the different sections of it before me in so 
definite and distinct a manner, that I began to feel 
a kind of horror creeping over me, as if | had been 
in the presence of a spirit. 

‘¢ With respect to the last section but one, (my 
taking office in Westphalia,) she remarked that it 
had not at first appeared likely to become very bril- 
liant, but that circumstances had soon occurred 
which had given it such a character. 

‘Of the present she spoke with the same accu- 


y. 

‘¢ Of the future, some things that she said were 
characterized by a true Sibylline obscurity, or might 
have been compared to that Pythian utterance, ‘ If 
Croesus crosses the Phasis, a great kingdom will 
fall.’ Some things, on the other hand, she ex- 
pressed in a clear and unambiguous manner, and 
they have proved true. 

‘* For example, she said, ‘ You are in great anx- 
lety about your family’—which indeed I was, for I 
knew that my wife and children had got in safety 
as far as Elsen, but whether they had got happily 
to Hildesheim, and if so, how matters stood with 
them there, I knew not— but,’ proceeded the sor- 
ceress, ‘ you may be tranquil on this score, for in 
eight days you will receive a letter, which will in- 
deed contain various things not agreeable to you, 
but will relieve you of all uneasiness on your fam- 
ily’s account.’ 

“ In effect, by the eighth day I received a letter 
from my wife, which acquainted me that she and 
the children were well, but of which the remaining 
contents were by no means of a character to give 
me pleasure. 

“« Within the next eight days I should four times 
successively obtain accounts of the state of things 
in my native country, and on one occasion should 
hear very minute particulars respecting my family. 

“ This was said un the 28th of March. Two 
days after, the allies entered Paris, an event the 
most unexpected to all its citizens. About six days 
after, I went to walk on the Boulevards; a person 
in the uniform of the Prussian artillery came eagerly 
up to me, and to my astonishment I recognized 

onsieur N., who had lived with us a short time 
before at Compiegne, had then returned to Hil- 
desheim, and joined the Prussians, and was now 
come direct from Hildesheim to Paris, consequently 
had no end of things to tell me about my family, 
whom he had seen and spoken with. A little after, 


I met Monsieur Delius, formerly prefect of Gottin- 
gen, and, in short, I really, in the course of eight 
days, had news from.Germany just four times. 

‘ She proceeded—‘ You will not remain long in 
France, but will return to your own country, where 
you will at first have to encounter a host of annoy- 
ances, some of them trifling, some grave. You 
will be arrested, but speedily restored to liberty.’ 

‘* All this took place here in Heidelberg. 

‘ She now said very distinctly, that before the 
23d of November, 1814, I should receive an impor- 
tant decision, but one very unacceptable to me. In 
effect, on the 21st of that month, I received the let- 
ter of the Hanoverian minister, Count Munster, con- 
veying to me the determination of his government 
on my claim to the estate of Marienrode ; the pur- 
port of this determination was, that my claim was 
rejected, but the appeal, which I spoke of to the 
congress of Vienna, left open to me. 

‘+ Your destiny,’ she added, ‘ will, for the next 
three years, be but precarious and unstable; and 
you will not find yourself in prosperous circum- 
stances again until 1817.’ 

“ When she had completely finished, I wished to 
have the whole written down, (this costs a Napo- 
leon more,) as it interested me too much to allow 
of my trusting the retention of it solely to memory. 
‘ Much,’ said I, ‘ of what you have said to me, re- 
specting my past life, has put me in no small aston- 
ishment.’ 

7 ‘Ah!’ replied she, dryly, ‘c'est bien fait pour 
cela.’ 

“ She had no objection to write it all down for 
me, but assured me that she had more to do than 
could be told, and must, therefore, request of me 
three things. First, that I would write down for her 
the three answers above mentioned ; secondly, that 
I would not require her to go into the past and the 
present at such length as she had done in her verbal 
communication; and, thirdly, that I would give her 
three weeks’ time, before coming for the paper. 
‘That will be the easier for you to do,’ said she, 
“as you will remain two months longer at Paris.’ 
This struck me much, because, in the position I 
then occupied, and under the political circumstances 
existing, f could not engage to be at Paris three 
days. 

X ‘ Surement,’ repeated she, as she observed my 
perplexed looks; ‘ vous resterez encore deur mois a 
Paris.’ 

“ And in this also she was right! F remained at 
Paris just two months longer, and no more. 

« After three weeks I revisited the house of 
Mile. Lenormand, but found her engaged, and 
heard from the little maid that, with the best will 
in the world, she had not yet been able to make 
out time to write what I wished for; but, if I 
would come again in four days, it should positively 
be ready. . 

“ I was glad of this delay; the test, I thought, 
would be all the severer, whether she really read 
the same things in the cards, this second time, that 
she did three or four weeks before, or whether she 
only recalled, by an effort of memory, what she had 
said to me on a former occasion. t thewtore quit 
the house with pleasure, and returned after four 
days. Mlle. Lenormand was gone out. The little 
maid excused this on the score of urgent business, 
begged me, in her mistress’ name, to enter the 
cabinet, and, opening a drawer, showed me a paper 
intended for me, but which was not yet quite fin- 
ished. I read it through, as far as it went, and 
found that it already contained about two thirds of 
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what the sorceress had said to me orally. Errors 
there were none, and the litle variations from what 
] had heard near four weeks before from her, were 
of the most inconsiderable pature. 


‘¢ In four days more, the little maid assured me, 


the manuscript should, without fail, be ready. In 
effect it was so, and corresponded accurately with 
what she had spoken more than four weeks before. 
Yet how many nativities might she not have cast 
in the interval! How many men’s destinies must 
have thrust mine out of her recollection! I went 
purposely, from the time of my first visit to her till 
my departure from Paris, into her neighborhood 
several times, and always found one or more car- 
riages standing before her house, which had brought 
persons desirous of learning their destiny at the lips 
of Mile. Lenormand.” 


We offer no opinion on the above, except that it 
is ‘‘ curious.” ‘‘'True’? we must presume it, 
coming, as it does, not from a professional inditer 
of fugitive romance, but from a grave man, with a 
character to Jose—a man of arithmetic and red 
tapė, and such solid realities of life—whose only 
flight of imagination, that we can find any trace 
of, was that very high, but very brief one, of ac- 
cepting the office of ‘‘ liquidator of the national 
debt.” Somebody has called chiromancy a ‘‘ mon- 
strum nulla virtute redemptum.’? It may be so ; 
still these coincidences (to use a word without 
much meaning) are strange. Malchus was not 
the only celebrated person of the last generation 
whose horoscope Lenormand constructed ; Talma, 
Madame de Stael, Mdle. George, and numerous 
other notabilities of that age, also had occasion to 
acknowledge that her predictions were not thrown 
out at random ; and it is but a few years since the 
accomplishment of a prophecy of hers, respecting 
Horace Vernet, delivered in 1807, when he was a 
child. This was to the effect that he would, in 
about thirty years from that time, stand in such 
high consideration as an artist, that the king would 
send him to Africa to paint the storming of a for- 
tress there by the French army; a prediction 
which was literally fulfilled in 1839. It is also 
asserted, as something generally known, that she 
foretold Murat the place and the hour of his death, 
twenty years before that event. People will tell us, 
these were all ‘“ coincidences ;” which means, if it 
means anything, that the event ‘‘ coincided’ with 
the prediction. Quite true; the event did coin- 
cide with the prediction, and here is just the won- 
der. If there had been no ‘‘ coincidence’’—that 
is, if the prophecy had not been fulfilled—there 
would have been no mystery in the case. 

But the certainty with which Lenormand 
divined the lucky numbers in the lottery, is said 
to have thrown all her other oracular exploits into 
the shade. The following anecdotes, illustrative 
of her gift in this way, are told by Dr. Weiss- 
kampf, who had them from Colonel Favier, at 
Paris :— 


“ Mlle. L. once declared to the celebrated comic 
actor, Potier, that one, two, or even three prizes, 
were assigned by destiny, generally speaking, to 
every man{ but that she could not tell when and 
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where any particular person’s fortunate numbers 
would be drawn, without inspecting such person’s 
hand. She said, further, that if she could collect 
about her all the individuals to whom fortune is 
favorably disposed, all the lotteries of al] Europe 
would not be able to pay the immense winnings 
they would have to claim. Potier very naturally 
desired to know what were his own fortunate num- 
bers. Mile. L. contemplated his left hand, and 
said, ‘ Mark the numbers, 9, 11, 37, and 85; stake 
on these—but not sooner than sixteen years hence 
—in the imperial lottery at Lyons, and you will 
obtain a guatern.’ This was in 1810; in 1&26, 
Potier remembered it; the drawing at Lyons took 
place in May; he staked on the four numbers the 
sorceress had named, and chose for himself a fifth, 
the number of his birth-day, 27; and Paris talks 
yet of the sensation produced when the five num- 
bers Potier had set his money on were drawn. He 
won 250,000 francs, a sum which made a rich man 
of him, and by which he sprang, as it were, into 
the arms of fortune ; his wealth increased from day 
to day, and when he died, (which was in May, 
1840,) his heirs divided a milhon and a half among 
them. 

“ Potier’s good luck reached the ears of Tribet, 
another actor, a man to whom nature had been 
somewhat chary of talent, but, to make amends, 
extremely liberal in the matter of children. He 
flew to Mile. Lenormand—she declined to give him 
any information; he besought her on his knees, 
but she continued inflexible; he supplicated, he 
conjured her; she perused his hand, but only shook 
her head in silence, sighed, and left him. Tribet 
was out of his senses at this silence of the oracle— 
he followed Lenormand, represented that his happi- 
ness was jn her hands; that he was poor, helpless, 
the father of ten children, whom it was not in his 
power even to educate, and for whose future pros- 
pects he was in despair. Atlast the siby1 looked on 
him with a grave aspect, and said, ‘Do not desire 
to know your numbers; it is true that they will 
be drawn in the next tirage at Paris, but they wil! 
bring you far greater evils than you now have to 
contend with. Seduced by the first smile of for- 
tune, you will become a passionate gambler; you 
will neglect your art, renounce, in your elated 
folly, the profession that insures you bread, aban- 
don your wife and your children, play again, and 
again play, and not cease playing, until, beggared, 
maddened, and lost irretrievably, you will only has- 
ten, by suicide, a death already creeping towards 
you by starvation.’ 

t Tribet vowed and swore he would be the most 
regular, the most staid of men, and would suffer no 
degree of prosperity to intoxicate him ; as for play, 
he bound himself by a solemn oath to avoid it, ard 
to apply his gains in the lottery solely to his fam- 
ily’s good. ‘ Well,’ said Lenormand, ‘I will tell 
you the numbers. I will even Jet you know that 
one of them denotes the year of your death—it is 
28: another is 13, your name-festival, and a third 
66, the number of your star. There is still another 
number, which is full of good luck for you, but— 
you once wounded yourself in the left hand on the 
stage with a pistol, while playing the part of a 
brigand.’ 

“< Į did so—it is just twelve years since.’ 

‘“« Well, that number is, since then, no longer to 
be traced in your hand.’ 

«< But I know it,’ exclaimed Tribet; ‘it is 7 
That has been a remarkable number to me all my life. 
At seven years of age I came to Paris; seven 
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weeks after my arrival here I was received into the 
Royal Institute to be educated ; seven years after I 
entered the institute, Nicci noticed me there, and 
finding that I had an ear for music, took me asa 
PH ; when I was just three times seven years old, 

fell in love, married, and obtained, through Nicci, 
an appointment at the Royal Opera, with a salary 
of seven hundred livres. Finally, it is a man who 
lives at No. 7, on the Boulevard, that advised me 
to come to you. Without a doubt, seven is my for- 
tunate number.’ 

‘+ Good ; choose, then, 7 for your guatern ; very 
likely this number also will win.’ 

‘* Tribet staggered from her presence like one 
drunk with joy. But he had not money cnough to 
stake a large sum, and the prophetess had declared, 
as she did in all cases, that it would not do to stake 
borrowed money. The poor actor had only twenty 
francs in the world—he went and staked the whole 
sum. The day of the tirage arrived, and Trihet’s 
four numbers came out of the wheel; not one failed 
—and the man who but the day before had not a 
sous, found himself the possessor of ninety-six thou- 
sand francs! Who can describe his happiness? 
He ran through the streets without his hat; he 
embraced friends and enemies; he told every one 
he met that he was become a capitalist; he was so 
wild that he took a box at the theatre, ‘to see Tri- 
bet play ;’ in short, his head grew giddy, and what 
Lenormand had prophesied came literally to pass. 
His good luck had made him crazy ; his family, his 
good wife, his children seemed to him a burden; 
Paris was too narrow for him; he put up his money, 
and set off in secret for London. Arrived there, he 
speedily dissipated the half of his fortune, and then 
became a constant guest at the hazard table. At 
first, like most tyros in play, he won, but fortune 
soon turned against him, and loss followed loss, till 
nothing more was left him to lose. There now re- 
mained nothing of his destiny unfulfilled but its 
dreadful close, and this was not long wanting. In 
1828, his body was taken up in the Thames, and it 
came out on the inquest, that, for the last eight 
days of his miserable life, he had not tasted even a 
spoonful of warm soup ! 

+ This event was a terrible shock to Lenormand ; 
she called herself Tribet’s murderess, execrated her 
art, and, for more than a year after, steadily refused 
every request to divine numbers for the lottery. 

‘¢Tn 1830, however, she was induced once more 
to do so, under the following circumstances. A 
man one day hastily entered her cabinet, stated 
himself to be a printer, Pierre Arthur by name, and 
entreated her intercession with a creditor, Monsieur 
So-and-so, whom he knew to have a great venera- 
tion for her, and who was at that moment pursu- 
ing him with bailiffs. While he spoke, the cred- 
itor himself appeared with his attendants; he had 
seen his debtor enter Lenormand’s house, and fol- 
lowed him on the spot. This man was a money- 
lender; Arthur had been so unfortunate as to borrow 
a sum from him four years before, and had, since 
that time, been paying him the usurious interest of 
twenty-four per cent.—a drain on his earnings which 
scarcely left the poor man in a condition to give dry 
bread to his children. A half-year’s interest was 
now due; he was totally unable to raise the requi- 
site sum, and his merciless creditor, rejecting all his 
entreaties fur an extension of time, was about to 
consign his children to inevitable starvation, by 
throwing their only support into prison. Lenor- 
mand readily undertook the intercessor’s office, and 
appealed tu the usurer’s compassion, but it is scarcely 
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necessary to say that the appeal was vain. The siby] 
grew warm; the violation of the sacredness of her 
roof incensed her, and she said some bitter things to 
the man of rnoney; this incensed him in his turn, 
and he told her with a malicious grin, that if she had 
so much pity for the printer. she had but to pay the 
two thousand francs which he owed ; he would then 
be her debtor, and she could show him as much in- 
dulgence as she pleased. 

‘ Instead of replying to this taunt, she took the 
usurer’s left hand, and studied its lines in silence. 
‘ Arthur,’ said she, after a few minutes, ‘1 have 
found help for you where you least expected it—in 
the hand of your oppressor. If you yet possess 
five francs of your own—not borrowed, but honestly 
earned money—go immediately and stake it on these 
three numbers, 37, 87, and 88, in the royal lottery. 
The urage is to-day ; to-morrow you are the pos- 
sessor of 24,000 francs. You will be able to pav 
your creditor, and be a rich man still; the hand 
that has brought you to beggary shall raise you to 
fortune, or there are no stars in heaven.’ . 

“ But poor Arthur had not a sous, for it was but 
a few days since the usurer had swept his house by 
a distress ; he had nothing either to pawn or to sell. 
The creditor coolly directed the bailiffs to remove 
him ; then, finding himself alone with the sorceress, 
he addressed himself to the task of deprecating her 
resentment, assumed his blandest aspect, thanked 
her for the fortunate numbers she had so unex- 
pectedly revealed to him, and avowed his intention 
to stake ten francs on them without delay. The 
same sum he counted out on the table of the divin- 
eress, as a free-will token of his gratitude. ‘I have 
long wished,’ said he, ‘to learn from you what are 
my numbers ; thank Heaven, that an accident, which 
I must call providential, has this day led to the ac- 
complishment of my wish.’ 

«t Do not suppose,’ replied Lenormand, ‘ that 
you will escape the consequences of having offend- 
ed me. Go, stake what sum you will on the num- 
bers: I will take care that you shall win nothing 
by them.’ 

‘©The usurer did not believe, however, that it 
was in the power even of the redoubtable Pythoness 
to alter the course of fate; he hurried to the lottery- 
office, and recorded his venture. 

‘ Lenormand had often murmured, that while 
she could point out to others the road to wealth, it 
was forbidden her to tread it herself. She could 
tell those who applied to her the‘numbers by which 
prizes would be obtained, but was herself obliged 
to refrain from staking anything on these numbers, 


because her doing so was certain to change good 


fortune into bad. She had read her own destinies as 
well as those of others, and knew that she was one 
of the few to whom prizes in the lottery were per- 
emptorily denied. She now rejoiced at this; she 
resolved to stake the ten francs the miser had given 
her on his numbers, sure that when she made them 
her numbers, they would not be drawn. It hap- 
pened as she anticipated; the numbers were not 
drawn, the usurer lost his ten francs, and the only 
drawback on the sibyl’s gratification was, that his 
disappointment did not open the doors of the prison 
to poor Arthur.” 


Colonel Favier, we ought to mention, does not 
guarantee the truth of these stories, but merely 
gives them as having been current at Paris in 
1831, and on the alleged authority of the witch 
herself. They, therefore, do not stand on the 
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same footing, as to credit, with the communications 
gf Malchus and the Countess N. N. One thing, 
however, the colonel states as matter of notoriety, 
that Lenormand, eight days before the death of 
Louis the Eighteenth, gave the following as the five 
numbers destined to come out of the wheel at the 
next drawing, viz., the number of the king’s age, 
68 ; the number of years he had reigned, (reckoning 
from the death of his nephew,) 36; the year of 
the entry of the allies into Paris, 14; the day the 
king had ascended the throne, 26 ; and the number 
affixed to his name in the list of the sovereigns of 
France, 18. All the numbers were drawn, and 
the lottery undertakers of the French metropolis 
will long remember the day of reckoning that fol- 
lowed. 

We now take our leave of Mademoiselle Lenor- 
mand, to whom, witch, or no witch, some admi- 
ration will always remain due, for having contrived 
to be believed in by a generation that neither 
believed in God and his angels, nor in the devil 
and his imps. As to her art, we leave the reader 
to draw his own conclusions about it, whether 
mere chance, or some undiscovered properties of 
numbers, or a real understanding with the invisible 
world, have most to do with its results. If he 
decide for the first, we recommend to his consid- 
eration the following utterances of the inspired 
Novalis :— 

‘¢ The fortuitous is not unfathomable ; it, too, has 
a regularity of its own.’’ 

And again :— 


« He that has a right sense for the fortuitous has 
the power to use all that is fortuitous for the deter- 
mining of an unknown fortuitous: he can seek des- 
tiny with the same success in the position of the 
stars, a8 in sand-grains, in the flight of birds, and 
in figures.”’ 


With respect to the other two solutions, we 
subjoin some remarks of a writer in Kerner’s 
“ Magikon,’’ who states it as something ‘‘ not to 
be denied,” that the powers of invisible beings 
often exercise a strange influence in games of 
chance, an influence which it would be difficult to 
resolve into the mere effects of ‘‘ undiscovered 
properties of numbers :”’— 


‘¢We should have many proofs (proceeds this 
writer) that the old demons of the heathen creed 
still carry on their game, under other masks, in 
Christendom, (especially in southern countries,) if 
we were to collect and comment upon the many 
instances which occur to every traveller. What 
diabolical mischief 1s wrought in connection with 
the lotery! Even in Gerinany, how many heads 
do you find turned by dreams and presentiments in 
relation to this most ruinous species of gambling, 
and that not only among the common people, but 
often among those who have enjoyed the advan- 
tages of education! Cross the Alps, and the still 
fury becomes an open one; and the further you 
travel southwards, the more universally stark mad 
do the people appear. Dreams and presentiments 
go but a small way: the very beggar swims in an 
element of omens, and suggestions of fortunate 
numbers, and there is no possible casualty that can 


befall him, but it betokens an ambo, a terno, a qua- || 
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terno, and so on.* Even the execution of a crimi- 
nal is explored for oracular meanings: how the 
blood gushes, how the body falls, how the poor 
sinner looks, moves, bears himself in the last mo- 
ment—all is eagerly noted, and auguries are de- 
duced from each particular, that infallibly indicate 
the winning numbers in the next esfrazione. Here 
we have the whole trade of the haruspices of old: 
you Roman will not be robbed of his heathenism ; 

e only mixes up with his faith in these oracles an 
occasional ejaculation directed to some favorite saint, 
like those prayers for rich Inglesi, or other children 
of the north, which form so large a part in the de- 
votions of the inn-keepers of the eternal city.” 

We conclude with a short anecdote corrobora- 
tive of this author’s views. In the latter part of 
the eighteenth century, a Roman Catholic priest 
named Maas, of Paderborn, practised a kind of 
divination by means of numbers, which made some 
noise at the time. He had learned it from a Jew, 
whom he had charitably taken into his house in a 
dying state, and who, as a tribute of gratitude, 
communicated the mysterious art in question to 
his benevolent host, before he died. It was a 
method of obtaining answers, in any language, to 
inquiries respecting the future, or on other subjects 
unknown, by reckonings made according to cer 
tain rules : the practice of it was called ‘‘ consulting 
the cabala.” Many remarkable responses are 
recorded, which Maas obtained in this way, both 
on private and on public affairs ; but the following 
circumstance is said to have, in the end, induced 
him to renounce the art. He once put the ques- 
tion: to the ‘‘cabala”’—Who was its author? 
Contrary to what usually happened, no intelligible 
answer was returned : he repeated his calculations, 
and the result was a kind of admonition, not to 
make any inquiry on this subject ; but, on his per- 
sisting, and a third time tempting the oracle with 
this too curious question, the answer was given— 
“ Look behind you.” At this our experimenter 
was seized with a feeling of horror, he laid his 
face on the table, called his housekeeper, and 
when he raised his head again, there was nothing 
unusual to be seen. 

We do not know whether Mademoiselle Lenor- 
mand is still living. She ought not to be dead 
for she told Countess N. N., in 1812, that she 
was sure of completing her hundred-and-eighth 
year. 

*In illustration of the above, we quote what follows 
from the hook of the year, Father Prout's “ Facts and Fig- 
ures from Italy ” :— 

“ There is a book which has a greater circulation in the 
Roman States than the New Testament, or Thomas à 
Ken. pis, called the ‘ Book of Dreams, or the Oracle of the 
Government Lottery.’ Wheelbarrowfuls are sold at ev- 
at fair, and it is often the only book ina whole village. 
The faith of credulous ignorance in this hook is a mast 
astounding fact; and no later than four days ago, at the 
drawing of the lottery, an instance of its infallibility was 

uoted in all the haunts of the people. A laborer fell 
rom the scaffolding of the new hospital in the Corso, and 
was killed on the spot ; his fellow-workman left the corpse 
in the street, and ran to consult his ‘Book of Dreams.’ 
Paura, sangue, cascata, (fear, blood, fall,) were the ca- 
halistic words, whose corresponding numbers, set forth 
therein, he selected for his investment of fifteen bajocchi. 
On Saturday, his three numbers all came forth from the 


government urn, winning a prize of three hundred dol- 
ars.” 


THE LANDS OF THE BIBLE. 


From the British Quarterly Review. 


The Lands of the Bible visited and described, in an 
ertensive Journey, undertaken with special refer- 
ence to the Promotion of Biblical Research, and 
the Advancement of the Cause of Philanthropy. 
By Jous Winson, D. D., E. R. S., Honorary 
President of the Bombay Branch of the Royal 
Asiatic Society, Meinber of the Editorial Com- 
mittee of the Asiatic Section of the Royal Society 
of Northern Antiquities at Copenhagen, Mission- 
ary of the Free Church of Scotland, &c. &c. 


With Maps and Illustrations. 23 vols. 8vo. Ed- 
inburgh. 1847. 
History begins in Ancient Asia. On that soil 


the human mind presents its first development. 
Science, learning, policy, religion—all have their 
beginnings from that source. The civilization of 
Africa has an impress of its own; that of Europe 
is still more distinet ; but, in both cases, the good 
has come by migration, and its origin has been 
oriental. To be unacquainted with early Asiatic 
history is to be ignorant as to the first bubblings 
of that marvellous stream of intelligence and on- 
wardness, which has been ever in movement, and 
which is now diffusing itself more and more equally 
over the four quarters of the world. 

Asia stretches so far north as to embrace wide 
u peopled regions of everlasting ice and snow, and 
8> far south as to send her peninsulas, which in 
themselves are almost continents, far within the 
tropics, nearly touching the equator. Viewed in 
its depth or width, it embraces more than half the 
old world. Europe is not more than a fourth of 
its size, while, in respect to variety, fertility, and 
beauty, the surface of Europe, and even that of 
Africa, cannot be brought into comparison with 
the pretensions of the greater, we may almost call 
it the parent, continent. The fairest and richest 
provinces of Asia are in the same latitude with the 
Mediterranean, and it is only as men diverge from 
those regions, to others more northward or south- 
ward, that they become materially inconvenienced 
either by cold or heat. The entire continent is 
naturally divided into three departments. Two 
grand chains of mountains, and at something like 
equal distances froin each other, cross its territory, 
from west to east. The Tauric chain takes its 
rise near the shores of the Mediterranean, in Asia 
Minor, and extends, like a mighty wall of separa- 
tion, eastward, as far as the desert of Cobi, and 
the walls of China. The Altaic chain takes its 
rise northward of the Caspian, and sends its main 
line in the same direction. Northern Asia lies 
north of the Altaic mountains, and in a line with 
Russia ; Central Asia lies between the two chains 
of mountains just named, and in a line with Ger- 
many: while Southern Asia, the seat of all the 
old Asiatic empires, is, as we have stated, in the 
same latitude with Asia Minor and the Mediterra- 
nean. This grand division by mountains is fur- 
ther subdivided by rivers. In Southern Asia, by 
the Tigris, the Euphrates, and the Indus; in 
Central Asia, by the Oxus and Jaxartes; and in 
Northern Asia, by the Irtish, the Lena, and the 
Yenesei; the last named—little known to Euro- 
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peans—send their flood of waters, without ceasing, 
into the unexplored solitudes of the Arctic Sea. 

We touch on these peculiarities in the geogra- 
phy of Ancient Asia because they are intimately 
connected with the general history ot that quarter 
of the globe. Northern Asia, indeed, can hardly 
be said to have a history. But Central Asia, with 
its wide table lands, has been the hive of popula- 
tion to the east—the territory from which the 
Mongolians and Tartars, in later time, and the 
“ shepherd kings,’’ in earlier time, have come 
down like a flood on the corrupt civilization of the 
south, setting up new empires, to become as cor- 
rupt, in their turn, as their predecessors, and to be 
crushed, in their turn, by new insurgent hordes, 
from the same pastoral regions. Such, in fact, 
has been the perpetual round of Asiatic history. 
Its empires have all commenced in comparative 
rudeness, have become corrupt as the means of 
indulgence have multiplied, and have fallen under 
the shock of ruder and less effeminate assailants. 
Three stages have seemed to embrace their desti- 
ny—from barbarism to corruptness, from corrupt- 
ness to decay. 

But from the regions where human greatness 
has been at once so gorgeous and so unstable, in- 
fluences have proceedcd of a nature to produce the 
strongest and the most permanent impression on 
the condition of humanity. In thuse regions we 
find ‘*the Lands of the Bible,” and by that fact 
alone a charm is thrown over Asiatic history, that 
cannot be said to belong to any other. The vol- 
umes before us abound with much that should be 
interesting to the scholar and the historian, but 
with more that will find its way readily to the im- 
agination and the heart of the Christian. Dr. 
Wilson, compelled by a much impaired state of 
health to leave, for a while, the scene of his mis- 
sionary labors in India, has endeavored to render 
his voyage and journey to Britain as conducive as 
possible to the interests of religion and humanity. 
The result is before us in the present publication 
—on the claims of which the author himself shall 
be allowed to speak. 


‘*T respectfully claim a place for my work, from 
certain classes of readers at least, because of the 
extent of the journey which it narrates, and the 
objects which it was designed to subserve ; because 
part of the land and ocean over which it is my wish 
to conduct my reader, has been but partially, if at 
all, noticed in late publications ; and because, even 
on frequented tracks, I have exercised my own vis- 
ual organs, and made my own observations and 
inquiries, without anything like a slavish deference 
either to my predecessors or contemporaries. Most 
travellers who have entered the countries which I 
ask the reader to traverse with me have approached 
them from the distant west ; and almost everything 
connected with them has presented itself to their 
view in an aspect of entire novelty, and called forth 
a burst of fresh European feeling. I betook myself 
to them from the distant east, in which I had resided 
about fifteen years, and not altogether a stranger to 
the nature of their climes, and the manners and cus- 
toms and languages of their inhabitants, with man 
of whom I had been brought in contact ; and if 
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have labored under some disadvantages by my | tiers, or within the territories of Muhammadanism 
lengthened sojourn in the exsiccating regions of the! and Heathenism, and peculiarly exposed to the in- 


sun, l have enjoyed certain facilities for movement, 
and inquiry, and comparison, to which some impor- 
tance may be attached. In my associates, too, J 
was peculiarly favored. I allude especially to John 
Smith, Esq., and Dhanjibh4f Nauroji of Bombay, 
to the Rev. William Graham, of Damascus, and to 
the other friends, to whom I have expressed my 
great obligations in the body of my book, and whose 
assistance and friendship I shall long remember 
with the deepest petals: 

“« The work, which, as it regards one of the great 
objects which I kept particularly in view through- 
out my travels, comes nearest to my own, is the 
‘ Biblical Researches in Palestine, Mount Sinai, 
and Arabia Petrea,’ of the Rev. Edward Robinson, 
D.D. That most able and learned book has entirely 
exhausted many subjects of inquiry connected with 
Biblical Geography. It is remarkably accurate, as 
a whole, in its original descriptions ; and it contains 
historical notices of many localities which evince 
the most diligent and successful research, being, in 
fact, a valuable epitome of the results of ancient 
and modern travel in the Holy Land. It is a mat- 
ter of congratulation, that it at once took, and will 
long maintain, its place a3 a standard authority. 
If it has not met with all the popular favor which it 
merits, this is owing as much to the gravity of the 
subjects of which it treats, as to the disadvantage to 
the reader of the union of the more lively personal 
narrative, with the duller, though stil] valuable, 
historical and antiquarian inquiries. In some mat- 
ters of great interest, I have seen reason to differ 
from the conclusions of Dr. Robinson—as the place 
and circumstances of the passage of the Israelites 
through the Red Sea, the mount of communion at 
Sinai, the route of the Israelites immediately after 
the giving of the law, the use of some of the an- 
cient excavations at Petra, and various questions 
connected with the topography of the Holy Land. 
The reasons of my judgment I have endeavored to 
state without dogmatism, and ina spirit, I trust, 
equally remote from the dangerous extremes of 
credulity and rationalism. Intravelliny through the 
land of Israel, my companions and myself were 
guided in the identification of Scripture sites prin- 
cipally by the coincidence of the ancient Hebrew 
and modern Arabic names, and their visible agree- 
ment with the localization of Scripture, and the 
notices of Eusebius and Jerome. It was, generally 
speaking, rather for purposes of confirmation than 
information respecting them, that we consulted the 
various works which we had in our possession. 
Except in a few cases, the grounds of judgment lie 
within very narrow bounds.’’—Vol. i., pp. vil.—Ix. 

‘“ I devoted a great deal of my attention, when 
travelling, to the implementing of a commission 
which I had received from one of the committees of 
the church of Scotland, relative to the prosecution 
of research among the eastern Jews. Circumstances 
much favored me in my intercourse with these peo- 
ple, who are so much beloved for their fathers’ 
sake; and I have been enabled, both in the first and 
second parts of my work, to bring to notice some 
matters connected with them, which, I trust, will 
be found not altogether devoid of interest and origi- 
nality. A similar observation I may make, perhaps 
with more confidence, connected with the remnant 
of the Samaritans still sojourning at Shechem or 
N&abulus. The eastern Christians, the nominal 
representatives of our holy faith in the glorious lands 
in which it originated, and sojourning on the fron- 


trigues of crafty conclaves at Rome and Lyons, 
called forth special notice, and excited much of my 
sympathy ; and I have devoted a considerable num- 
ber of pages to an exposition of their creed and con- 
dition, and their more general historical connections. 
In doing this, I have availed myself of two lectures, 
which, in anticipation of the appearance of this work, 
I have laid before the public since my arrival in 
Scotland, abridging and enlarging them according 
to convenience. I have of course formed my judg- 
ment of these eastern churches from a comparison 
of them with the evangelical principles which we 
hold as the truth of God. 1 extremely regret that 
I could not take a more favorable view of them than 
I have done. I trust that what I have said of them 
may conduce somewhat to extend the too feeble 
interest which is felt in their behalf by the Protes- 
tant churches of Europe.’’—Vol. i., pp. ix.—xi. 


Dr. Wilson embarked in a steamer at Bombay, 
in January, 1843—the first point to be touched by 
the vessel being our Arabian colony at ’Aden. 
After sailing six days, the coast of Arabia became 
visible, and two days later the small curved penin- 
sula, the seat of the British settlement, was dis- 
tinctly seen. The general aspect of the southern 
shore of Arabia, from the sea, is that of a moun- 
tainous, rocky, and sterile region, with little to 
make it welcome to manor beast. The neighbor- 
hood of ’Aden is not an exception in this respect. 
The peninsula on which our colony is situated is 
not five miles square, but is connected with a gond 
bay, and strong natural means of defence. The 
population of the town is nearly 20,000, of which 
something less than one thousand only are Euro- 
peans. The town itself, says Dr. Wilson, 


‘ig esconced in an amphitheatre of rocky moun- 
tains, literally in the crater of a volcano, and with 
its only opening in the direction of the lofty and 
fortified islet of Sirah, which, when we first ob- 
served it, appeared merely part of the circle of hills, 
on the margin of which it is situated. The town, 
if found in another locality, would appear mean to 
extremity; but the oddness of its site disarms criti- 
cism. The attention js irresistibly arrested by the 
lofty and unscalable walls, and impregnable towers 
and bulwarks which nature hath reared around it. 
The houses, or rather huts, are in rows, traversing 
a small valley, and very slight in their construction, 
and limited in their accommodation. Many of them 
are entirely of wicker-work, with wagon roofs, with 
interwoven leaves of the date-palm for a covering. 
Not a few of them have flat roofs. ` They are gen- 
erally of undressed stone, compacted with lavers 
and pillars of wood instead of mortar. Nota glass 
window is to be seen; and the apertures for admit- 
ting the light are so small that me defy the en- 
trance of the thief. Those in the Jews’ quarter 
are the most respectable ; but even of them little 
favorable can he said. The palace of the Sult&n 
ig a forsaken tenement; but in the days of yore it 
must, as an Asiatic domicile, have been worthy of 
its occupant. One of the most conspicuous objects 
in the town is the tomb of the Muhammadan saint, 
Idris ibn "Abdallah. Few towers or minarets are 
visible. Numerous wells and tanks, excavated 
with care, many of which have become useless, 
may also be observed. The residence of Captain 
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Haines, of the I. N., formerly engaged in the sur- 
vey of this part of the coast, and from the first the 
political agent or governor of our Arabian posses- 
sions, is in the form of a neat Indian bungalow. 
We got the kindest and most hospitable welcome 
from its inmates. At the post office, in a neigh- 
boring cottage, I had the pleasure of receiving com- 
munications from Britain, which had arrived by the 
last mail.”’—Vol. i., pp. 14—16. 


Even here, where the lichen often finds it dif- 
ficult to subsist, religions—the hoary religions of 
the east—retain their hold, and along with them 
the no less ancient spirit of traffic. Even here, 
too, that invaluable institution, the Bible Society, 
has its good deeds to speak for it. A Jew,a man 
of some authority among his brethren, had on 
hand thirty-six copies of the Hebrew Scriptures 
for distribution at half the cost price. Leaving 
the abode of this man, says Dr. Wilson, 


“« we went to that of Moshe Menahem, the ‘ruler 
of the Jews,’ who politely walked with us to the 
synagogue. He is the only Israelite at °’Aden who 
reads and writes Arabic in its proper character ; 
and I had pleasure in making him a little gift sim- 
ilar to that which I had put into the hands of the 
Nási. At the synagogue we found about twenty 
persons engaged in repeating night prayers, some 
of whom were standing at the door and lobby, as if 
unworthy to enter the interior. The synagogue, 
which is the only public building which the Jews 
of ’Aden possess, is of the plainest description, 
being merely a square room of considerable height, 
but with scarcely a hole to admit the light. Its 
furniture is very limited, consisting of a small desk 
and three or four stools, a coarse mat spread over 
the floor, three or four tumblers used as lamps, and 
several ostrich eggs as ornaments, suspended from 
the roof. At the synagogue we were introduced 
to a Jew from India, who saluted us very cordially, 
and joined himself to our company. In the course 
of our wanderings and meanderings in the town, 
we came upon one of the three or four Jewish 

schools,’ at which the young idea, as in most 
aboriginal seminaries in the east, is taught rather 
how to shout than to shoot. About a dozen boys, 
without either book or paper before them, were fol- 
lowing their pedagogue in the recitation of some 
passages of the Hebrew Scriptures, bawling at the 
utmost pitch of their voices. Most of the adult 
Jews with whom we afterwards came into contact 
seemed timid and retiring, and destitute of that ease 
and confidence which, under the British govern- 
ment, they will not long fail to obtain. In the 
bazars we observed a considerable number of shop- 
keepers from India, attracted to this rising place, 
doubtless, by the auri sacra fames which has so 
widely dispersed the high-turbaned and long-headed 
Banias and Bhatias, along the shores both of Arabia 
and Africa. An enterprising Parsi was here and 
there observed, as their rival, pushing his way 
through the throng, or sitting over his baskets and 
making love to the Indian camp-followers, that they 
might serve themselves at his store.’-—Vol. i., pp. 
17, 18. 


‘Of course the great majority of the people of 
’Aden are Mohammedans, but their religious forms 
do not scem to be in very scrupulous observance. 
The voyage of Dr. Wilson, from ’Aden to Suez 
presents nothing memorable, but we cannot quit 
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this extended line of the Arabian peninsula with- 
out reminding our readers of the ground on which 
even these regions should be regarded as among 
“ the Lands of the Bible.” The merchandise of 
the ancient Phænicians consisted partly in produce 
of their own, but chiefly in wares which they 
obtained from other countries. Even in respect 
to their own manufactures, the raw material must 
have come to them almost entirely from a distance. 
These facts demonstrate the existence of an exten- 
sive land trade. Of this trade, an instructive de- 
scription is given in the twenty-seventh chapter of 
the book of Ezekiel. The ode of the prophet, 
setting forth, as it does, the commercial grandeur 
of Tyre, presents a map of the countries to which 
this commerce extended, describing, with special 
minuteness, the places frequented by the mer- 
chants of Tyre on the coast of Arabia, and which 
connected the trade of that people with India. 
The following is the language of the prophet, as 
rendered by Michaelis :—‘‘ Waden and Javan 
brought thee from Sanaa sword-blades, cassia, 
and cinnamon, in exchange for thy wares. The 
merchants of Saba and of Raema traded with thee : 
the best spices, precious stones and gold, brought 
they to thee for thy wares. Haran, Canna, 
Aden, Saba, traded with thee.” Now some of 
these places—as Aden, Canna, and Haran, all 
famous seaports on the Indian sea; as well as 
Sanaa and Saba, or Mariaba, still the capital of 
Yemen, have the same means to this hour; and 
if the exact site of Waden is uncertain, it is be- 
yond doubt that it was situated in the straits of 
Babelmandel. These references clearly show 
how familiar to the people of Palestine were the 
great trade marts of Arabia Felix, and of the re- 
gions still more remote. The portion of Arabia 
stretching along the shore, from the Arabian to 
the Persian Gulf, might well have received the 
name of Arabia the Happy, if contrasted with the 
internal desert ; for though not uniformly fertile, 
it has its spots of richness and beauty among the 
coast mountains, which are nowhere else to be 
paralleled in that vast peninsula. The value of 
the Arabian marts arose, in part, from the produce 
of their own neighborhood, but still more from their 
becoming the emporium of Ethiopian and Indian 
merchandise, including—besides their own frank- 
incense, myrrh, cinnamon, cassia, gold, precious 
stones—other products almost without number. 
The result was, that Arabia Felix included cities 
scarcely inferior to those of Pheenicia, or of Attica 
itself, in wealth and splendor. Of all this, at 
present a few traces only remain, some of which 
came under the notice of Dr. Wilson at ’Aden. 
It is not now improbable that the old traffic, with 
its consequent opulence and civilization, may in a 
great part return to those long-deserted regions. 

In Suez, the greatest seaport of the Red Sea, 
the following proofs of the .olerant spirit of Mo- 
hammad Ali came under the notice of our trav- 
eller :— 

« Before we left the governor, an Arab, arrayed 
according to the Turkish fashion, addressed us ia 
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excellent English. He proved to be one of the 
young Fellahin, who had been sent to Europe for 
his education by Muhammad ’Ali. He had been 
seven and a half years in Britain, and principally 
educated at Glasgow, where he had embraced 
Christianity, and been baptized. He remembered 
with affection his Christian friends in that city, 
mentioning particularly the names of Drs. Brown 
and Smyth, two of its most distinguished and re- 
spected ministers. He still held fast, he said, the 
profession of his faith, though he had been induced 
to unite himself in marriage to a young woman, a 
member of a Muhammadan family. He was en- 
gaged for the present as an assistant to Mr. Levick, 
the English vice-consu]l at Suez; but he expected 
to be soon called to Cairo by the P&ash4, who re- 
tained a claim to his services, as to those of all per- 
sons whom he educates, both at home and abroad. 
Muhammad ’Ali he represented as tolerant to the 
young men who embraced Christianity when in 

aurope, and as determined to keep in abeyance the 
law of the Musalm4ns, which requires converts to 
Christianity to be put to death. Complaints against 
them by the bigoted devotees of the Kuran, he 
said, he had more than once dismissed. Similar 
favorable testimonies respecting his highness I else- 
where received. I was told that on one occasion, 
when a woman was taken before him to be con- 
demned to death for apostasy from Islâm, he dis- 
missed her by merely saying that she had merely 
acted a foolish part ; and that after her departure he 
severely reprimanded her accusers, adding that he 
hoped that no similar case would again be brought 
to his attention, as it was enough for him to see that 
his subjects did their duty to him as their ruler, and 
refrained from injuring their neighbors.’’—Vol. i., 
pp. 41, 42. 


In the journey from Suez, our author saw the 
mirage of the desert in much greater distinctness 
than in India. ‘* This was a phenomenon,” says 
Dr. Wilson, ‘‘ which we afterwards frequently 
witnessed in our journey through Arabia Petrea, 
and in such a state of perfection, that nothing but 
a knowledge of our locality, and an experience of 
its deceitfulness, could induce us, at a little dis- 
tance from it, to believe that it was anything else 
than an extensive sheet or copious lake of water, 
of crystal purity, reflecting the forms of the moun- 
tains and other surrounding objects, and even the 
clouds of heaven, sometimes in their proper posi- 
tion, and sometimes inversely.” The Arabic 
word sara, given to this appearance, is the same 
with the I[ebrew word AW, the word used by 
Isaiah with great propriety and beauty— 


« For in the wilderness shall waters break out, and 
streams in the desert, 
And the mirage shall become a lake, and the 
thirsty land springs of water.” 


The cruel deception shall become a merciful 
reality. Mohammed makes a similar use of this 
term—— 

‘* The works of the unbelievers are like the seráb in 
the plain, 

Which the thirsty imagines to be water, till he 

goes and finds it to be nought.” 


Dr. Wilson has favored us with an account of 
his impressions on entering Cairo— 
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“ To the visitor from India, there is nothing at 
first sight very striking in the interior of Cairo, ex- 
cept in so far as the large and dense town itself 
contrasts with the absolute desolation and solitude 
of the desert through which he has just passed. 
His eye is accustomed to narrow, irregular, and 
dirty streets, crowded bázárs, lofty minarets, and 
swelling domes, and to a people of varied hue and 
romantic costume. Yet he does soon perceive that 
in Cairo he is not in an Indian city. Its houses 
he finds higher, larger, of more durable material, 
more crowded together, more sombre and shaded, 
with their overjutting upper stories, than those of 
Hindustan. Its b&zfrs and shops are constructed 
and fitted up with far more order and taste, and 
better adaptation to their object, than those in which 
the W4nis and Borahs dispense their wares. Its 
men are more substantially and gracefully clothed, 
but less cleanly in their persons, than those with 
whom he has been familiar in the further east. Its 
women he cannot at al] compare with the daughters 
of India, for by their impenetrable and frightful 
veils, and shapeless mantles and robes, inflated with 
and floating on the breeze, their face and form are 
alike rendered invisible. The distressing grunt 
and heavy tread of the p&lkhi-bearer have given 
way to the yelling, and poking, and lashing of the 
donkey-boy. The gádís, buggies, and hurly-gigs 
of all shapes and sizes, such as are seen in Bombay, 
are so completely wanting, that whole days may 
pass without seeing a single wheel vehicle. The 
streets, in fact, are so narrow, that most of them do 
not permit a carriage, even of the smallest dimen- 
sions to pass along. ‘The courtesy and sycophancy 
of the multitude have entirely disappeared. ‘Though 
he is not now insulted on the highways, as before the 
days of Muhaminad ’Ali he would not have failed 
to be, he sees none of that deference shown to him 
in public which he experiences in India, where the 
submissive and peaceable Hindú hails him as at once 
his lord and benefactor.’’—Vol. i., pp. 54, 55. 


Mohammed Ali, whose capital is thus described, 
is one of the most extraordinary men of our time. 
He was born at Cavalla, in Roumelia, in 1769. 
His father was a chief of police. He came into 
Egypt in 1800, as second in command with 300 
men, to resist the French. Amidst the confusion 
and perils of that juncture, his sagacity, courage, 
and promptitude gave him such paramount influ- 
ence, that in the rebellion of 1805, when the 
Mameluke sheikhs refused to receive the new rep- 
resentative of the sultan, Kourchid Pacha, they 
called Mohammed Ali to the supreme command, 
an appointment which the sultan himself deemed 
it expedient to confirm. But six years later, the 
Mameluke beys were detected in conspiracies 
against him; he did not conceal from them his 
knowledge of their plottings, and had urged them, 
it is said, to withdraw, and to find better employ- 
ment in Upper Egypt, previous to the memorable 
day when they were treacherously surrendered to 
the bullets of his guards in Cairo. Not content 
with the subsequent confirmation of his authority 
by the Porte, Mohammed Ali extended his con- 
quests over Syria, and had made inroads in Asia 
Minor, when he was checked by the intervention 
of the cabinets of Europe. His successes threw 
the usual prestige about him. He was believed 


to be invincible. Such was probably his own con- 
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viction. Wherever his power has extended, his 
authority has swallowed up the petty authorities 
between which the country was divided ; the effect 
of which has been, greater protection, greater or- 
der, and wonderfully greater production, both in 
arts and agriculture, but witha] an extraordinary 
amount of exaction, to enable him to realize the 
schemes of his ambition. The plague and war 
have repcatedly threatened him with destruction ; 
his projects have often brought on him an expen- 
diture, to which even his enormous demands in the 
shape of revenue have been unequal—still there 
he is, not menacing Asia Minor, it is true, nor any 
longer the master of Syria, but the recognized sov- 
ereign of a country which forms the great passage 
between the east and west ; and if no longer astir 
in arms, signalized by no less activity in more 
humane pursuits, as the protector of commerce, 
the friend of education, and the strong hand which 
has substituted order almost European, in the place 
of anarchy worse than Asiatic. Certain of our 
readers will probably be interested with some ac- 
count of the educational doings of Mohammed Ali. 


‘©The scheme of public instruction in Egypt, I 
may take this opportunity of mentioning, embraces 
primary, preparatory, and polytechnic, and special 
schools. The primary amount to four in Cairo, 
and one in Alexandria, of 200 pupils each, and 
forty-five in the provinces of 100 each, making al- 
together 5500 pupils, who are instructed in reading 
and writing Arabic, the first rules of arithmetic, 
and ‘ religious instruction.’ A suitable set of books 
has not yet been prepared for them. The prepara- 
tory schools are only two, one being at Cairo with 
1500, and one at Alexandria with 500 scholars. 
They receive their pupils from the primary. Their 
cuurse embraces four years, which are devoted to 
the Arabic, Turkish, and Persian languages, arith- 
metic, elementary algebra, elementary geometry, 
caligraphy, and lineary design and drawing. The 
polytechnic school receives its pupils from the pre- 
paratory schools. Its course is one of three years, 
and directed to elementary geography, algebra, 
rectilinear and spherical trigonometry, descriptive 
geometry, statics, analytical geometry, differential 
and integral calculus, mechanics, geodesy, physics, 
chemistry, astronomy, mineralogy, architecture, ge- 
ology, construction of machines, drawing, engineer- 
ing, and mining. The polytechnic pupils who finish 
their curriculum satisfactorily, become sub-lieuten- 
ants in the army, at the call of the Pasha, and those 
who are rejected become non-commissioned officers. 
Among the special schools is one, the object of 
which is to furnish translators for the different: pub- 
lic departments, and monitors for the preparatory 
schools. The others are respectively devoted to 
the training of persons for the different branches of 
the army, and the medical service. The standard 
of proficiency at all of them is most respectable. 
The youths attending them are generally selected, 
when necessary, by conscription, but some of them 
are volunteers; and they are fed and clothed at the 
expense of the government, which thus establishes 
its demand on their services. <A vigilant system 
of superintendence is maintained, and periodical ex- 
aminations, at which rewards are distributed, test 
the attainments, and encourage the application, of 
the pupils. Though the advances of the public 
services of the country, and the maintenance of his 
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own power and influence, are the grand objects 
which Muhammad Ali has in view in his support 
of education, he still deserves great praise for the 
encouragement which the cause receives at his 
hands. It must in many ways ultimately tell on 
the elevation of the country, and the advancement ~ 
of his people. How much it is. needed must be 
apparent from a glance at the indigenous and reli- 
gious schools of the country.” —V ol. i., pp. 71, 72. 


These ‘‘ religious schools’? are all connected 
with the mosques, and are in the hands of pricsts. 
The children are taught to read, seldom to write, 
and the instruction given is almost everywhere of 
the most frivolous and worthless description, re- 
lating, for the most part, to trivial things connected 
with the Mohammedan worship and superstitions 
—a sort of training which no doubt passes as be- 
ing very religious. 

We shall not accompany Dr. Wilson in his visit 
to the pyramids in the neighborhood of Cairo, nor 
shall we attempt a critical estimate of the specula- 
tions presented in his pages concerning the march 
of the Israelites in the direction of the Red Sea. 
Great obscurity rests, and was, perhaps, designed 
to rest, on the question concerning the precise lo- 
cality of events so pregnant with religious interest. 
We cite the following incident, for the reason men- 
tioned by Dr. Wilson, and for other reasons that 
will readily occur to the biblical student :— 


‘¢ About mid-day we came to a chasm running to 
the right, and still narrower than that through which 
we were passing. One of our guides reported that 
water was to be found in it, and there was a gen- 
eral rush to the place where the precious treasure 
was to be procured. The water, all derived from 
recent rains, was found collected in pools among 
the rocks; and one of these pools, called by our 
Arabs Bir-Ramltyah, or the well of Ramliyah, con- 
tained a quantity more than sufficient to supply a 
large body of men and cattle. We replenished our 
skins with it, as we found it perfectly sweet and 
pure. Its occurrence suggested to us the rains of 
heaven, overlooked by infidels and rationalists, as 
the possible means by which the Israelites were 
supplied with this indispensable element in many 
of their marches through the wilderness. ‘ Thou, 
O God, didst send a plentiful rain, whereby thou 
didst confirm thine inheritance when it was weary.’ 
The tremendous storms of thunder and hail over 
the whole land of Egypt, which formed one of the 
ten plagues, would alone have been more than suf- 
ficient to provide any quantities of the needful ele- 
ment for the Israelites, previous to their passage of 
the Red Sea.”’—Vol. i., p. 131. 


The point at which the Israelites crossed the 
Red Sea can be determined with a nearer approach 
to certainty than the route by which they arrived 
at it. 


‘¢ Near the north-east corner of the Badiya, there 
are a few high detached rocks which lie close to 
the shore. Most of our party left them to the right 
on rounding the corner of Jebel Atakah, or the 
Mountain of Deliverance; but Mr. Sherlock and 1 
proceeded straight to the Red Sea before turning 
northward. e believed, for reasons to be after- 
wards stated, that when we were within the water 
mark there, we were near the spot where Moses 
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at the Divine command, stretched his hand over the 
sea, and where ‘at the blast of God’s nostrils, the 
waters were gathered together, the floods stood 
upright as an heap, and the depths were congealed 
in the heart of the sea.” We had no wish to rid 
ourselves of the sacred associations of the place, or 
to detract from that miraculous agency by which 
the way was thus marvellously prepared for the 
passage of God’s people. We made an estimate 
of the distance across, with a view to our disposal 
of the objections of those who maintain that the 
Israelites could not have crossed the sea here in a 
single night as recorded in Exodus. We reckoned 
the width at about eight miles ; but we formed our 
judgment merely from the eye, and were not in- 
clined to lay much stress upon its accuracy. It 
appears, however, from Captain Moresby’s admira- 
ble survey and chart, published by the East India 
Company, that we were not guilty of error.’’*— 
Vol. i., pp. 135, 136. 


Dr. Wilson, while doing full justice to the em- 
inent service rendered to sacred geography by Dr. 
Robinson, in his well-known Biblical Researches, 
complains seriously, and, we think, very justly, of 
the opinions of that writer concerning both the 
place and circumstances of this memorable transit. 
We deeply regret the tendency evinced by many 
theological critics, reputed orthodox and evangeli- 
cal, to admit the rationalistic method of dealing 
with facts of this nature—so far, at least, as to 
reduce the miraculous to the lowest possible mini- 
mum, if not, in many cases, to preclude it alto- 
gether. No doubt, orthodox interpretations may 
be unsound, and may be perpetuated through prej- 
udice or subserviency ; but prejudice may have 
respect to the new no less than to the old, and 
what results from obstinacy in one case, may result 
from vanity in another. Suez, it should be re- 
membered, is situated at the point where the Red 
Sea is bounded by the Isthmus of Suez—the wa- 
ters which ascend higher than that town being 
very inconsiderable ; while the point of the transit, 
according to Dr. Wilson, is some twelve or fifteen 
miles lower down, and there, as we have seen, the 
width of the sea is between six and seven miles. 
To suppose the passage to have taken place 
* through the arm of the gulf above Suez,” is to 
preclude the necessity of a miracle; while the 
supposition, that it took place at the lower point 
mentioned, implies the necessity of such an inter- 
vention. The following passage is somewhat long ; 
but we make space for it, as presenting an instance 
of the unwise sort of concession on the part of 
vood men, to which we have adverted :— 


* Dr Robinson, though he does not deny the 
miracle recorded in Exodus, considerably detracts 
from its magnitude. He ascribes a particular char- 
acter to the ‘ strong east wind’ of Moses, represent- 
ing the miracle in which it originated as ‘ mediate,’ 
not a direct interference with the laws of nature, 
but a ‘miraculous adaptation of those laws to pro- 


* I have already remarked (p. 36) that the Badfya’, or 
Wadi Tawérik hears the Arabic name of Wadi Musa, or 
Valley of Moses, in Captain Moresby’s map. When I 
asked our sheikh if this name was correct, he said, “ This 
is indeed the path of our Lord Moses.” On cross-exam- 
ination, he continued to make the same affirmation. 
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duce a required result.’ He ventures to do this, 
though there is not a syllable in the Bible explana- 
tory of the peculiar nature of the wind, as arising 
from a non-suspension or non-interference with the 
laws of nature, or otherwise. Is not this being 
wise above what is written? ‘In the somewhat 
indefinite phraseology of the Hebrew, an east 
wind,’ he goes on to say, ‘means any wind from 
the eastern quarter; and would include the north- 
east wind which often prevails in this region.’ 
This, it will be observed, is a pure supposition, and 
not so admissible when the general direction of the 
gulf of Suez is adverted to, as another which it 
suggests, that a north-east wind would be denom- 
inated in the Hebrew from the north and not from 
the east, as is done by Moses. ‘A strong north- 
east wind,’ the doctor adds, ‘ acting upon the chò- 
tide, would necessarily have the effect to drive out 
the waters from the small arm of the sea which 
runs up by Suez, and also from the end of the gulf 
itself, leaving the shallower portions dry; while 
the northern part of the arm, which was anciently 
broader and deeper than at present, would still 
remain covered with water. Thus the waters would 
be divided, and be a wal] (or defence) to the Israel- 
ites on the right hand and on the left.’ The ‘ ebb- 
tide’ here, I need scarcely observe, is a pure inven- 
tion. Such an action of the wind as this is a mere 
skimming of the waters and forcing them away 
down the gulf, to leave the shallows, both at the 
extremity of the arm and near Suez, dry, and the 
upper pools, lying immediately between them, 
undisturbed in their depths; but it is obvious, that 
whatever its effects might be at the extremity of the 
arm of the sea, where most certainly the Israelites 
did not pass, as there there would be no water on 
their left hand to correspond with the statement of 
the Bible, it might, commencing there and extend- 
ing downwards, blow the deep waters out of the 
arm to the head of the gulf, and upon the very 
shallows which, according to the theory, should be 
made bare. The effect of a wind upon a deep body 
of water communicating with one less deep and in 
the direction of that shallower body, is to increase 
the depth of the shallower body, as may be con- 
stantly observed in the case of our Scottish lakes 
and rivers. But, overlooking this circumstance, 
where, I would ask the doctor, in his view of the 
matter, is the wall spoken of in Scripture? Dr. 
Robinson wishes us to dispose of it in a figure, and 
to commute it for a ‘defence.’ But is it not said, 
that the FLoops stood upright as an uFaP, and the 
‘ FLOODS were congealed in the HEART of the seal’ 
This is poetry, the doctor would say. True, but it 
is the poetry of inspiration, having a becoming 
sense. It surely means more than that the waters 
were blown off a mere shallow. 

“ But the doctor has to do with ‘ the interval of 
time during which the passage was effected,’ as 
well as with ‘ the means or instrument with which 
the miracle was wrought.’ He has spoken of an 
‘extraordinary ebb thus brought about by natural 
means,’ and he ‘cannot assume’ that ‘it would 
continue more than three or four hours at the most.’ 
‘The Israelites were probably on the alert, and en- 
tered upon the passage as soon as the way was 
practicable ; but as the wind must have acted for 
some time before the required effect would be pro- 
duced, we cannot well assume that they set off be- 
fore the middle watch, or towards midnight. Be- 
fore the morning watch, or two o'clock, they had 
probably completed the passage ; for the Egyptians 
had entered after them, and were destroyed before 
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the morning appeared. As the Israelites numbered 
more than two millions of persons, besides flocks 
and herds, they would of course be able to pass but 
slowly. If the part left dry were broad enough to 
enable them to cross in a body, one thousand abreast, 
which would require a space of more than half-a 
mile in breadth, (and is perhaps the largest suppo- 
sition admissible,) still the column would be more 
than two thousand persons in depth; and in all 
probability could not have extended less than ¿wo 
miles. It would then have occupied at least an hour 
in passing over its own length, or in entering the 
sea; and deducting this from the largest time inter- 
vening, before the Egyptians must also have entered 
the sea, there will remain only time enough, under 
the circumstances, for the body of the Israelites to 
have passed at the most over a space of three or 
four miles. This circumstance is fata] to the hy- 
pothesis of their having crossed from Wadi Ta- 
wanik, since the breadth of the sea at that point, 
according to Niebuhr’s measurement, is three Ger- 
man, or twelve geographical miles, equal to a whole 
day’s journey.’ In reply to this, I have to say, that 
I do not see that the Scripture narrative suggests a 
single one of the contingencies here referred to. 
The ‘ ebb-tide’ is a pure hypothesis of the doctor ; 
and, as we have already seen, it is one not to be 
admitted. But supposing its occurrence by g wind 
raised and directed miraculously—by what in the 
figurative language of the Bible is called the ‘ BLAST 
OF Gop’s NosTRILS’—is it not somewhat presump- 
tuous in us, without direct information to guide us, 
to limit it to ‘three or four hours at the most?’ 
‘The Lord,’ it is said, ‘ caused the sea to go back 
ee asunder) by a strong east wind all that night.’ 

e have no warrant to suppose that the miracle 
took any length of time to reach its perfection. It 
may, for anything we know to the contrary, have 
nearly instantaneously followed the stretching out 
of the hand of Moses over the sea, and the miracu- 
lous rising of the ‘strong east wind,’ diagonally 
culting the waters, and not merely rolling them 
down the gulf asa retiring tide—as was the case 
with the Jordan, the moment that the soles of the 
teet of the priests that bore the ark of the Lord, 
touched its impetuous floods. The Israelites might 
have been three or four hours in the bed of the sea, 
before midnight. There is no authority even for 
alleging that they had ‘completed their passage 
before two o’clock,’ and that the Egyptians were 
‘destroyed before the morning appeared.’ What 
is stated by Moses is, that in (or during) the morn- 
ing watch the Lord looked unto the host of the 
Egyptians through the pillar of fire and of the cloud, 
and troubled the host of the Egyptians, and took off 
their chariot wheels, that they drave them heavily.’ 
This seems to have been done as if to prevent their 
overtaking the Israelites szil! in the hed of the sca. 
The Egyptians were destroyed only when the morn- 
ing actually appeared. ‘ Moses stretched forth his 
hand over the sea, and the sea returned to his 
strength when the morning appeared; and the 
Egyptians fled against it, and the Lord overthrew 
the Egyptians in the midst of the sea.’ The time 
of the miracle is obviously the whole night, at the 
season of the year, too, when the night would be 
about its average length. ‘There was thus ample 
time afforded for the passage of the Israelites from 
any part of the Wadi Tawartk, the exact measure- 
ment of which I have already given, and which, in 
its northern part, as we have already seen, is not 
twelve geographical miles in breadth, but only six 
anda half. Extending the line of the Israelites 
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along the shores of that Wádí, where the gulf 
widens, and making even the deduction of a few 
hours from the night, we do not assign them any- 
thing like an impossibility, when we suppose that 
they could perform a journey before the morning, 
of twelve or fifteen miles, especially when we ad- 
vert to their probable excitement and animation, by 
the gracious and wonderful interposition of Provi- 
dence which had been made in their behalf. 

“ Connected with the ‘ main points’ of ‘ means’ 
and ‘dime’ which Robinson brings to our notice. 
there is one of space to which he does not sufficient- 
ly advert. The arm of the sea at Suez, including 
the shallows which are left bare at ebb-tide, varies 
from a half-mile to two miles in breadth. Even 
supposing that it was somewhat wider in the days 
of old, it scarcely seems sufficient for the line of the 
Israelites, and that of the Egyptians, marching 
across, and the intervention of the angel of God,. 
and of the pillar of the cloud which was light by 
night to the former people, and darkness to the lat- 
ter, so that ‘the one came not near the other all the 
night.’ Dr. Robinson, we have seen, ascribes to 
the line of the Israelites alone, a length not ‘ less 
than two miles,’ being the whole distance from 
shore to shore at the widest part, and leaving no 
room for the army of the Egyptians, and their char- 
iots, and the interval which the narrative requires.’’ 
—Vol. i., pp. 149—154. 


The judgment, not only of Dr. Wilson, but of 
his companions in travel, was decided, for these, 
and for other reasons, which we cannot find space 
to state, that the passage of the Israelites did not 
take place near Suez, and that it did take place at 
the front of the Ras Atakah. The next stage of 
our travellers was from Ayun Musa, or the Wells 
of Moses, to Mount Sinai—the place to wirich the 
name of the Hebrew prophet is thus given being 
the landing point in those parts on the Asiatic 
side of the Red Sea. Entering on this portion of 
his pilgrimage, the author supplies the following 
picture of what is called travel in the desert :— 


“ I have now become quite in love with our desert 
life, notwithstanding the exposure and fatigue which 
are inseparable from our movements. Weare gen-- 
erally awoke in the morning, about day-break, by 
the cheerful and melodious voice of Mr. Waters, 
the African servant of Mr. Smith, whose extraordi- 
nary musical powers charm not only ourselves, but 
the wildest Arabs of our Kafilah, who remain in 
the silence of enchantment till he has finished his 
performance. This faithful attendant, whose duties 
are principally confined to the morning watch, is 
sure to have a cup of coffee ready for us, befure we 
can leave our sandy couch. Anon, recovering from 
the entrancement into which they affect to be thrown, 
the Arabs begin to stir, and chatter, around us. 
Their first concern is their camels, which they re-- 
call from their wanderings, if, as is most commonly 
the case, they have not collected them together be- 
fore committing themselves to sleep at night. A 
piece of bread generally serves these simple and 
hardy people for their morning meal; and they 
make all due haste in its mastication, that they may 
have a little time to Juxuriate among the fumes of 
the pipe, which thev consider indispensable to their 
existence. On sallying forth from our tents. we 
seek to enjoy the ‘ cool,’ if not the fragrant and the 
‘silent hour,’ to ‘ meditation due,’ and take a gen- 
eral survey of the scene around us, visiting all the 
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spots of interest in our neighborhood, and examin- 
ing, as far as possible, the geological structure of 
the country; a work comparatively easy in these 
barren regions, where rock, and hill, and mountain, 
are everywhere laid bare to the student. The pic- 
ture stretched out before us, is but rude and som- 
bre ; and in all ‘ the melancholy bounds, rude ruins 
glitter.’ While my friends are occupied in taking 
down the tents, and superintending the loading of 
the camels, Í am generally busy with my note-book. 
Our breakfast we soon discuss, either seated on our 
camp-stools, or standing around the humble board 
on which it is spread. It consists of bread or bis- 
cuit, hard as the stones of the desert, of the best 
tea which the Bombay b4z4r could afford—some of 
us having received due warning against the collec- 
tion of bitter and narcotic leaves which passes under 
the name in Egypt—and of preserved meats, the frag- 
¡ments of our dinner on the preceding evening. Our 
commissary of stores furnishes us, in addition, with 
„certain provender for the day, of eatables and drink- 
-ables, including water, the most valued of all, to 
be slung over our camels, and to be ready at hand 
to meet the demands of the keen appetite and ficry 
thirst which fresh air and copious exercise, and a 
scorching sun, fail not to encourage and produce. 
When our camels get in motion, we generally fol- 
low them for a mile or twoon foot, before we mount 
them ; and we often give them a similar relief at 
noon, and just before the conclusion of our march 
fur the day. We go very quietly on our way, 
averaging about two geographical miles in the hour, 
except when we make digressions from the main 
body of our company, when we contrive to trot along 
at about double this speed. We have become quite 
reconciled to our rolling and pitching on our lofty 
conveyancers ; and we can dispose ourselves so con- 
veniently upon them, that we can write, and even 
rudely sketch with our pencils. ‘The conversation 
among ourselves consists of demonstrations and com- 
mentaries connected with the objects which pass 
under our notice. I have very often our sheikh as 
-my companion; and my own Badawi attendant, 
Ibrahim of the Kareishi—frum whom our sheikh 
has hired a number of our camels—is a perfect 
model of care and politeness, not only in tending 
the animal on which I ride, but in handing up to 
me stones and plants, and whatever else I may 
choose to inspect. Both these persons are fond of 
being examined about the notabilities of the road, 
.and the manners and customs of the tribes to which 
they belong. WhenT ain ata loss to understand 
them, Mordecai, the Jew from Bombay, or Deiri 
from Cairo, proves my interpreter. Many a joke 
is cracked over the head of our Hebrew friend ; but 
the regard which we express for him, prevents this 
from passing into derision. Mr. Waters is often 
assailed by the witlings of the Nile, who can con- 
verse with him in English ; but he is quite able to 
maintain his ground with thetn, except when his 
camel takes the pet, and sets upon playing its pranks, 
by first shaking its head from side to side, then 
roaring most unmercifully, as if about to be crushed 
to death by its burden, and last of all, dropping 
down on its front-knees and refusing to rise. This 
camel is the only naughty one of our herd; though 
one or two have the custom, disagreeable to us, of 
protruding something like a bladder from their 
mouths, and emitting and tossing the saliva with 
which it, is covered, right in our faces. To the 
respective animals on which we ourselves ride, 
whose meckness, tractableness, patience, persever- 
ance, and utility, we greatly admire, we have formed 
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quite an attachment; and we have all had occasion 
to notice the wonderful adaptation, by the God of 
creation, of the camel to the purposes for which it 
is designed.’’—Vol. i., pp. 165—168. 


The first object of interest in the route now 
taken was what is called the ‘‘ well of destruc- 
tion,” the Marah of Scripture. 


“It occupies a small basin about five feet in 
diameter, and eighteen inches deep, and to some 
extent it oozes through the sands, leaving, like the 
wells of Moses, a deposit of lime. I believe that I 
was the first of our party to essay to drink of its 
water; but the Arabs, on observing me about to 
take a potation of it, exclaimed, ‘ Murrah, murrah, 
murrah,’—‘ It is bitter, bitter, bitter.’ This foun- 
tain has been almost universally admitted by travel- 
lers, since the days of Burckhardt, who first pre- 
cisely indicates its situation to be the true Marah 
of Scripture, as it is found in a situation about thirty 
miles from the place where the Israelites must have 
landed on the eastern shore of the Red Sea—a space 
sufficient for their march, when they went three 
days in the wilderness and found no water. No 
other constant spring is found in the intermediate 
space. It retains its ancient character, and has a 
bad name among the Arabs, who seldom allow 
their camels to partake of it. Only one or two of 
our animals tasted it; and the Arabs left us to 
experiment upon its qualities alone, without even 
applying it to their lips. Though the murmurings 
of the Israelites, involving as they did a complaint 
against Providence, were sinful, it is not to be 
wondered at that Moses, considering the quality of 
the water which they here had to drink, cried unto 
the Lord for their relief. ‘The Lord showed him 
a tree which, when he cast into the waters, the 
waters were made sweet.’ The healing virtue of 
this tree probably flowed directly from God, who 
sometimes works by means, which, like the rod of 
Moses stretched over the sea, are merely the sym- 
bols of his power, or the indices of the commence- 
ment of its action. The Badawin of these deserts 
know of no process now of sweetening bitter water ; 
but the credulity of rationalism can find one suffi- 
ciently potent for the purpose of effecting a change 
in a supply of the element required for the two 
million and a half of souls comprising the hosts of 
Israel. Burckhardt has directed our attention to a 
plant, delighting, like the palm, in a saline soil, 
and growing near this and similar fountains. It is 
called Gharkad by the Arabs. The juice of its 
berries might be adequate, it is alleged, to qualif 
the nauseous liquid. But where, it may be asked, 
could a sufficient quantity of these berries be found 
to make a million or two of gallons of drinkable 
syrup T’ *— Vol. i., pp. 170—172. 


Nothing can be more pitiable than has been the 
result of this method of dealing with the Scrip- 
ture miracles—admitting the substantial genuine- 


“* The Gharkad is the Peganum Retusum of For- 
skal, Flor. Ægypt. p. 66. Dr. Robinson, who makes 
better fight against the dubious traditions of the monks, 
than the absard inventions and shifts of the rational- 
ists, thus gravely notices the notion of Burckhardt :— 
‘The process would be a very simple one, and, doubtless 
effectual; and the presence of this shrub around all 
brackish fountains would cause the remedy to be always 
at hand. But as the Israelites broke up from Egypt on 
the morrow of Easter, and reached Marah apparently not 
more than two or three wecks later, the season fer these 
berries would hardly bave arrived.’ ”—Biblical Re- 
searches, vol. i., p. 98. 
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ness of the narrative, but endeavoring to reduce 
the apparently supernatural to the level of the 
natural. This earlier school of rationalism has 
been utterly destroyed by the later one, of which 
Strauss may be taken as the type—a school which 
treats the miracles of the sacred history as so much 
mythic invention introduced by a subsequent age. 
This is bringing the controversy within narrower 
and much more intelligible limits; and we are 
well content that the claims of revelation should 
be placed upon this issue. 

Most of our readers must have heard of the 
valley in the district of Sinai, called the ‘‘ written 
valley.” The extract below contains our latest 
report concerning it. . 


“When we got beyond the entrance of the 
Magarah, our Arabs made to us the welcome 
announcement, that we had entered the WA4dé 
Mukatteb, or the ‘ written valley.’ We had not 
far to look for the mysterious inscriptions, which 
we had so much desired to see. In the first or 
western division of the valley, however, which, like 
the second, continues for about an hour and a half, 
they are not numerous. We dismounted at the 
broad expansion of the Wadi, which marks its 
division, and where it strikes to the south; and 
here we had them in abundance, to the fullest grat- 
ification of our curiosity. They are found on both 
sides of the valley, on the perpendicular and smooth 
cliffs of the new red or variegated sandstone, the 
strata of which are of enormous thickness, and on 
the large masses of this rock which have fallen from 
above. The surface of these stony tablets seems to 
have been naturally prepared for the ‘ graving of 
an iron pen ;’ and the words which are written upon 
them, though not very deeply cut, if we may judge 
from the small injury which the hand of time has 
committed upon them, during the many ages they 
have existed, may probably ‘last forever,’ in the 
sense of Job the tried patriarch of Arabia Petrea, 
who wished such a commemoration of the language 
of his deepest sorrow. ‘lhe inscriptions are both 
literal and hieroglyphical, or I should rather say, 
pictorial, for they do not seem the symbols of 
thought conventionally expressed. ‘The letters vary 
in size, from half an inch to six inches in depth, 
and they are generally arranged in single lines, as 
if representing a name and date, and preceded by a 
distinctive group of letters representing the word 
Ow, or ‘ peace.’ A few of them are in Greek, but 
most of them are in the ancient Nebathean charac- 
ter. The figures occurring at several places are 
very rude. They are those of men with shields, 
and swords and bows and arrows; of camels and 
horses, both with and without their riders, seated 
or standing by their sides; of goats and ibexes 
with large curved horns; of antelopes pursued by 
greyhounds; of ostriches and geese, and unknown 
birds indistinctly represented ; of lizards, tortoises, 
and other creeping things ; and of diverse quaint fan- 
tasies which cannot be characterized. The prefect 
of the Franciscan missionaries of Egypt, who visited 
them in 1722, and who was among the first in modern 
times to give precise information respecting them, 
says in his account of them, which we had with us 
on our journey, ‘ They are cut into the hard marble 
(sandstone) rock, so high as to be at some places 
at twelve or fourteen feet distance from the ground ; 
and though we had in our company persons who 
were acquainted with the Arabic, Greek, Hebrew, 
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Syriac, Coptic, Latin, Armenian, Turkish, English, 


Iilyrican, German, and Bohemian languages, yet 
none of them had any knowledge of these charac- 
ters, Which have, nevertheless, been cut into the 
hard rock with the greatest industry, in a place 
where there is neither water, nor anything to be 
gotten to eat. It is probable, therefore, that these 
unknown characters contain some very secret mys- 
teries, and that they were engraved either by the 
Chaldeans, or some other persons long before the 
coming of Christ.” The letters appeared to us to 
be closely related to the Syriac, Cufic, and Hebrew, 
and, like those of the Shemitic languages, to read 
from right to left. The occurrence in connection 
with them of the cross in variuus forms, indicates 
that their origin should be attributed to the early 
Christian pilgrims who passed through this line of 
WaAdis to Mount Sinai and the other sacred locali- 
ties of the Peninsula. They are first mentioned by 
Cosmas Indicopleustes, about the year of Christ 
536, who supposes them to have been written by the 
Israelites on their journey through the wilderness ; 
and they have been noticed by many modern travel- 
lers. Specimens are given of them by Mr. Wortley 
Montagu in the Philosophical Transactions for 
1766. Messrs. Coutelle and Roziére, the French 
engineers, copied seventy-five of them; and Mr. 
Grey, who visited them in 1820, has published in 
the Transactions of the Royal Society of Litera- 
ture, a hundred and eighty-seven of them, of which 
nine are in Greek, nd one in Latin. They have 
exercised the ingenuity of the learned ; and Pro- 
fessor Beer of Leipsig has, after much labor, suc- 
ceeded in deciphering them. They are to be 
found, not only in Wádí Mukatteb, but in all the 
principal Wádís of the peninsula on the route to 
Mount Sinai. Specimens of them were observed 
by Burckhardt on the heights of Jebel Serbál ; and 
what is most remarkable, we found one or two of 
them on the rocks at Petra. As some of my 
readers may not have seen any of them, I insert 
copies of one or two of them, which we ourselves 
took, in the second volume of this work, and add 
the alphabet as made out by Beer, which, I believe, 
has not hitherto appeared in any Finglish publica- 
tion. Fac-similes, { think, should be taken of the 
whole of them, similar to those which we have 
procured of the inscriptions on the cave temples of 
India. A couple of gentlemen pitching their tents 
for a fortnight in the valley, would be able to carry 
off the whole of them in a correct form.’’—Vol. i., 
pp. 184—187. 


Our next move with our travellers shall be up 
the ascent which gave them their first view of 
Mount Sinai. 


“ The ascent is rugged and tortuous. Some- 
times we had to push our way through among 
large granite boulders and detached rocks, of an 
enormous size, threatening to roll upon us, and 
crush us to annihilation. At other times, we had 
to creep warily along narrow terraces without any 
shelving in front, afraid that we might take a leap 
downwards to the depth of destruction. We did 
not, however, find the ascent so difficult as some 
of the descriptions of it which we had read gave us 
reason to expect. Among the precipitous defiles in 
the western Gh&ts of India, we had frequently had 
greater exertion to make, and caution to observe, 
both in riding and walking. We noticed the in- 
scriptions in the Wádí Mukatteb and Greek char- 
acters observed by Niebuhr, Burckhardt, and others, 
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They occur at three or four places, and some of 
them are now well nigh obliterated. We got to 
the summit in less than two hours, climbing up 
almost the whole of the way on foot. We had still 
a narrower defile before us for a quarter of an hour, 
after we got to the highest point; but it began to 
expand as we advanced. A few palm trees and 
green bushes were tokens of the possibility, amidst 
the awfal desolation which the heights on all sides 
presented to our view. The first snow which I had 
seen for fifteen years, covered the peaks and filled 
the crevices of Jebel Salsal-Zeit in our front. 

‘¢ On a sudden, when we had deflected a little to 
the left hand, a broad quadrangular pluin, but of 
much greater length than breadth, lay before us. 
Tt is bounded at its furthest extremity by a moun- 
tain of surpassing height, grandeur, and terror: and 
this was the very ‘mount of God,’ where he stood 
when he descended in fire, and where rested the 
cloud of his glory, from which he ‘spoke all the 
words of the law.’ The plain itself was the Wadi 
er-R4hah, the ‘ Valley of Rest,’ where stood the 
whole congregation of the sons and daughters of 
Israel, when gathered together before the Lord. 
As of old, the everlasting mountains, by which it 
was bounded on every side, were the walls, and the 
expanse of heaven itself the canopy of this great 
temple. Entered within its court, so sacred in its 
associations, we felt for a time the curiosity of the 
traveller lost in the reverence and awe of the 
worshipper. Never before, perhaps, were we so 
strangely affected as in this wondrous locality. 
Our emotions were then incapable of analysis, as 
they are now of description. I trust they were 
more than excited by the contemplation of past 
realities and enduring solemnities—that they were 
directed Godward by the great Spirit of truth him- 
self.’—Vol. i., pp. 209—211. 


One of Dr. Wilson’s companions thus describes 
the summit of Sinai itself :— 


“« We all, of course, ascended Jebel Músá, or 
Sinai—to its very summit, which is disfigured by 
two small chapels, built by, I know not whom, nor 
have patience to find out. The puny works of 
inan are in miserable, pitiful contrast—especially in 
such a place—with the sublime works of nature. 
One of our party was knocked up—he, strange to 
say, fresh from England—in consequence of the 
rarefaction of the air. Dr. W. and I stood it well, 
it being—as far as rarefaction is concerned—nearer 
our Indian climate. We felt, as we ascended, a 
delightful exhilaration of spirits. The top was 
covered in many places with snow, which I had not 
seen for eleven years, nor Dr. Wilson for fifteen! 
We had a race up the hill to try who should first 
reach it—much to the amusement of our English 
friends—to whom it was by no means such a rarity. 
Strange that the first snow we should have seen for 
so long a period should have been on the summit 
of Sinai! ‘The view from the top—the very sum- 
mit remember—for I think you were under the 
impression that it was inaccessible—is very grand ; 
on all sides, utter, awful desolation. No one, I 
think, can doubt that Jebel Múså is the real Sinai 
—with the Bible in his hands everything appears 
to correspond, and be consistent in itself. I trav- 
ersed the whole range, for there are several peaks 
and ridges of the same kind of rock granite.’’— 
Vol i., p. 228—note. 


Dr. Wilson’s reficctions on the same spot will 
find their response in the heart of every Christian 
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placing himself, as he may do by imagination, in 
the same circumstances. 


“ When we stood on the pinnacle of Jebel Muis4, 
we all thought that we might be on, or near, the 
spot where Moses received the tables of the law: 
and that mm the hollow of the shoulder of the mount 
below us, where stands the chapel of Elijah, or in 
its neighborhood, Aaron, Nadab, and Abihu, and 
the seventy elders may have stood, when, after 
ascending a portion of the mountain, they saw the 
personal manifestation of the God of Israel, and 
worshipped afar off. The belief which we had 
with its wondrous associations, tended, I trust, te 
solemnize oar minds. On any part of the summits 
of Sinai, however, we could not, and would not, 
have divested ourselves of these associations. We 
sought to yield to their influence. ‘The wholc 
scene before us seemed in itself so terrific and sub- 
lime, that it appeared to us as if formed by Omnip- 
otence, and selected by Omniscience for the ex- 
press purpose of being the platform from which 
His holy, and righteous, and good Jaw, so immov- 
able in its foundations, exceeding broad in its req- 
uisitions, and terrible in its sanctions, could be 
most advantageously proclaimed to the children of 
men. ‘God,’ said Moses to the Israelites, ‘is come 
to prove you, that his fear may be before your 
faces, that ye sin not.’ The very locality itself 
inspires fear. For a considerable time, we gave 
ourselves, in the view of it, to meditation and prayer, 
and the perusal of the Divine Word. Some of us 
read the words of the law in the language in which 
it was delivered ; and never, perhaps, befure were 
we so struck with its reasonableness, authority. 
comprehensiveness, and holiness, as requiring the 
recognition, worship, and service of the only God, 
with the love of the whole heart, and the cultiva- 
tion of respect, mercy, purity, honesty, truth, and 
contentment, in all our desires and dealings con- 
nected with our fellow-men. Shall I add, that our 
own consciences condemned us, in the view of ite 
requisitions; and that, even while we prayed that 
they might be engraved on the fleshly tablets of our 
hearts, we turned our eyes from Sinai to Calvary, 
that we might have hope? On the sacrificial altar 
of God alone we could see the law vindicated and 
magnified, and mercy and grace revealed.’’—V ol. 
i., pp. 225—227. 

The travel of eleven days brought the author 
and his party through the Great Desert, by Mount 
Hor, to Petra, the ‘“‘city of the Rock.” We 
should have been pleased to have extracted Dr. 
Wilson's account of the ascent of that memor- 
able eminence, where the vencrable Aaron was 
‘* gathered to his people ;"° but we must pass to 
the valley of Petra and Mount Seir. Of this 
extraordinary valley many accounts have been 
recently published. The passage in which Dr. 
Wilson compares its excavations with similar 
works in India is instructive. 


‘ Referring in general to the excavations which 
we have now noticed I may be excused for hinting 
at a comparison of them with the works of a simi- 
lar character, which I have frequently visited in the 
West of India. As efforts of architectural skill, 
those of Petra undoubtedly excel those of the Hin- 
dus, which they also exceed in point of general 
extent, if we except the wonderful works at Verula 
or Ellora. In individual magnitude they far fall 
short of many of the cave temples, collegiate halls, 
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and monastic cells of the further east. Their in- 
terest, too, is wholly exterior ; while that of those 
of India, with the exception of the great Brah- 
manical temple of Kailas, and the porticoes of the 
Buddhist Vihárs of Sasht{ and Karlt, is principally 
in the multitudinous decorations and fixtures, and 
the gigantic mythological figures of the interior. 
The sculptures and excavations of Petra have been 
principally made by individuals, in their private 
capacity, for private purposes, and the compara- 
tively limited amount of workmanship about them 
has permitted this to be the case; while most of 
those of India, intended for public purposes, and 
requiring an enormous expenditure of labor and 
wealth, have mostly been begun and finished by 
sovereign princes and religious communities. At 
Petra, we have principally the beauty of art applied 
often legitimately to subdue the terrors of nature 
in perhaps the mest singular locality on the face 
of the globe, and the cunning of life stamping its 
own similitude on the mouth ef the grave, to conceal 
its loathsomeness ; but in India we have debasing 
superstition, eashrining itself in gloom and dark- 
ness, and mystery, in order to everawe its votanes, 
and to secure their reverence and prostration. ‘The 
moralist, on looking into the empty vaults and 
tombs ef Idumea, and seeing that the very names 
of ‘the kings and counsellors of the earth which 
constructed these desolate places for themselves’ 
are forgotten, exclaims, in the language which we 
have already quoted, ‘They are destroyed from 
morning to evening; they perish forever without 
any regarding it. Doth not their excellency in 
them go away! they die even wrhout wisdom.’ 
In entering into the dreary and decaying temples 
and shrines in India, he thinks of that day when 
“a man shall cast his idols of silver and his idols 
of gold, which they made each one for himself to 
worship, to the moles and to the bats; to go into 
the clefts of the rocks, and into the tops of the 
ragged rocks, for fear ef the Lord and for the glory 
of his majesty, when he artseth to shake terrihly 
the earth.’ ’’—Vol. i., pp. 324—326. 


Of the exact accordance between the present 
state of Petra and the surrounding country, and 
the predictions of the Hebrew prophets concerning 
them, much has been written. Nor can any in- 
penuous student of the subject fail to see, that 
the once strangely improbable things foretold of 
the land of Edom have, to a large extent, come 
literally to pass. The crowded place has become 
a wilderness, and the busy city as a deserted 
sepulchre. It is with the following song upon his 
lips that our author emerges from the barrenness 
and ruin of the desert amidst the verdure and 
beauty of the south of Judea. 


‘© The thick mists and heavy dews of this morn- 
ing were decided indications to us that we had 
escaped from the dreadful drought of the desert, 
and entered on the fertile elevated plains of the 
south of Judah. The light soil around us, though 
presenting nothing like the earpet of emerald green, 
which we see in more northern climes, was both 
delightful and refreshing to the eye. The grass, 
which was shooting out in separate stalks, not 
unlike rye, though comparatively sparse, was inter- 
mingled with wild oats and innumerable beautiful 
aromatic flowers and shrubs, many of which were 
in their fullest blow. The wild daisy and talip, 
and a species of clover, though not the most striking 


in themselves, recalled to ovr remembrance the 
pastoral fields, so long removed from our view, but 
which we had so often trodden in mirthful glee 
“when life’s hosom was young.’ We felt exhilar- 
ated to a degree which no one can imagine, who has 
net been in circumstances similar to our own. The 
scene to us, after a pilgrimage of forty days in the 
great and terrible wilderness, the ‘shadow of 
death,’ was truly as life from the dead. We felt 
as if the larks, which were offering their orisons to 
the God of nature, were sympathizing with our 
feelings. And then the scriptural associations of 
this charming locality! Abraham, and Isaac, and 
Jacob—the plain men dwelling in tents, but the 
great patriarchs of the people wonderful from the 
beginning—and David, the sweet singer of Israel, 
passed before us, with their flocks and herds, in 
all their pastoral simplicity, and with all their be- 
nignant piety. Most interesting was it to us to 
feast our eyes on the very works of God, which, 
under the guidance of his Spirit, nursed their pure 
and elevated devotion. That lenguage, which was 
the fruit of their own inspiration, we found alone 
adequate to the expression of our praise. Such 
lyrics as the hundred and fourth psalm were preg- 
nant with new meaning, and had to us a beauty 
and freshness such as we had never before per- 
ceived or enjoyed.’’—Vol. i., pp. 344, 345. 


In a subsequent page, Dr. Wilson gives us 
some intimation of the fecling with which the 
recent political changes in Syria are regarded by 
the Arabs, and by the natives of that country. 


& In the neighborhood of these ruins we found 
many scattered bones, and nearly complete human 
skeletons, the mortal remains of some of Ibrahim 
Pasha’s troops, which were dreadfully harassed by 
the Arahs on their retirement from Syria by the 
route extending from the Ghor, south of the Dead 
Sea, to Gaza, in the beginning of 1641. It was 
Ibrahim’s boast, that during his government of 
Syria, for Muhammad ’Ah, he was making pro- 
gress in the subjection of the sons of the desert. 
‘I am the only man,’ he said to Colonel Rose, 
the English consul general, ‘ to manage the Arabs 
and Bedouins, who never had any master before 
me. I could and did cut off their heads, which the 
Turks never will do.’ The wild men of the wil- 
derness found their day of vengeance, as they told 
us, gnashing their teeth at the mention of Ibrahim’s 
name, and pointing with exultation to the fractured 
skulls on their path, as the proofs of their prowess 
and suceessful hate. Wherever we travelled in 
Syria, we found similar feelings expressed by the 
Arabs, in reference to their deliverance from the 
Egyptian government. The reason is obvious. 
{t was gradually bringing them under restraint, to 
the security and peace of the whole country, though 
with a harshness and cruelty, perhaps, which we 
have no occasion to justify. The Christians, on 
the other hand, without exception, deeply lamented 
to us the reéstablishment of the Turkish govern- 
ment, and declared that they were grossly deceived 
by the four allied powers which lent their assistance 
to the Sultán; and who, instead of settling the 
country as they had professed to do, had given it 
up asa prey to the destroyer.’’—Vol. i., pp. 345, 
346. 


Such is too common history of our most plaus- 
ible diplomacy—teginning with large promise, but 
ending without any real effort to bestow substantial 
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security and improvement. To keep the great 
powers in wholesome check of each other seems 
to be the end of this business, with little indication 
of solicitude as to the improved condition of the 
people. So the dividers of tho spoil are kept 
within their due limits—the spoliation itself is left 
to go on as it may. When Englishmen experi- 
ence the partial or tota} denial of liberty of worship, 
and of nearly all other liberty, in foreign countries, 
as they often do, it is something chafing to the 
spirit to remember, that all this happens, notwith- 
standing the unshackled freedom which is ceded to 
every stranger under heaven the moment he touches 
the British soil. 

Our travellers crossed the Red Sea on the Mth 
of February—on the 18th of March they made their 
appearance before the walls of Hebron. But it 
was about nine o'clock in the evening, says Dr. 
Wilson— 


« When we arrived in Hebron, that ancient city 
which was ‘ built seven years before Zoan in Egypt,’ 
and which is so hallowed in the history of the great 
patriarchs. We entered it on foot by a low gate ; 
and groping our way through its dark streets, we 
went direct to the Jews’ quarter, where our friend 
Mordecai had for weeks been awaiting our arrival. 
We knocked at the door, by which is the entrance 
to this division of the town ; and as soon as it was 
announced that the ‘ travellers from Hind’ had ar- 
rived, there was a general turn-out of its inmates, 
to bid us welcome to the place which became the 
first possession of Abraham in the land of promise. 
Everything, they told us, was in readiness for our 
reception, at the house of one of the Rabbis. Be- 
fore we passed its threshold we were embraced by 
all its members, of all ages and both sexes; and so 
many persons offered us their services that we really 
knew not how to avail ourselves of their kindness. 
We were conducted to a vaulted room, raised from 
the general passage, having diwans in the Turkish 
atyle at its extremity, and covered with carpets. 
We were told that it was the best in the house ; 
and that it was set apart for our use while we might 
remain in the place. Several latnps with olive ail, 
the product of the Vale of Mamre, and a fire of 
charcoal, were immediately kindled. Our Juggage, 
carried from the gates by some of the willing youth 
who came to our assistance, was quickly at our 
command. The damsels brought us water for our 
ablutions, offering, at the same time, to wash our 
feet, in discharge of the primitive rites of hospitality. 
We were speedily arrayed in dry clothes ; a dainty 
repast was set before us, and everything which we 
could desire was at our command. Atter escaping 
the exposure and toils of the desert, and the rough 
travel of the night, we found ourselves, amidst all 
these comforts, in some measure grateful, I trust, 
to our Heavenly Father and Guardian, from whose 
grace they flowed. In our social worship, we re- 
turned thanks for all the protection extended to us, 
during perhaps the most penlous part of our jour- 
ney, and for the mercy and goodness which He was 
making to continue with and abound towards us.’’ 
—Vol.1., pp. 357, 358. 


The town of Hebron is situated in the valley of 
Machpelah, and no doubt covers the cave in which 
the remains of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, wore 
interred, with their wives, and the bones of Joseph : 
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though the sepulchres at present shown there are 
probably in great part, if not altogether, apocryphal. 
The Jewish families resident in Hebron number 
less than 300 persons. They are mostly poor. 
With one or two exceptions, they consider it as 
“ unbecoming the object which they have in view 
in settling in the country—that of weeping and 
mouming over its desolations, near the tombs of 
the patriarchs to whom it was given in everlasting 
covenant——and unbecoming its intrmsic sacredness, 
to engage in secular employment, and they are 
consequently supported almost entirely by foreign 
contributions, sent to them from forcim countnes.”’ 
(Vol. i., p. 372.) It is easy to infer from this 
fact what the condition of these people must be, 
both in respect to mental cultivation and circum- 
stances. The most available account for us of 
Hebron and its neighborhood, as given by Dr. 
Wilson, is contained in the passage following :— 


“c Our walks to-day extended to the highest hill 
in the neighborhood of Hebron, which lies to the 
south-east of the town. We did this in deference 
to a notice of the view from thence, in the work of 
Messrs. Bonar and M'Cheyne, which breathes a 
spint more congenial with that of the traveller seek- 
ing Christian enjoyment in the Holy Land, than any 
other which has been yet published. The ascent, 
which leads through several cultivated fields and 
vineyards, is rather steep, as you pass upwards 
from terrace to terrace. The barley we found had 
only lately cut the sod, and the vines, which were 
mostly lying prone on the ground, were beginnmg 
to bud. *We passed some patches of olive trees, 
and on the top of the hill we found a considerable 
quantity of bushes of the prickly oak. The view 
of the town below, embosomed in the hills, was 
very distinct. It is divided into four quarters, the 
Hart el-Kadim, or Ancient Quarter, around the 
cave of Machpelah ; the Hart el-Kazaz, Quarter of 
the silk merchant, lying below it to the south, in- 
habited by the Jews ; the Hart esh-Sheikh, or Quar- 
ter of the Sheikh, the largest division, which is first 
entered trom Jerusalem; and the Hart el-Harbah, 
or Dense Quarter, now of small dimensions, tying 
contiguous to the last-mentioned, to the north. The 
houses have a respectable appearance, and in their 
flat roofs and swelling domes, they present a truly 
oriental aspect. The view from the east is very 
extensive, and the hills of Moab, and part of Idu- 
mea, sloping down towards the Dead Sea, and the 
Wadi Arabah, are visible. As suggested by the 
travellers to whom [I have last referred, it is proba- 
bly that very view which Abraham would have, 
when he looked toward Sodom on the morning of 
its awful destruction by the hand of God. The 
Jews pointed out to us the direction of Carmen and 
Maon of Judah; but they have not such distinet 
views of the geography of these parts as can be got 
from Robinson and Smith's map. These observant 
travellers, from Main, which lies about seven or 
eight miles to the S. S. E. of Judah, could enu- 
merate no fewer than nine places in sight, still bear- 
ing ice their ancient names—Muain, the Ma- 
on of Nabal; Semua, which I have already noticed 
as probably corresponding with the ancient Esutr- 
MOH; ’Attir, with Jattir; ’Anab, with Anas; 
Shaweikah, the diminutive farm of Shaukah, with 
the SHocon of the mountains of Judah; Yara, 
with Jatrau; and Karmal, with Carmen. The 
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incidental geographical notices of the Bible accord 
most minutely with the localities of this country. 
‘From the days of Jerome until the present cen- 
tury, not one of these names, except Carmel, occurs 
in history, or has been known as still in existence ;’ 
et still they remain with the names which they 
baie in the days of Joshua. Though this, in the 
judgment of many, is a plain matter of fact, it is 
extremely interesting.” —Vol. i., pp. 378—380. 


We must allow Dr. Wilson to describe his 
approach to Bethlehem, and the village, and the 
gurrounding country, as seen from the roof the 
Greek convent found within its walls. 


“ From el-Burak we hastened to Bethlehem by 
the upper road, going to the N. E., and not by that 
which leads along the aqueduct from the upper 
pools; which we traced, however, for a few min- 
utes. The distance may be about two miles and a 
half. We were deeply affected and interested, 
when, after passing over a rough and rugged plot, 
little corresponding with our western ideas of Beth- 
lehem’s plains, we came in sight of the Town of 
David, and of David’s Lord. ‘Great is the mys- 
tery of godliness, God was manifest in the flesh, 
seen of angels,’ at this very place—was the en- 
grossing theme of our conversation, or rather the 
overpowering theme of our meditation, as we drew 
near to the village. It stands upon an eminence, 
surrounded by small valleys or depressions, devoted 
to the culture of the olive and vine ; and has a mas- 
sive and imposing appearance at a little distance. 
When we entered it, we found its principal street 
filled with a most healthy-looking population of old 
and young persons, many of whom gave us a cor- 
dial welcome as we passed along. ‘The ecclesias- 
tical buildings crown its eastern slopes, a small 
ana intervening between them and the village. 

e went to the Franciscan convent, to seek accom- 
modation. The superior of the monks said he was 
afraid to admit us, as quarantine had been lately 
reestablished at Jerusalem. ‘ We have performed 
quarantine,’ we said to him in Latin, ‘ for we have 
been exactly forty days in the great wilderness.’ 
He smiled, and opened the low gate, by which we 
made our entrance. Comfortable apartments were 
provided for us, and we felt thankful for all the 
mercies of the day.’’—Vol. i., pp. 389, 390. 

“The Greek convent forms the south-eastern 
part of the buildings. We much enjoyed the view 
of the country from its roof, and we spent a con- 
siderable time in surveying the interesting panora- 
ma. The general character of the district of Beth- 
lehem is well hit off by Quaresmius. ‘ Regio 
Bethlehemitica abundat campis, vineis, collibus, 
vallibus, olivetis, ficubus; vinoque praesertim, et 
frumento stabilita est.’ The territories of the tribe 
of Judah, through most of which we have now past, 
taking them as a whole, are more fitted for pasture 
and the culture of the tree, than raising grain ; and 
this is in entire accordance with the delineation of 
them by the dying Jacob, who, with the eye of a 
seer, saw Judah binding his foal unto the vine, and 
his ass’ colt unto the choice vine ; washing his gar- 
ments in wine, and his clothes in the blood of 
grapes, and with his eyes red with wine, and his 
teeth white with milk. The village of Bethlehem, 
as I have already mentioned, stands upon a height, 
from which there is a pretty steep slope on both the 
north and southern sides, particularly the former, 
to two WAdis or gorges which form its boundaries. 


On the flanks of these Wadis are the principal gar- 


dens, vineyards, and plantations of olives and figs. 
They unite a little to the east of the town, and form 
what is called the Wadi et-Tad4marah, from the 
village of Beit Taamr in the neighborhood. The 
village of Bethlehem itself slopes a little to the east. 
The nearly level plain of no great length, in which 
the monks say the annunciation of the birth of 
Chnist took place, lies to the east of the town. It 
is beyond the rocky shelvings on which Bethlehem 
stands, and when we saw it, it was sown, like sev- 
eral fields in the neighborhood, with barley. A 
nunnery, said to have been built by St. Paula, for- 
merly stood on it, but it is now destroyed. It was, 
doubtless, in some field in this neighborhood, that 
Ruth followed the reapers of her uncle Boaz. The 
neighboring village of Beit Sahur is said to be that 
in which the shepherds lived. It is now inhabited 
principally, or solely, by Christians. The view in 
this direction eastward is very extensive. Jt com- 
prehends the mountains of Ammon and Moab, be- 
yond the Dead Sea and the Jordan. The monks 
pointed out to us, as they said, the position of Ke- 
rak, or Kir-Moas, which, they told us, is now, as 
it has long been, the seat of the see of Petra, lying 
nearly directly south-east. The ridge east of the 
Dead Sea appeared to have much the same general 
altitude, though one or two higher elevations were 
here and there discernible. Of the deep basin of 
the Dead Sea we had a good view; and we even 
thought that we saw the surface of the waters, till, 
on using our telescope, we found that we had been 
laboring under an ocular illusion, arising from their 
exhalations, and the consequent haziness of the at- 
mosphere. The country intervening between Beth- 
lehem and the Dead Sea is nearly entirely desert, 
and its cretaceous strata and debris had much the 
appearance of what we had witnessed in the great 
wilderness. Jebel el-Fareidis, orthe Frank Moun- 
tain, which we had before noticed on the way from 
Hebron, lying to the south-east of us, according to 
the compass, at the distance of an hour and a quar- 
ter, was a conspicuous height. It is much in the 
form of a truncated cone; and rises about three or 
four hundred feet from its base.”’—Vol. i., pp. 394, 
395. 


We shall not detain our readers with any ac- 
count of the Greek or Latin convents at Bethle- 
hem, nor of the church, or the alleged cave of 
the nativity. Suffice it to say, that some portions 
of this church, and of its decorated cave, may be 
traced as far back as the time of Helena, the 
mother of Constantine—but that they point to the 
exact spot of the nativity, no intelligent man sup- 
poses. Of course the superstitions connected with 
this place are abundant. In this respect the 
Greeks and Latins have here vied with each other 
in their powers of invention, for under this roof 
they hold a divided sway, their ministers officiat- 
ing alternately at the same altars. 

The walk from Bethlehem to Jerusalem may 
be accomplished easily in two hours. Less than 
half-a-mile distant from the present village is the 
cistern which bears the name of the ‘‘ Well of 
David’’—the well intended when David exclaimed, 
in the hearing of his men of war at Adullum, 
‘*Oh that one would give me drink of the water 
of the well of Bethlehem, that is at the gate!” 
The Philistines were then in possession of Bethle- 
hem, but the loyalty and courage of the followers 
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of the Hebrew king sufficed to gratify his wishes 
in that particular. We see no reason to doubt 
the identity of the modern cistern with the ancient 
well. l 

At a short distance from the well of David is 
the supposed tomb of Rachel. The sacred his- 
tory says—‘‘ They journeyed from Bethel, and 
there was but a little way to come to Ephrath— 
and Rachel died and was buried in the way to 
Ephrath, which is Bethlehem.” (Gen. xxxv. 16 
—20.) The “ pillar’? of Rachel was known in 
the time of Moses—(Ibid. 20)—and mention is 
made of it by Jerome, and the Bordeaux Pilgrim, in 
the fourth century, and by subsequent authorities. 
Mohammedans and Christians agree in their sup- 
posed identification of the spot, nor do we see any 
reason to question their opinion in the matter. It 
is a small building, covered by a dome—a mound, 
in the grave form, within, marks the space whcre 
the ashes of Rachel—of ‘‘ our mother Rachel,” as 
the Jews call her—are supposed to rest. From 
the tomb of Rachel to the convent of Elias there 
is a gentle ascent, the summit of which gives the 
traveller along this road his first view of Jeru- 
salem. 


‘¢ As we were advancing to its summit, we began 
to call to remembrance some of the beautiful allu- 
sions of Holy Writ to the ‘city of the great King,’ 
the type of the spouse of Christ, ‘the joy of the 
whole earth,’ and which for many ages was ‘full 
of stirs, a tumultuous city, a joyous city,’ and which 
in its glorious towers and palaces and bulwarks, 
was unto God himself ‘ Gilead and the head of Leb- 
anon.’ In a moment JervsaLeM was before our 
view! We stood still in solemn silence, and again 
went forward, and stood still and gazed. Our feel- 
ings were so overpowering, that we could neither 
understand them nor give them expression. ‘I am 
strangely disappointed,’ at last said my companion ; 
‘ yet there is something in the scene strangely affect- 
ing.’ In the language of Seripture—partly applied 
by accommodation, and partly used, as by the in- 
spired writers, as descriptive of the present desola- 
tions of the wondrous city, the only suitable response 
could be given—‘ How doth the city sit solitary that 
was full of people! how is she become as a widow !’ 
‘From the daughter of Zion all her beauty is de- 
parted.’ * All that pass by clap their hands at thee ; 
they hiss and wag their head at the daughter of Je- 
rusalem, saying, Is this the city that men call the 
perfection of beauty, the joy of the whole earth?’ 
‘Many nations shall, pass by this city, and they 
shall say every man to his neighbor, Wherefore 
hath the Lord done thus unto this great city? Then 
they shall answer, Because they have forsaken the 
covenant of the Lord their God.’ ‘O Jerusalem, 
Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets, and ston- 
est them which are sent unto thee, how often would 
I have gathered thy children together, even as a 
hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and 
ye would not! Behold, your house is left unto you 
desolate.” ‘ Yes,’ replied my friend, * Jerusalem 
was the most highly favored, and the most guilty ; 
and it is now the most signally punished city on the 
face of the globe.’ Ages have passed away since 
its glorious temple and palaces, and towers and res- 
idences, were overthrown; and it is not now that 
we have to expect to find in it anything approach- 
ing to its former magnificence. The beauty of its 
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situation is all that we can hope to discern; and 
that beauty of situation—in the eminence and slopes 
of the platform on which it stands, and in its natu- 
ral defences on two of its sides—still remains.’”’— 
Vol i., pp. 402, 403. 

‘Ags we advanced, our view of Mount Zion 
greatly improved ; and its steep slopes to the south 
reminded us of its impregnableness in the days of 
old. <A good part of it was literally ‘ ploughed as 
a field.’ The valley of Hinnom, associated so much 
with darkness, impurity, and blood, appeared like 
a deep and yawning gorge, with the facings of its 
nearly bare rocks on each side much cut and broken. 
It is now called Wadi Jehennam, or the Valley 
of Hell. In connection with this name, we thought 
of the passage of Jeremiah, ‘ Behold, the days come, 
saith the Lord, that it shall no more be called To- 

het, nor the valley of the son of Hinnom, but the 

"alley of Slaughter,’ though it is not strictly appli- 
cable to its present designation. We passed along 
the western side of this ravine, keeping the great 
aqueduct from Solomon’s pools, the Birket es-Sul- 
tan, or the Lower pool of Gihon, to the right, till 
we crossed the valley opposite the citadel, having 
the ‘ Tower of David,’ or Hippicus, as one of its 
most prominent objects. When about to enter the 
Báb el-Khalil, or the gate of Hebron, known also 
by the name of the Yata or Joppa Gate, we were 
taken by the Turkish soldiers on guard to the tents 
of the officers superintending the quarantine estab- 
lishment. When we had told them of our long 
Journey through the desert, and when I had pre- 
sented to them a special letter of introduction which 
the governor in council of Bombay had kindly given 
to me instead of a passport, they informed us that 
the quarantine regulations would to a great extent 
be dispensed with in our case. We were to be al- 
lowed to enter the city, under the care of a guidiana, 
who should attend us for a couple of days, and give 
us at the same time liberty to move about as we 
pleased, without our touching any of the people in 
the streets—a condition which, owing to the com- 
mencement of the influx of pilgrims, we could not 
observe, and on which our attendant did not insist. 

‘ We entered the gate, and our feet stood within 
Jerusalem! Never did we pass through a town 
with such interest a3 on this occasion.’”’—Vol. i., 
pp. 403, 404. 


‘Dr. Wilson’s description of the modern city is 
so mixed up with antiquarian discussion, as not to 
admit of extract or abridgment; nor can we at 
present command space in which to give any ac- 
count of his travels through those ‘* Lands of the 
Bible” which lie northward of Jerusalem. We 
should have been glad, also, to have made our 
readers acquainted with the substance of the mat- 
ter presented at the close of the second volume, 
under the head of ‘‘ General Researches’’—relat- 
ing to the condition of the Christians, Jews, Sa- 
maritans, and Mussulmans, over Syria. To this 
last portion of Dr. Wilson's work, we may find 
occasion to return, but in the meanwhile, beg to 
commend his publication to the attention of our 
readers, as one of great general interest, and as 
a valuable contribution to the stores of our biblical 
literature. There is a carelessness, and an occa- 
sional faultiness in the style, which we felt dis- 
posed at first to notice, but the substantial worth 
of these volumes has disarmed us of our purpose 
in that respect. 


AUNT LAURA’S ROOM. 


From Fraser’s Magazine. 
AUNT LAURA’S ROOM. 


A Few years ago I accepted an invitation to visit 
a young friend with whom I had become intimate at 
school, and who lived in a part of the country sev- 
. eral hundred miles from where I resided. ‘There 
was going to be a grand musical festival in the 
cathedral town near which her family resided, and 
they were anxious that I should arrive in time to be 
thoroughly rested before it took place; circum- 
stances, however, prevented my reaching them till 
the very evening befure the commencement of the 
festival; and though I was greeted with the warm- 
est welcome, yet I was a good deal angee to find 
that my letter had not been received. They had 
naturally concluded that there was no probability of 
my making my appearance among them; and from 
the numerous party assembled, and the whisperings 
that I perceived going on between my friend Lucy 
Mannersand her mother, I inferred that my accom- 
modation for the night was not likely to be effected 
without inconvenience. I expressed my regret, but 
Mrs. Manners assured me that I should have her 
daughter's room, where I should be very comforta- 
ble; and Lucy said she and Anne would have no 
objection in the world to sleep in Aunt Laura’s 
room. 

“ But why not put me there?” I inquired, ‘‘ and 
leave you in possession of your own room! Is it 
haunted ?’”’ I added, seeing a look that I could not 
very well interpret, exchanged between them. 

“ Oh dear, no!”’ was the reply; ‘‘ but it is such 
avery gloomy place, we are not in the habit of 
putting strangers there.” 

«If that is all,” I said, “I am so tired that it 
will make very little difference where 1 am shut up 
for the night, as I shal] soon be in a sound sleep ; 
and I suppose I may have acandle in the morning, 
if it is too dark to see to dress there without one?”’ 

Lucy volunteered to be my companion during the 
night, as she said she thought I might feel rather 
nervous alone ; and when the party separated, about 
an hour after my arrival, we took our course up and 
down several flights of stairs and through some 
gloomy passages, till we entered the dvor of a large 
apartment, and my first exclamation was, ‘‘ What 
a very strange room !”’ 

The fluor was covered with black cloth, and the 
walls were hung with the same material ; the win- 
dow-curtains were of black velvet, and the drapery 
of the bed was of a similar description; while its 
canopy was surmounted with bunches of sable 
plumes, which nodded in the night breeze as we 
entcred, for the window had been left open to make 
the fire burn up more quickly. 

The counterpane was of black velvet, with a 
broad white border exactly resembling a pall, and 
the rest of the furniture was of the most sable hue. 

“« Poor Aunt Laura spent several years in this 
room,” said Lucy; ‘‘ and if you are not too tired, 
I will tell you why whilst we are curling our 
hair.” 

So after we had seated ourselves by the blazing 
fire, I began by saying ‘‘I should hace thought 
that melancholy-looking gentleman had been the 
occupant of this room ;° and I pointed to a small 
picture over the fire-place of a very handsome, but 
extremely wretched-looking, young man, who was 
leaning his back against a tree and gazing upon a 
river flowing before him, with what I thought a 
misanthropical and bitter look. 

Lucy said that picture was not placed there in 
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her aunt’s days ; and I then asked if her aunt were 
an old lady when immured here. 

+ Just three-and-twenty,’? was the reply, ‘ when 
she closed that door upon the world forever; and 
very handsome. Mamma one day met with an 
engraving, which she said reminded her so much 
of what Aunt Laura was on the day of mamma’s 
marriage. She showed it to her, and told her so. 
I dare say you may have seen it; itis called ‘ the 
Bridesmaid,’ and a lovely thing it is. 

“« Aunt Laura said that day had been a very 
wretched one to her. But i must first tell you 
what an odd will grandpapa made. He was so 
afraid lest any one should marry his daughters for 
money, that he left this house and estate to them 
jointly so long as they were single; but they were 
to give up all their share of it whenever they mar- 
ried, and were to have no right to any of the prop- 
erty till they became widows, when it was again to 
be their home if they chose it. 

“« Now Aunt Laura was to be married a fortnight 
after mamma, and it was very natural she should be 
sad at the idea of this place being let to strangers 
for nobody knew how many years, and that neither 
she nor her sisters could occupy it again till many 
sorrowful scenes had been passed through; but she 
was always very superstitious, and when at school 
she and a companion had one evening stolen out to 
have their fortunes told by a gipsey. Her compan- 
ion’s doom was destined to be an early death. She 
had long forgotten the prediction, but that morning 
the account of her friend's death had reached her, 
and she could not banish from her mind the words 
which the gipsey had addressed to herself, that 
‘between her being a bridesmaid and a bride the 
interval would be very short, but between the bride 
and the widow shorter sull.’ 

“ She tried to fancy the spell was broken, by her 
having officiated once as bridesmaid, when a little 
girl in India, before the prediction was uttered ; but 
it was of no use, and she became unhappy. She 
was distressed, too, when she recollected how little 
she knew of Mr. Ashbourne, whom she should so 
soon promise to ‘love, honor, and obey ;’ and she 
felt alarmed lest the cloud she so often saw on his 
brow should become settled there, and that she 
might not always be able to make him cheerful as 
she could at present. 

« Neither mamma, nor my other aunts, nor their 
husbands, particularly liked Mr. Ashbourne, though 
there was nothing that could positively be said 
against him; but there was a moodiness and ab- 
straction that never left him, except in Aunt Lau- 
ra’s presence. To others he always appeared as in 
that picture you were looking at just now. 

‘The marriage took place, but about a week 
after Mr. Ashbourne was taken ill at Harrowgate, 
where they had just arrived; and in less than an- 
other week Aunt Laura was a widow, and again 
the sole inhabitant of this house. Of course, her 
sisters came to see her, but she did not wish them 
to remain; and she very soon had this room and 
dressing-room fitted up as you now see, and never 
again left them. 

‘ Mamma could not help fearing her mind was 
affected from her conduct in this respect, a8 well as 
from the strange account she gave of Mr. Ash- 
bourne’s becoming ill; nor was it for some years 
that this was explained satisfactorily. She said 
that, before their marriage, Mr. Ashbourne had told 
her he thought no man could ever forgive his wife 
if he found she had any secrets which she did not 
impart to him; and so fearful was she of incurring 
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his displeasure, that she had told him a great num- 
ber of details respecting the family affairs of her 
brothers-in-law, lest he should think she had wil- 
fully kept him in the dark—so many, indeed, that 
she often had an uneasy feeling lest some unpleas- 
ant consequences should arise from her communica- 
tiveness. 

‘* They had arrived in the evening at Harrow- 
gate, and were quictly taking tea, and arranging 
their future tour, when the waiter entered and 
asked Mr. Ashbourne if his name were Gifford, as 
a gentleman was inquiring for some one of that 
name. <A negative answer was, of course, given, 
and the door closed, when Aunt Laura remarked— 

‘¢¢ Gifford is very like Clifford.’ 

‘* Mr. Ashbourne’s eyes actually flashed fire as 
he answered— 

‘< What makes you think of Clifford Y 

s“: Only,’ she said, ‘as it once happened to be 
my name it reminded me of it.’ 

« He rose and walked about the room in violent 
agitation. 

«< When was this, Laura?’ he said. 
—tell me! 
madam !’ 

“ She tried to calm him, saying, that as she was 
only two years old when her father changed his 
name to Fitzgerald, it really was a circumstance 
which rarely crossed her mind. 

“ But he was not to be pacified. After all the 
pains he had been at to prevent any disclosures 
taking place after their marriage, to have the most 
hateful name in existence represented to him as 
once borne by her! She became terrified at his 
increasing violence. 

‘< And your little brother—was he, too, a Clif- 
ford ?’ 

“ She had to pause, for she said it had never oc- 
curred to her to think what his second name was; 
but it must have been Clifford, for she was only a 
baby when he died at school in England. 

“ She described her husband as working himself 
up to perfect madness, and she was little short of it 
from grief at having so offended him, and never 
doubting that she had, indeed, been very wrong in 
never having told him. Before morning he was in 
a high fever. Medical assistance was called in, but 
in vain; it settled on the brain, and a few days ter- 
minated his wretched life. 

‘* Aunt Laura never ceased to reproach herseff 
as his murderer, and shut herself up here in hope- 
less dejection. After she had been in this wretch- 
ed, voluntary captivity for six years, mamma hed 
to come here, as we lost our dear father ; and Aunt 
Laura gradually became interested in us little 
things, and her health and spirits improved as she 
brooded less intently over the melancholy past. 

“« When I was old enough to learn to write, she 
took great pains in teaching me, and one day she 
asked mamma if there were any desk about the 
house that I could be allowed to use. There was 
a desk of Mr. Ashbourne’s, which mamma thought 
was Aunt Laura's, and she brought it to her; it 
proved to be full of writings of one kind or other, 
and amongst them a manuscript, entitled, ‘ Sketch 
of my Miserable Life.’ 

‘t It began with describing the indulgence of his 
mother during his early childhood, his impetuosity 
of temper, and her encouragement to his acting 
always from the impulse of the moment, and never 
suffering him to be thwarted. He entered school a 
perfect tyrant; the timid feared him, and the des- 


‘ Speak ! 
No more reserve, if you please, 
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pera.e spirits rallied round him as a leader in every- 
thing daring and forbidden. 

‘¢ He was about thirteen when the event occurred 
which gave a color to the whole of his future life. 

‘¢ A river skirted one side of a large field, where 
they were often allowed to play; they were pro- 
hibited on any account whatever to bathe, except 
when a teacher was with them. And one wmter’s 
afternoon, when the boys were left to themselves, 
a timid little fellow, who had just come to schoo), 
was heard to say, that he wondered any one shouid 
think of forbidding it, as he should suppose no boy 
durst venture in for fear of getting out of his depth. 

« This was enough for Ashbourne. Fear, he 
declared, was a word unknown at Harford School ; 
go into the water the little fellow should, therefore 
he might as wel] do it with a good grace. 

‘¢ In vain the child protested his utter inability to 
swim, his dread of the cold, for he was stil} shiver- 
ing from the change which he had recently experi- 
enced to our climate from a hot one. All took 
Ashbourne’s part against the stranger; they led 
him to an overhanging bank, told him he might 
have ten minutes to deliberate whether he would do 
it like a man or a criminal. His tears and entrea- 
ties but steeled their hearts the more against the 
cowardly spirit he evinced. Meanwhile the elder 
boys, all eager to show their bravery, were con- 
tending who should give the push, which they fore- 
saw would be necessary to make him leave the bank. 

“ They drew lots to decide this point, it fell upon 
Ashbourne ; the ten minutes expired ; there was a 
plunge and a stifled shriek! The boys crowded to 
the bank, but nothing was to be seen. 

‘* Ashbourne now first experienced the reality of 
such a thing as fear: he plunged into the water, 
but in vain; an hour passed, and still no trace of 
their little companion ; in a few minutes they would 
be summoned to return to the house, and how were 
they to account for his absence? 

“They joined hands and took a solemn oath 
never to betray Ashbourne, but to say they last 
saw Clifford (for you must already have guessed 
their unhappy victim to have been my httle uncle) 
on the bank, whence he had either fallen or thrown 
himself into the water. 

‘¢ Ashbourne then again plunged into the water ; 
the alarm was given, and every assistance pro- 
cured as soon as possible. Ashbourne’s exertions 
were prodigious; and after the search was aban- 
doned he received from his master and teachers the 
most distinguished eulogiums upon his noble con- 
duct, in risking his own life for that of a fellow- 
creature almost a stranger to him, while pity for the 
sufferer seemed almost lost in the censures heaped 
upon him for his stupidity, carelessness, or disobe- 
dience, for they were at a loss to which to attribute 
his going into the water. 

“ Most of the neighboring gentry invited Ash- 
bourne to their houses, and loaded him with every 
expression of esteem, and many of them with more 
substantial gifts; and his evident reluctance to 
speak of the occurrence was attributed to an amia- 
ble modesty, which shrinks from hearing its own 
praises. 

« An account of his heroism was also sent to 
grandpapa, with the tidings of the very wilful way 
by which his son met with his death; for, of 
course, to the world, it was necessary to make it 
appear that the boys were so well watched that no 
gc could happen to them except by their own 
choice. 


AUNT LAURA’S ROOM. 555 


‘‘ Grandpapa sent him a valuable ring as a token | said Lucy, ‘to find she had actually been the wife 
of gratitude, which, with other trinkets, was in the| of her brother’s murderer! She lingered but a 
desk. very short time; and my last recollection of her is 

‘Years, that seemed as if made of leaden| the look of intense agony with which she was read- 
moments, said the manuscript, had dragged them-| ing the shocking account. She was never well 
selves at last to a close, yet on looking back it| enough afterwards to allow any of us to be in the 
seemed as if it were but the hour before that the| room with her ; and mamma never likes to speak 
trembling child had said—‘ You will be afraid to} of her last days.” 
think of this on your deathbed !’ Lucy and IJ sat up very late talking over the mel- 

“ Life had had for him not one moment of enjoy-| ancholy events connected with ‘* Aunt Laura’s 
ment; the voice of conscience had never been fora| Room.” Nor did we say ‘‘ Good night” until we 
moment hushed—sleeping or waking he saw the! had come to the decision that, although Mr. Ash- 
image of his drowned school-fellow ; and by every | bourne had certainly very sufficient reasons for wish- 
stranger he met he expected to hear his guilt pro-| ing to know every particular of family history with 
claimed. which his wife could be connected, yet that we 

* No one, so far as it can be ascertained, ever| wondered she had not benefitted by his example, 
broke his oath, and whether any of them have been | and inquired whether there were any reasons on 
haunted by the same terrors, as fecling that they | his part, which, if disclosed at a subsequent period, 
were partakers in the crime, we, perhaps, shall| might forever destroy that happiness to which she 


never know in this world.” so confidently looked forward. 
“ And your aunt,” I inquired ; ** what effect had| We resolved, however, that the warning should 
this disclosure upon her?” not be lost on ourselves. 


st Oh, to her it was a most dreadful discovery,” 


From Chambers’ Journal. | presented by sale oo aes of these re- 
a searches were published in the ‘‘ Transactions of 

NEN AEREN A S ROE ; the Royal Society but about the year 1825, Sir 

A work has just been published which reminds| John Herschel proposed to reéxamine the whole 
one of some of the achievements of the early ages| of his father’s work, and spent eight years in the | 
of literature, when an enthusiastic and patient phi- | survey, which extended over 2306 nebule and clus- 
losopher found a patron equally zealous, and devoted | ters of stars, 525 of which were described for the 
many years of his life to the accomplishment of a | first time; and in addition, the places of 3000 or 
single object. We refer to Sir John Herschel’s! 4000 double stars determined. In this reéxamina- 
work*—the title of which is given below—and to| tion Sir J. Herschel made use of his father’s twenty- 
the manner of its Sa aie To quote the | feet reflector, over the manipulation of which, and 
author's words :—‘‘ To the munificent destination | the process of polishing the mirrors, he obtained a 
of his grace the late Duke of Northumberland of a | complete mastery. Afterwards, in obedience to an 
large sum in aid of its publication, it owes its| impulse arising out of the absorbing nature of the 
appearance as a single and separate work, instead | pursuit, he resolved on making a survey of the 
of a series of unconnected memoirs, scattered over | southern hemisphere, for the purpose of instituting 
the volumes of academical bodies.” Greatly to his| comparisons with the northern. In pursuance of 
honor, the present duke has completely carried out | this object, as many readers are aware, he embarked 
the intentions of his predecessor, who died before | with his apparatus for the Cape of Good Hope, 
the volume was finished. where he arrived in January, 1834. Having found 


A simple enumeration of the contents of the/|a suitable residence, bearing the name of Feldhuy- 
book—a large quarto—will serve to convey some |sen or Feldhausen, about six miles from Cape 
slight idea of its great scientific value. The obser-| Town, in the direction of Wynberg, the instruments 
vations comprise those of the southern nebulæ, | were fixed early in March, and ready ‘‘ to commence 
double stars of the southern hemisphere ; astrom-|a regular course of sweeping.” 
etry, apparent magnitudes of stars; constitution of | ‘The hot season at the cape—October to March 
the galaxy in the southern hemisphere; Halley’s | —is said to afford many superb nights for observa- 
comet, with remarks on its physical condition ; | tion, interrupted occasionally, however, by a wind 
satellites of Saturn; and lastly, observations of the | called the “ black south-easter,’? which attaches a 
solar spots. To all this labor, and to the bringing | black belt of clouds to the mountain, and stretches 
out of the work, a period of twelve years has been | it over a large surface of the sky. At other times 
devoted. ‘I'he results are described in language as | the air is so disturbed by the intense heat of the 
philosophical as it is eloquent: many passages) arid sandy plains, that distinct vision is impossible. 
among the scieutific details of the catalogues pro-|*+ Even in the hottest season, however, nights of 
duce an impression on the reader equal to that! admirable definition occur, especially looking south- 
caused by a sublime strain of poetry. We propose | wards. But what is not a little remarkable, in the 
to lav before our readers such portions of the work | very hottest days looking northwards over the burn- 
as may appear most popularly interesting. ing tract intervening between Feldhausen and Table 

The late Sir William Herschel made, during his | or Saldanha Bay, the most admirable and tranquil 
life, what he called ‘‘ sweeps of the heavens,” in| definition of the solar spots, and other phenomena 
which, as is well known, he discovered and investi-| of the sun’s disk, is by no means untrequent. In 
gated, amongst other celestial phenomena, those | such cases, I presume the strongly-heated stratum 

of air incumbent on the surface of the soil, is swept 

* Results of Astronomical Observations made during! off by the south-east wind blowing from False to 


the years 1534, 5, 6,7, 8, at the Cape of Good Hope; | Table Bay, before it ascends high enough to inter- 
being the Completion of a Telescopic Survey of the whole} fore with the visual ray.” ‘It is, however,” we 
Surface of the Visible Heavens, commenced in 1325. By ad. “in th le n hs. f M Oc be 

Sir J. F. W. Herschel, Bart. London: Smith and Elder, | €24, ** In the cooler months, Irom May to October 


1847. inclusive, and more especially in June and July, 
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that the finest opportunities occur for observation. 
The state of the air in these months, as regards 
definition, is habitually good, and imperfect vision 
is rather the exception than the rule. The best 
nights occur after the heavy rains, which fall at this 
season, have ceased for a day or two: and on these 
occasions the tranquillity of the images and sharp- 
ness of vision is such, that hardly any limit is set to 
magnifying power, but what the aberrations of the 
specula necessitate.” 

A singular phenomenon was frequently observed, 
“a nebulous haze,” which came on suddenly, and 
disappeared as rapidly; making the stars appear, 
while it lasted, as though surrounded by a ‘ nebu- 
lous photosphere of greater or less extent,” while 
to the naked eye the sky was perfectly clear. Sim- 
ilar phenomena occur in the atmosphere of Eng- 
land, but not with the frequency or suddenness of 
those at the cape. The clouds, too, as seen from 
the southern extremity of Africa, are more opaque 
than in our latitudes: in England, astronomers not 
unfrequently observe the stars while veiled by a 
thin stratum of cloud; but at the cape, the clouds 
are too opaque for the rays of light to pass through 
them. 

Of the star marked n, in the constellation Argus, 
and the great nebula surrounding it, we are informed 
that ‘‘ there is perhaps no other sidereal object which 
unites more points of interest than this. Its situ- 
ation is very remarkable, being in the midst of one 
of those rich and brilliant masses—a succession of 
which, curiously contrasted with dark adjacent 
spaces, (called by the old navigators ‘ coal-sacks,’) 
constitute the milky way in that portion of its course 
which lies between the Centaur and the main body 
of Argo.” ‘The number of stars in this region is 
immense, as many as 250 being in the field of the 
telescope at one time. But the great point of in- 
terest is the star n, which, in Halley's catalogue, 
1677, is marked as of the fourth magnitude, and in 
later catalogues as of the second magnitude. ‘It 
was on the 16th December, 1837,” writes Sir John 
Herschel, ‘‘ that resuming the photometrical com- 
parisons, in which, according to regular practice, 
the brightest stars in sight, in whatever part of the 
heavens, were first noticed, and arranged on a list, 
my astonishment was excited by the appearance of 
a new candidate for distinction among the very 
brightest stars of the first magnitude, in a part of 
the heavens with which, being perfectly familiar, I 
was certain that no such brilliant object had before 
been seen. After a momentary hesitation, the 
natural consequence of a phenomenon so utterly un- 
expected, and referring to a map for its configur- 
ations with the other conspicuous stars in the neigh- 
borhood, I became satisfied of its identity with my 
old acquaintance n Argus. Its light was, however, 
nearly tripled.” The star attained its maximum 
of brightness, when it was nearly equal to a of the 
Centaur, on the 2d of January, 1838, after which 
it faded into its former appearance. But since that 
period, it has again brightened so as ‘‘ to have sur- 
passed Canopus, and even to have approached Sirius 
in lustre.” ‘his was in 1843, and was noticed by 
observers in different parts of the world ; and again, 
in 1845, the star passed through a similar state of 
fluctuating brilliance. As Sir John Herschel ob- 
serves—‘' A strange field of speculation is opened 
by this phenomenon. The temporary stars hereto- 
fore recorded have all become totally extinct. Va- 
riable stars, so far as they have been carefully 
attended to, have exhibited periodical alterations, in 
some degree at least regular, of splendor and com- 
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parative obscurity. But here we have a star fitfully 
variable to an astonishing extent, and whose fluctu- 
ations are spread over centuries, apparently in no 
settled period, and with no regularity of progression. 
What origin can we ascribe to these sudden flashes 
and relapses? What conclusions are we to draw 
as to the comfort or habitability of a system depend- 
ing for its supply of light and heat on so uncertain 
a source ?”? 

Of the nebula in connection with Argus, we read 
that, ‘‘ It would manifestly be impossible, by verbal 
description, to give any just idea of the capricious 
forms and irregular gradations of light affected by 
the different branches and appendages of this nebula. 
Nor is it easy for language to convey a full impres- 
sion of the beauty and sublimity of the spectacle it 
offers when viewed in a sweep, ushered in as it is 
by so glorious and innumerable a procession of stars, 
to which it forms a sort of climax, justifying ex- 
pressions which, though I find them written in my 
journal in the excitement of the moment, would be 
thought extravagant if transferred to these pages. 
In fact, it is impossible for any one with the least 
spark of astronomical enthusiasm about him to pass 
soberly in review, with a powerful telescope, and in 
a fine night, that portion of the southern sky which 
is comprised between the sixth and thirteenth hours 
of right ascension, and from 146 to 149 degrees of 
north polar distance ; such are the variety and in- 
terest of the objects he will encounter, and such the 
dazzling richness of the starry ground on which they 
are represented to his gaze.” 

dnstances of variability in some of the stars of the 
Little Bear have been detected of late years, on which 
Sir John Herschel writes, in a profound and sug- 
gestive strain of reasoning, ‘* Future observation will 
decide whether the change which is thus proved to 
have taken place be of periodical recurrence. * * 
Ignorant as we are, however, both of the cause of 
solar and stellar light, and of the conditions which 
may influence its amount at different times, the law 
of regular periodicity is one which ought not to be 
too hastily generalized ; and, at all events, there ts 
evidence enough of slow and gradual change of lus- 
tre in many stars, since the earlier ages of astron- 
omy, to refute all a priori assumption as to the 
possible length of the cycle of variation of any par- 
ticular star. The subject is one of the utmost 
physical interest. The grand phenomena of ge- 
ology afford, as it appears to me, the highest pre- 
sumptive evidence of changes in the general climate 
of our globe. I cannot otherwise understand alter- 
nations of heat and cold, so extensive, as at one 
epoch to have clothed high northern latitudes with 
amore than tropical luxuriance of vegetation; at 
another, to have buried vast tracts of middle Europe, 
how enjoying a genial climate, and smiling with 
fertility, under a glacier crust of enormous thick- 
ness. Such changes seem to point to some cause 
more powerful than the mere local distribution of 
jand and water (according to Mr. Lyell’s views) can 
be well supposed to have been. In the slow secu- 
lar variations of our supply of light and heat from 
the sun, which, in the immensity of time past, may 
have gone to any extent, and succeeded each other 
m any order, without violating the analogy of 
sidereal phenomena which we know to have taken 
place, we have a cause, not indeed established as a 
fact, but readily admissible as something beyond a 
bare possibility, fully adequate to the utmost re- 
quirements of geology. A change of half a mag- 
nitude in the lustre of the sun, regarded as a fixed 
star, spread over successive geological epochs—now 
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progressive, now receding, now stationary, accord- 
ing to the evidence of warmer or colder general tem- 
perature which geological research has disclosed, or 
may hereafter reveal—is what no astronomer woyld 
now hesitate to admit as in itself a perfectly reason- 
able and not improbable supposition. Such a sup- 
position has assuredly far less of extravagance about 
it than the idea that the sun, by its own proper mo- 
tion, may, in indefinite ages past, have traversed 
regions so crowded with stars, as to affect the cli- 
mate of our planet by the influence of their radiation. 
Nor can it be objected that the character of a vera 
causa is wanting in such a hypothesis. Of the ex- 
citing cause of the radiant emanations from the sun 
and stars, we know nothing. It may consist, for 
aught we can tell, in vast currents of electricity 
traversing space, (according to cosmical laws,) and 
which, meeting in the higher regions of their atmos- 
pheres with matter properly attenuated, and other- 
wise disposed to electric phosphorescence, may 
render such matter radiant, after the manner of our 
own aurora borealis, under the influence of terres- 
trial electric streams. Or it may result from actual 
combustion going on in the higher regions of their 
atmospheres, the elements of which, so united, may 
be in a constant course of separation and restoration 
to their active state of mutual combustibility, by 
vital processes of extreme activity going on at their 
habitable surfaces, analogous to that by which vege- 
tation on our earth separates carbonic acid (a pro- 
duct of combustion) into its elements, and so restores 
their combustibility. With specific hypothesis as 
to the cause of solar and sidereal light and heat, we 
have, however, no concern. It suffices that they 
must have a cause, and that this cause, inscrutable 
as it may be, does in several cases, and therefore 
may in one more, determine the production of phe- 
nomena of the kind in question.” 

Turning to that portion of the volume in which 
the observations of the solar spots are contained, we 
read that, during a part of 1836-7, a more than 
usual accumulation and disturbance took place in 
the spots on the surface of the great luminary. One 
of the spots, on measurement, was found to occupy 
a space ‘‘ of nearly five square minutes. Now, a 
minute in linear dimension on the sun being 27,500 
miles, and a square minute 756,000,000, we have 
here an area of 3,780,000,000 square miles included 
in one vast region of disturbance, and this requires to 
be increased for the effect of foreshortening. The 
black centre of the spot of May 25 would have al- 
lowed the globe of the earth to drop through it, 
Jeaving a thousand miles clear of contact on all sides 
of that tremendous gulf.” From January to March 
of 1837, numerous spots of most complex structure 
and character were formed in copious succession. 
During April and May the spots were fewer in 
number, and assumed generally a rounded appear- 
ance; in June and July they again increased; while 
we read that ‘in August and October, so far as 
observed, the sun seemed to have passed into a qui- 
escent state, the spots being few, small, and irreg- 
ularly disposed.” 

Sir John Herschel insists strongly upon a con- 
tinuous and systematic observation of the solar spots, 
as the only means by which to explain the phe- 
nomena they present. ‘t We are naturally led to 

inquire for an efficient cause—for a vis matriz—to 
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give rise to such enormous dynamical phenomena, 
for such they undoubtedly are. The efficient cause 
of fluctuations in our atmosphere, in terrestrial 
meteorology, is apparent cnough ; namely, external 
agency—the heating power of the sun. Without 
this, all would be tranquil enough; but in the solar 
meteorology we have no such extraneous source of 
alternate elevations and depressions of temperature, 
altering the specific gravity, and disturbing the 
equilibrium, of its atmospheric strata. The cause 
of such movements as we observe, and upon so im- 
mense a scale, must therefore reside within the sun 
itself ; and it is there we must seek it. Sir John 
proceeds to show that the rotation of the sun upon 
its own axis may be the chief cause, by producing 
currents of air in opposite directions, similar to our 
trade-winds, and with a density at the equator dif- 
ferent from that at the poles. ‘* The spots, in this 
view of the subject,” he then pursues, ‘‘ would 
come to be assimilated to those regions on the earth’s 
surface in which, for the moment, hurricanes and 
tornadoes prevail. The upper strata being tem- 
porarily carried downwards, displacing, by its im- 
petus, the two strata of luminous matter beneath, 
(which may be conceived as forming a habitually 
tranquil limit between the opposite, upper, and un- 
der currents,) the upper of course to a greater ex- 
tent than the lower; and thus wholly or partially 
denuding the opaque surface of the sun below. 
Such processes cannot be unaccompanied with vor- 
ticose motions, which, left to themselves, die away 
by degrees, and dissipate; with this peculiarity, 
that their lower portions come to rest more speedily 
than their upper, by reason of the greater resistance 
below, as well as the remoteness from the point 
of action, which lics in a higher region, so that 
their centre (as seen in our water-spouts, which are 
nothing but small tornadoes) appears to retreat up- 
wards. Now, this agrees perfectly with what is 
observed during the obliteration of the solar spots, 
which appear as if filled in by the collapse of their 
sides, the penumbra closing in upon the spot, and 
disappearing after it. * * œ The spots are 
black ; the penumbra a nearly uniform half-shadow, 
with, however, here and there undefinable definite 
spaces of a second depth of shade. There is no 
gradual melting of the one shade into the other— 
spot into penumbra, penumbra into full light. The 
idea conveyed is more that of the successive with- 
drawal of veils, the partial removal of definite films, 
than the melting away of a mist, or the mutual di- 
lution of gaseous media. Films of immiscible liquids 
having a certain cohesion, floating on a dark or 
transparent ocean, and liable to temporary removal 
by winds, would rather scem suggested by the 
general tenor of the appearances, though they are 
far from being wholly explicable by this conception, 
at least if any considerable degree of transparency 
be allowed to the luminous matter.” 

The sagacity of these views is only equalled by 
the earnest philosophical spirit in which they are 
written. Such works as that just passed in review 
become landmarks for science, by which present 
and future discoverers may direct their steps. We 
feel much pleasure in making it known to a large 
circle of readers, who otherwise would never hear 
of its publication. 
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From Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine. 
THOMAS MACAULAY— BY GEORGE GILFILLAN. 


To attempt a new appraisement of the intellec- 
tual character of Thomas Macaulay, we are im- 
pelled by various motives. Our former notice of 
him* was short, hurried and imperfect. Since it 
was written, too, we have had an opportunity of 
seeing and hearing the man, which, as often hap- 
pens in such cases, has given a more distinct and 
tangible shape to our views, as well as considerably 
modified them. Above all, the public attention 
has of late, owing to circumstances, been so 
strongly turned upon him, that we are tolerably 
sure of carrying it along with us in our present 
discussion. 

The two most popular of British authors are, 
at present, Charles Dickens and Thomas Macau- 
Jay. The supremacy of the former is verily one 
of the signs of the times. He has no massive or 
profound intellect—no lore superior to a school- 
boy’s—no vast or creative imagination—little phi- 
losophical insight, little power of serious writing, 
and little sympathy with either the subtler and 
profounder parts of man, or with the grander 
features of nature; (witness his description of 
Niagara—he would have painted the next pump 
better!) And yet, through his simplicity and 
sincerity, his boundless bon hommie, his fantastic 
humor, his sympathy with every-day life, and 
his absolute and unique dominion over every region 
of the odd, he has obtained a popularity which 
Shakspeare nor hardly Scott in their lifetime 
enjoyed. He is ruling over us like a fairy king, 
or Prince Prettyman—strong men as well as weak 
yielding to the glamour of his tiny rod. Louis the 
14th walked so erect, and was so perfect in the 
management of his person, that people mistook 
his very size, and it was not discovered till after 
his death, that he was a little and not a large 
man. So many of the admirers of Dickens have 
been so dazzled by the elegance of his proportions, 
the fairy beauty of his features, the minute grace 
of his motions, and the small sweet smile which 
plays about his mouth, that they have imagined 
him to be a Scott, or even a Shakspeare. To do 
him justice, he himself has never fallen into such 
an egregious mistake. He has seldom, if ever, 
sought to alter, by one octave, the note nature 
gave him, and which is not that of an eagle nor 
of a nightingale, nor of a lark, but of a happy, 
homely gleesome ‘‘ Cricket on the Hearth.” Small 
almost as his own Tiny Tim, dressed in as dan- 
dified a style as his own Lord Frederick Verisoft, 
he is as full of the milk of human kindness as his 
own Brother Cheeryble; and we cannot but love 
the man who has first loved all human beings, 
who can own Newman Noggs as a brother, and 
can find something to respect in a Bob Saw- 
yers, and something to pity in a Ralph Nickleby. 
Never was a monarch of popular literature less 
envied or more loved ; and while rather wondering 
at the length of his reign over such a capricious 


* In a “ Gallery of Portraits.” 
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domain as that of letters, and while fearlessly 
expressing our doubts as to his greatness or per- 
manent dominion, we own that his sway has been 
that of gentleness—of a good, wide-minded, and 
kindly man; and take this opportunity of wishing 
long life and prosperity to ‘* Bonnie Prince Char- 
lie.” 

In a different region, and on a higher and 
haughtier seat, is Thomas Macaulay exalted. In 
general literature, as Dickens in fiction, is he held 
to be facile princeps. He is, besides, esteemed a 
rhetorician of a high class—a statesman of no or- 
dinary calibre—a lyrical poet of much mark and 
likelihood—a scholar ripe and good—and, mounted 
on this high pedestal, he ‘‘ has purposed in his 
heart to take another step,” and to snatch from 
the hand of the Historic Muse one of her richest 
laurels. To one so gifted in the prodigality of 
Heaven, can we approach in any other attitude 
but that of prostration? or dare we hope for sym- 
pathy, while we proceed to make him the subject 
of free and fearless criticism ? 

Before proceeding to consider his separate claims 
upon public admiration, we will sum up, in a few 
sentences, our impressions of his general character. 
He is a gifted but not, in a high sense, a great 
man. Heisa rhetorician without being an orator. 
He is endowed with great powers of perception 
and acquisition, but with no power of origination. 
He has deep sympathies with genius, without 
possessing genius of the highest order itself. He 
is strong and broad, but not subtle or profound. 
He is not more destitute of original genius than 
he is of high principle and purpose. He has all 
common faculties developed in a large measure, 
and cultivated to an intense degree. What he 
wants is the gift that cannot be given—the power 
that cannot be counterfeited—the wind that blow- 
eth where it listeth—the vision, the joy, and the 
sorrow with which no stranger intermeddleth—the 
‘light which never was on sea or shore—the 
consecration and the poet’s dream.”’ 

To such gifts, indeed, he does not pretend, and 
never has pretended. To roll the raptures of 
poetry, without emulating its speciosa miracula— 
to write worthily of herocs, without aspiring to the 
heroic—to write history without enacting it—to 
furnish to the utmost degree his own mind, without 
leading the minds of others one point further than 
to the admiration of himself and of his idols, 
seems, after all, to have been the main object of 
his ambition, and has already been nearly satisfied. 
He has played the finite game of talent, and not 
the infinite game of genius. His goal has been 
the top of the mountain, and not the blue profound 
beyond ; and on the point he has sought he may 
speedily be seen, relieved against the heights 
which he cannot reach—a marble fixture, exalted 
and motionless. Talent stretching itself out to 
attain the attitudes and exaltation of genius is a 
pitiable and painful position, but it is not that of 
Macaulay. With piercing sagacity he has, from 
the first, discerned his proper intellectual powers, 
and sought, with his whole heart, and soul, and 
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mind, and strength, to cultivate them. ‘‘ Mac- 
aulay the Lucky’’ he has been called; he ought 
rather to have been called Macaulay the Wise. 

With a rare combination of the arts of age and 
the fire of youth, the sagacity of the worldling 
and the enthusiasm of the scholar, he has sought 
self-development as his principal, if not only end. 

He is a gifted but not, in a high sense, a great 
man. He possesses all those ornaments, accom- 
plishments, and even natural endowments, which 
the great man requires for the full emphasis and 
effect of his power, (and which the greatest alone 
can entirely dispense with ;) but the power does 
not fill, possess, and shake the drapery. The 
lamps are lit in gorgeous effulgence; the shrine 
is modestly, yet magnificently, adorned; there is 
everything to tempt a god to descend ; but the god 
descends not—or if he does, it is only Maia’s son, 
the eloquent, and not Jupiter, the thunderer. 
The distinction between the merely gifted and 
the great is, we think, this—the gifted adore 
greatness and the great; the great worship the 
infinite, the eternal, and the god-like. The gifted 
gaze at the moon like reflections of the Divine— 
the great, with open face, look at its naked sun, 
and each look is the principle and prophecy of an 
action. 

He has profound sympathies with genius, with- 
out possessing genius of the highest order itself. 
Genius, ‘indeed, is his intellectual god. It is 
(contrary to a common opinion) not genius that 
Thomas Carlyle worships. The word genius he 
seldom uses, in writing or in conversation, except 
in derision. We can conceive a savage cachinna- 
tion at the question, if he thought Cromwell or 
Danton a great genius. It is energy in a certain 
state of powerful precipitation that he so much 
admires. With genius, as existing almost undi- 
luted in the person of such men as Keats, he 
cannot away. It seems to him only a long swoon 
or St. Vitus’ dance. It is-otherwise with Mac- 
aulay. If we trace him throughout all his writ- 
ings, we will find him watching for genius with 
as much care and fondness as a lover uses in 
following the footsteps of his mistress. This, 
like a golden ray, has conducted him across all 
the wastes and wildernesses of history. It has 
brightened to his eye each musty page and worm- 
eaten volume. Each morning has he risen exult- 
ing to renew the search; and he is never half so 
eloquent as when dwelling on the achievements 
of genius, as sincerely and rapturously as if he 
were reciting his own. His sympathies are as 
wide as they are seen. Genius, whether thun- 
dering with Chatham in the House of Lords, or 
mending kettles and dreaming dreams with Bun- 
yan in Elstowe—whether reclining in the saloons 
of Holland House with De Stael and Byron, or 
driven from men as on a new Nebuchadnezzar 
whirlwind, in the person of poor wandering Shelly 
——whether in Coleridge, 


« With soul as strong as a mountain river, 
Pouring out praise to the Almighty giver ;” 
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or in Voltaire shedding its withering smile across 
the universe, like the grin of death—whether 
singing in Milton’s verse, or glittering upon 
Cromwell’s sword—is the only magnet which can 
draw forth all the riches of his mind, and the 
presence of inspiration alone makes him inspired. 
But this sympathy with genius does not amount 
to genius itself; it is too catholic and too pros- 
trate. The man of the highest order of genius, 
after the enthusiasm of youth is spent, is rarely 
its worshipper, even as it exists in himself. He 
worships rather the object which genius contem- 
plates, and the ideal at which it aims. He is 
rapt up to a higher region, and hears a mightier 
voice. Listening to the melodies of nature, to the 
march of the eternal hours, to the severe music 
of continuous thought, to the rush of his own ad- 
vancing soul, he cannot so complacently bend an 
ear to the minstrelsies, however sweet, of men, 
however gifted. He passes, like the true painter, 
from the admiration of copies, which he may ad- 
mire to error and extravagance, to that great orig- 
inal which, without blame, excites an infinite and 
endless devotion. He becomes a personification 
of art, standing on tip-toe in contemplation of 
mightier nature, and drawing from her features 
with trembling pencil and a joyful awe. Mac- 
aulay has not this direct and personal communica- 
tion with the truth and-the glory of things. He 
sees the universe not in its own rich and divine 
radiance, but in the reflected light which poets have 
shed upon it. There are in his writings no oracular 
deliverances, no pregnant hints, no bits of intense 
meaning—broken, but broken off from some super- 
natural circle of thought—no momentary splen- 
dors, like flashes of midnight lightning, revealing 
how much—no thoughts beckoning us away with 
silent finger, like ghosts, into dim and viewless 
regions—and he never even nears that divine 
darkness which ever edges the widest and loftiest 
excursions of imagination and of reason. His 
style and manner may be compared to crystal, but 
not to the ‘‘ terrible crystal” of the prophets and 
apostles of literature. There is the sea of glass, 
but it is not mingled with fire, or at least the fire ° 
has not been heated seven times, nor has it dew 
scended from the seventh heaven. 
Consequently, he has no power of origination. 
We despise the charge of plagiarism, in its low 
base sense, which has sometimes been ad- 
vanced against him. He never commits conscious 
theft, though sometimes he gives all a father’s 
welcome to thoughts to which he has not a father’s 
claim. But the rose which he appropriates is sel- 
dom more than worthy of the breast which it is to 
adorn ; thus, in borrowing from Hall the antithesis 
applied by the one to the men of the French revo- 
lution, and by the other to the restored Royalists 
in the time of Charles the Second, ‘‘ dwarfish vir- 
tues and gigantic crimes,” he has taken what he 
might have lent, and, in its application, has 
changed it from a party calumny into a striking 
truth. The men of the revolution were not men 
of dwarfish virtues and gigantic vices ; both were 
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stupendous when either were possessed; it was 
When 
our hero lights his torch, it is not at the chariot 
of the sun; he ascends seldom higher than Hazlitt 
or Hall—Coleridge, Schiller, and Goethe are un- 


otherwise with the minions of Charles. 


touched. But without rearguing the question of 
originality, that quality is manifestly not his. 


the true. 


seer, are awanting. 


In connection with this defect, we find in him 
little metaphysical gift or tendency. ‘There is no 
* speculation in his eye.’ If the mysterious 
regions of thought, which are at present attracting 


so many thinkers, have ever possessed any charm 
for him, that charm has long since passed away. 
If the ‘ weight, the burden, and the mystery, of all 


this unintelligible world,” have ever pressed him 
to anguish, that anguish seems now forgotten as a 


nightmare of his youth. The serpents which 


strangle other Laocoons, or else keep them bat- 
tling all their life before high heaven, have long 


ago left, if indeed they had ever approached, hin. 
His joys and sorrows, sympathies and inquiries, 


are entirely of the ‘‘ earth, earthy,’’ though it is 


an earth beautified by the smile of genius, and by 
the midnight sun of the past. It may appear 
presumptuous to criticize his creed, where not an 
article has been by himself indicated, except per- 
haps the poctical first principle that ‘‘ beauty is 
truth and truth beauty ;’’ but we see about him 
neither the firm grasp of one who holds a dog- 
matic certainty, nor the vast and vacant stretch of 
one who has failed after much effort to find the 
object, and who says, ‘' I clasp—what is it that I 
clasp’? Toward the silent and twilight lands of 
thought, where reside, half in glinmer and half in 
gloom, the dread questions of the origin of evil, the 
destiny of man, our relation to the lower animals, 
and to the spirit world, he never seems to have 
been powerfully or for any length of time im- 
pelled. We might ask with much more propri- 
ety at him the question which a reviewer asked 
at Carlyle, ‘‘ Can you tell us, quite in confidence, 
your private opinion as to the place where wicked 
people go?” And, besides, what think you of 
God? or of that most profound and awful Mystery 
of Godliness?) Have you ever thought deeply on 
such subjects at all? Or if so, why does the lan- 
guage of a cold conventionalism, or of an unmean- 
ing fervor, distinguish all your allus‘ons to them? 
It was not, indeed, your business to write on such 


It 
were as true that he originated Milton, Dryden, 
Bacon, or Byron, as that he originated the views 
which his articles develop of their lives or genius. 
A search after originality is never successful. 
Novelty is even shyer than truth, for if you search 
after the truc, you will often, if not always, find 
the new; but if you search after the new, you 
will, in all probability, find neither the new nor 
In seeking for paradoxes, Macaulay 
sometimes stumbles on, but more frequently stum- 
bles over, truth. His essays are masterly treatises, 
written learnedly, carefully conned, and pronounced 
in a tone of perfect assurance ; the Pythian pant- 
ings, the abrupt and stammening utterances of the 
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themes, but it requires no more a wizard to de- 
termine from your writings whether you have 
adequately thought on them, than to tell from a 
man’s eye whether he is or is not looking at the 
sun. 

We charge Macaulay, as well as Dickens, with a 
systematic shrinking from meeting in a manful style 
those dread topics and relations at which we have 
hinted, and this, whether it springs, as Humboldt 
says in his own case, from a want of subjective 
understanding, or whether it springs from a regard 
for, or fear of, popular opinion, or whether it springs 
from moral indifference, argues, on the first sup- 
position, a deep mental deficiency—on the second, 
a cowardice unworthy of their position—or on 
the third, a state of spirit which the age, in its 
professed teachers, will not much longer endure. 
An earnest period, bent on basing its future pro- 
gress upon fixed principles, fairly and irrevocably 
set down, to solve the problem of its happiness and 
destiny, will not long refrain from bestowing the 
name of brilliant trifler on the man, however gifted 
and favored, who so slenderly sympathizes with 
it, in this high, though late and difficult calling. 

It follows almost as a necessity from these re- 
marks, that Macaulay exhibits no high purpose. 
Seldom so much energy and eloquence have been 
more entirely divorced from a great uniting and 
consecrating object; and in his forthcoming his- 
tory we fear that this deficiency will be glaringly 
manifest. History, without the presence of high 
purpose, is but a series of dissolving views—as 
brilliant it may be, but as disconnected, and not so 
impressive. It is this, on the contrary, that gives 
so profound an interest to the writings of Arnold, 
and invests his very fragments with a certain air 
of greatness ; each sentence seems given in on 
oath. It is this which glorifies even D’Aubigne’s 
Romance of the Reformation, for he seeks at least to 
show God in history, like a golden thread, pervad- 
ing, uniting, explaining, and purifying it all. No 
such passion for truth as Arnold's, no such steady 
vision of those great, outshining laws of justice, 
mercy, and retribution, which pervade all human 
story, as D‘Aubigne’s, and in a far higher degree 
ys. Carlyle’s, do we expect realized in Macaulay. 
His history, in all likelihood, will be the splendid 
cenotaph of his party. It will be brilliant in 
parts, tedigus as a whole—curiously and minutely 
learncd—written now with elaborate pomp, and 
now with elaborate negligence—heated by party 
spirit whenever the fires of enthusiasm begin to 
pale—it will abound in striking literary and per- 
sonal sketches, and will easily risc to and above 
the level of the scenes it describes, just because 
few of those scenes, from the character of the 
period, are of the highest moral interest or gran- 
deur. Buta history forming a transcript, as if in 
the short-hand of a supcrior being, of the leading 
events of the age, solemn in spirit, subdued in 
toue, grave and testamentary in language, pro- 
found in insight, judicial in impartiality, and final 
as a Median law in effect, we might have perhaps 
expected from Mackintosh, but not from Macaulay. 
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‘* Broader and deeper,” says Emerson, ‘‘ must 
we write our annals.” The true idea of history 
is only as yet dawning on the world; the old 
almanac form of history has been gencrally re- 
nounced, but much of the old almanac spirit 
remains. The avowed partisan still presumes to 
write his special pleading, and to call it a history. 
The romance writer still decorates his fancy-piece, 
and, for fear of mistake, writes under it, ‘‘ This is 
a history.” The bald retailer of the dry bones 
of history is not yet entirely banished from our 
literature—nor is the hardy, but one-sided Icono- 
clast, who has a quarrel with all established repu- 
tation, and would spring a mine against the sun 
if he could—nor is the sagacious philosophiste, 
who has access to the inner thoughts and motives 
of men who have been dead for centuries, and 
often imputes to deep, deliberate purpose what 
was the result of momentary impulse, fresh and 
sudden as the breeze, who accurately sums up and 
ably reasons on all calculable principles, but omits 
the incalculable, such as inspiration and frenzy. 
We are waiting for the full avatar of the ideal 
historian, who to the intellectual qualities of clear 
sight, sagacity, picturesque power, and learning, 
shall add the far rarer qualities of a love for truth 
only equalled by a love for man—a belief in and 
sympathy with progress, thorough independence 
and impartiality, and an all-embracing charity— 
and after Macaulay’s History of England has seen 
the light, may still be found waiting. 

The real purpose of a writer is perhaps best 
concluded from the effect he produces on the 
minds of his readers. And what is the boon 
which Macaulay’s writings do actually confer upon 
their millions of readers? Much information, 
doubtless—many ingenious views are given and 
developed, but the main effect is pleasure—either 
a lulling, soothing opiatic, or a rousing and stimu- 
lating gratification. But what is their mental or 
moral influence? What new and great truths do 
they throw like bomb-shells into nascent spirits, 
disturbing forever their repose? What sense of 
the moral sublime have they ever infused into the 
imagination, or what thrilling and strange joy 
“ beyond the name of pleasure” have they ever 
circulated through the heart? What long, deep 
trains of thought have his thoughts ever started, 
and to what melodies in other minds have his 
words struck the key-note? Some authors men- 
tally “ beget children—they travail in birth with 
children ;*’ thus from Coleridge sprang Hazlitt, 
but who is Macaulay’s eldest born? Who dates 
any great cra in his history from the reading of 
his works, or has received from him even the 
bright edge of any apocalyptic revelation? Pleas- 
ure, we repeat, is the principal boon he has con- 
ferred on the age; and without under-estimating 
this, (which, indeed, were ungrateful, for none 
have derived more pleasure from him than our- 
selves,) we must say that it is comparatively a 
trivial gift—a fruiterer’s or a confectioner’s office 
—and, morcover, that the pleasure he gives, like 
that arising from the use of wine, or from the 
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practice of novel-reading, requires to be imbibed 
in great moderation, and needs a robust constitu- 
tion to bear it. Reading his papers is employ- 
ment but too delicious—the mind is too seldom 
irritated and provoked—the higher faculties are 
too seldom appealed to—the sense of the infinite 
is never given—there is perpetual excitement, but 
it is that of a game of tennis-ball, and not the 
Titanic play of rocks and mountains—there is con- 
stant exercise, but it is rather the swing of an 
easy chair than the grasp and tug of a strong 
rower striving to keep time with one stronger 
than himself. Ought we ask a grave and solid 
reputation, as extensive as that of Shakspeare or 
Milton, to be entirely founded on what is essen- 
tially a course of light reading ? 

We do not venture on his merits as a politician. 
or statesman. But, as a speaker, we humbly 
think he has been over-rated. He is not a sub- 
lime orator, who fulminates, and fiercely, and al- 
most contemptuously, sways his audience; he is. 
not a subtle declaimer, who winds around and 
within the sympathies of his hearers, till, like the 
damsel in the ‘‘ Castle of Indolence,”’ they weaken 
as they warm, and are at last sighingly but luxu- 
riously lost. He is not a being piercing a lonely 
way for his own mind, through the thick of his 
audience—wondered at, looked after, but not fol- 
lowed—dwelling apart from them even while 
rivetting ther to his lips—still less is he an in- 
carnation of moral dignity, whose slightest sentence 
is true to the inmost soul of honor, and whose plain, 
blunt speech is as much better than oratory, as 
oratory is better than rhetoric. He is the primed 
mouth-piece of an elaborate discharge, who pre- 
sents, applics the linstock, and fires off. He 
speaks rather before than to his audience. We 
felt this strongly when hearing him at the opening 
of the New Philosophical Institution in Edinburgh ; 
that appearance had on us the effect of disenchant- 
ment ; our lofty ideal of Macaulay the orator—an 
ideal founded on the perusal of all sorts of fulsome 
panegyrics—sank like a dream. Macaulay the 
orator? Why had they not raved as well of 
Macaulay the beauty? He is, indeed, a master 
of rhetorical display ; he aspires to be a philoso- 
pher; he is a brilliant litcratcur ; but, besides not 
speaking oratorically, he docs not speak at all, if 
speaking means free communication with the souls 
and hearts of his hearers. If Demosthenes, Fox, 
and O’Connell were orators, he is none. It was. 
not merely that we were disappointed with his 
personal appearance—that is sturdy and manlike, 
if not graceful—it is, besides, hereditary, and can- 
not be helped; but the speech was an elaborate 
and ungraceful accommodation to the presumed 
prejudices and tastes of the hearers—a piece of 
literary electioneering—and the manner, in its 
fluent monotony, showed a heart untouched amid 
all the palaver. Here is one, we thought, whose 
very tones prove that his success has been far too 
easy and exulting, and who has never known by 
experience the meaning of the grand old words, 
“ perfect through suffering.” Here is one in 


562 


THOMAS MACAULAY. 


public sight selling his birthright for a mess of | picture could be more exactly his antithesis? But 


pottage and worthless praise, and who may live 
bitterly to rue the senseless bargain, for that ap- 
plause is as certainly insincere as that birthright 
is high. Here is one who, ingloriously sinking 
with compulsion and laborious flight, consciously 
confounds culture with mere knowledge—speaking 
as if a boarding-school Miss, who had read Ew- 
ing’s Geography, were therein superior to Strabo. 
There, Thomas Macaulay, we thought thou art 
contradicting thy former and better self, for we 
well remember thee speaking in an article with 
withering contempt of those who prefer to that 
“ fine old geography of Strabo” the pompous in- 
anities of Pinkerton. And dost thou deem thyself, 
all accomplished as thou art, nearer to the infinite 
mind than Pythagoras or Plato, because thou 
knowest more? And when he spoke again ex- 
tempore, he sounded a still lower deep, and we 
segan almost to fancy that there must be some 
natural deficiency in a mind so intensely cultivated, 
which could not shake as good, or better speeches, 
than even his first, ‘‘ out of his sleeve.” But the 
other proceedings and haranguings of that evening 
were not certainly fitted to eclipse his brightness, 
though they were calculated, in the opinion of 
many, to drive the truly eloquent to the woods, to 
find in the old trees a more congenial audience. 

The House of Commons, we are told, hushes 

to hear him, but this may arise from other reasons 
than the mere power of his eloquence. He has a 
name, and there is far too much even in parliament 
of that base parasitical element, which, while de- 
nying ordinary courtesy to the untried, has its knee 
delicately hinged to bend in supple homage to the 
acknowledged. He avoids, again, the utterance 
of all extreme opinions—never startles or offends 
—never shoots abroad forked flashes of truth ; and 
besides, his speaking is, in its way, a very peculiar 
treat. Like his articles, it generally gives pleas- 
ure; and who can deny themselves an opportunity 
of being pleased, any more than a dish of straw- 
berries and cream in summer time. Therefore, 
.the house was silent—its perpetual undersong sub- 
-sided—even Roebuck’s bristles were wont to lower, 
and Joseph Hume’s careful front to relax—when 
the right honorable member for Edinburgh was on 
his legs. But he is, in our idea, the orator who 
fronts the storm and crushes it into silence—who 
„snatches the prejudice from three hundred frowning 
foreheads and binds it as a crown unto him—and 
who, not on some other and less difficult arena, 
but on that very field, wins the laurels which he 
is to wear. Those are the eloquent sentences 
which, though hardly heard above the tempest of 
opposition, yet are heard—and felt as well as heard 
—and obeyed as well as felt, which bespeak the 
surges at their loudest, and immediately there is a 
great calm. 

We are compelled, therefore, as our last gen- 
eral remark on Macaulay, to call him rather a large 
and broad, than a subtle sincere, or profound spirit. 
A simple child of Nature, trembling before the air 
played by some invisible musician behind him, what 
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neither has he, in any high degree, either the gift 
of philosophic analysis, or the subtle idealizing 
power of the poet. Clear, direct, uncircumspective 
thought—vivid vision of the characters he describes 
—an eye to see, rather than an imagination to 
combine—strong, but subdued enthusiasm—learn- 
ing of a wide range, and information still more 
wonderful in its minuteness and accuracy—a style 
limited and circumscribed by mannerism, but hav- 
ing all power and richness possible within its own 
range—full of force, though void of freedom—and 
a tone of conscious mastery, in his treatment of 
every subject, are some of the qualities which build 
him up—a strong and thoroughly furnished man, 
fit surely for more massive deeds than either a 
series of sparkling essays, or what shall probably 
be a one-sided history. 

In passing from his general characteristics to 
his particular works, there is one circumstance in 
favor of the critic. While many authors are much, 
their writings are little known; but if ever any 
writings were published, it is Macaulay’s. A glare 
of publicity, as wide almost as the sunshine of the 
globe, rests upon them; and it is always easier to 
speak to men of what they know perfectly, than 
of what they know in part. To this there is per- 
haps an exception in his contributions to ‘‘ Knight's 
Quarterly Magazine.” That periodical, some of 
our readers may be aware, was of limited circula- 
tion, and limited life. ‘‘ It sparkled—was exhaled, 
and went to——;” yet Professor Wilson has been 
known to say, that its four or five volumes are 
equal in talent to any four or five in the compass 
of periodical literature. To this opinion we must 
respectfully demur—at least we found the reading 
of two or three of them rather a hard task, the 
sole relief being in the papers of Macaulay, and 
would be disposed to prefer an equal number of 
“ Blackwood,’’ ‘‘ Tait,’? or the ‘‘Old London 
Magazine.” 

Macaulay’s best contributions to this are a series 
of poems entitled, ‘‘ Lays of the Roundheads.” 
These, though less known than his ‘“ Lays of the 
League,” which also appeared in ‘* Knight,” are, 
we think, superior. They are fine anticipations 
of the ‘‘ Lays of Ancient Rome.” Like Scott, 
vaulting between Claverhouse and Burley, and 
entering with equal gusto into the souls of both, 
Macaulay sings with equal spirit the song of the 
enthusiastic Cavalier and that of the stern Round- 
head. He could have acted as poet-laureate to 
Hannibal as well as to the republic, and his ‘‘ Lays 
of Carthage’’ would have been as sweet, as strong, 
and more pathetic than his “ Lays of Rome.’ 
‘* How happy could he be with either, were t’ other 
dear charmer away.” Not thus could Carlyle pass 
from his ‘‘ Life of Cromwell” to a panegyric on 
the ‘‘ Man of Blood,” whose eyes— 

‘ Could bear to look on torture, but durst not look 
on war.” 

But Macaulay is the artist, sympathizing more 

with the poetry than with the principles of tbe 

great Puritanic contest. 
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His Roman Lays, though of a later date, fall 
naturally under the same category of consideration. 
These, when published, took the majority of the 
public by surprise, who were nearly as astonished 
at this late flowering of poetry in the celebrated 
critic, as were the Edinburgh people, more recently, 
at the portentous tidings that Patrick Robertson, 
also, was among the poets. The initiated, how- 
ever, acquainted with his previous effusions, hailed 
the phenomenon, (not as in Patrick’s case, with 
shouts of spurting laughter,) but with bursts of 
applause, which the general voice more than con- 
firmed. The day when the Lays appeared, though 
deep in autumn, seemed a belated dog-day, so 
frantic did their admirers become. Homer, Scott, 
Wordsworth, and Byron, were now to hide their 
diminished heads, for an old friend under a new 
face had arisen to eclipse them all. And, for 
martial spirit, we are free to confess the Lays have 
never been surpassed, save by Homer, Scott, and 
by Burns, whose one epithet ‘‘red wat shod,” 
whose one description of the dying Scotch soldier 
in the ‘‘ Earnest Cry,” and whose one song, ‘‘ Go 
fetch for me a pint of wine,” are enough to stamp 
him among the foremost of martial poets. Mac- 
aulay’s ballads sound in parts like the thongs of 
Bellona. Written, it is said, in the war office, 
the Genius of Battle might be figured bending over 
the author, sternly smiling on her last poet, and 
shedding from her wings a ruddy light upon his 
rapidly and furiously-filling page. But the poetry 
of war is not of the highest order. Seldom, ex- 
cept when the war is ennobled by some great 
cause, as when Deborah uttered her unequalled 
thanksgiving, can the touch of the sword extract 
the richest life’s blood of poetry. Selfish is the 
exultation over victory, selfish the wailing under 
defeat. The song of the sword must soon give 
place to the song of the bell; and the pastoral 
ditty pronounced over the reaping hook shall sur- 
pass all lyrical baptisms of the spear. As it is, 
the gulf between the Lays—amazingly spirited 
though they be—and intellectual, imaginative, or 
moral poetry, is nearly as wide as between Chevy 
Chase and Laodamia. Besides, the Lays are in 
a great measure centos; the images are no more 
original than the facts, and the poetic effect is pro- 
duced through the singular rapidity, energy, and 
felicity of the narration, and the breathless rush 
of the verse, ‘‘ which rings to boot and saddle.” 
One of the finest touches, for example, is imitated 
from Scott. 

‘The kites know well the long stern swell 

That bids the Romans close’’— 


Macaulay has it. In the Lady of the Lake it 
is :— 

‘¢ The exulting eagle screamed afar, 

_ She knew the voice of Alpine’s war.” 


Indeed, no part of the Lays rises higher than the 
better passages of Scott. As a whole, they are 
more imitative and less rich in figure and language 
than his poetry ; and we have been unable to dis- 
cover any powers revealed in them which his orose 
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works had not previously and amply disclosed. In 
fact, their excessive popularity arose in a great 
measure from the new attitude in which they pre- 
sented their writer. Long accustomed to speak 
to the public, he suddenly volunteered to sing, and 
his song was harmonious, and between gratitude 
and surprise was vehemently encored. It was as 
if Helen Faucit were to commence to lecture, and 
should lecture well; or as though Douglas Jerrold 
were to announce a volume of sermons, and the 
sermons turn out to be excellent. This, after all, 
would only prove versatility of talent ; it would not- 
enlarge our conception of the real calibre of their 
powers. Nay, we hesitate not to assert, that cer- 
tain passages of Macaulay’s prose rise higher than 
the finest raptures of his poetry, and that the term 
eloquence will measure the loftiest reaches of 
either. 

This brings us to say a few words on his con- 
tributions to the ‘‘ Edinburgh Review.” We con- 
fess, that had we been called on while new from 
reading those productions, our verdict on them 
would have been much more enthusiastic. Their 
immediate effect is absolutely intoxicating. Each 
reads like a new Waverley tale. ‘‘ More—give us 
more—it is divine!’’ we cry, like the Cyclops 
when he tasted of the wine of Outis. As Pitt 
adjourned the court after Sheridan’s Begum speech, 
so, in order to judge fairly, we are compelled to 
adjourn the criticism. Days even have to elapse 
ere the stern question begins slowly, through the 
golden mist, to lift up its head—‘* What have you 
gained? Have you only risen from a more refined 
‘ Noctes Ambrosian ?? Have you only been con- 
versing with an elegant artist? or has a prophet 
been detaining you in his terrible grasp? or has 
Apollo been touching your trembling ears?’ As 
we answer, we almost blush, remembering our 
tame and sweet subjection; and yet the moment 
that the enchantment again assails us, it again is 
certain to prevail. 

But what is the explanation of this power? Is 
it altogether magical, or does it admit of analysis ? 
Macaulay’s writings have one very peculiar and 
very popular quality. They are eminently clear. 
They can by no possibility, at any time, be nebu- 
lous. You can read them as you run. School- 
boys devour them with as much zest as bearded 
men. This clearness is, we think, connected with 
deficiency in his speculative and imaginative facul- 
ties ; but it does not so appear to the majority of 
readers. Walking in an even and distinct path- 
way, not one stumbling stone or alley of gloom in 
its whole course, no hill of difficulty rising, nor 
path of danger diverging, greeted, too, by endless 
vistas of interest and beauty, all are but too glad, 
and too grateful, to get so trippingly along. Van- 
ity, also, whispers to the more ambitious: What 
we can so easily understand we could easily equal ; 
and thus are the readers kept on happy terms both 
with the author and themselves. His writings 
have all the stimulus of oracular decision, without 
one particle of oracular darkness. His papers, too, 
are thickly studded with facts. This itself, in an 
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age like ours, is enough to recommend them, es- 
pecially when these facts are so carefully selected 
—when told now with emphasis so striking, and 
now with negligence so graceful; and when sus- 
pended around a theory at once dazzling and slight 
—at once paradoxical and pleasing. The reader, 
beguiled, believes himself reading something more 
agreeable than history, and more veracious than 
fiction. It is a very waltz of facts that he wit- 
nesses ; and yet how consoling to reflect that they 
are facts after all! Again, Macaulay, as we have 
repeatedly hinted, is given to paradoxes. But 
then these paradoxes are so harmless, so respect- 
able, so well-behaved—his originalities are so ortho- 
dox—and his mode of expressing them is at once 
so strong and so measured—that people feel both 
the tickling sensation of novelty and a perfect 
sense of safety, and are slow to admit that the 
author, instead of being a bold, is a timorous 
thinker, one of the literary as well as political 
juste-milieu. Again, his manner and style are 
thoroughly English. As his sympathies are, to a 
great degree, with English modes of thought and 
habit of action, so his language is a stream of 
English undefiled. All the territories which it has 
traversed have enriched, without coloring, its 
waters. Even the most valuable of German re- 
finements—such as that common one of subjective 
and objective—are sternly shyed. That philo- 
sophie diction which has been from Germany so 
generally transplanted, is denied admittance into 
Macaulay’s grounds, exciting a shrewd suspicion 
that he does not often require it for philosophical 
purposes. Scarcely a phrase or word is intro- 
duced which Swift would not have sanctioned. Jn 
anxiety to avoid a barbarous and Mosaic diction, 
he goes to the other extreme, and practises purism 
and elaborate simplicity. Perhaps under a weicht- 
ier burden, like Charon’s skiffsuch a style might 
break down; but, as it is, it floats on, and carries 
the reader with it, in all safety, rapidity, and case. 
Again, this writer has—apart from his clearness, 
his bridled paradox, and his English style—a 
power of interesting his readers, which we may 
call, for want of a more definite term, tact. This 
art he has taught himself gradually; for in his 
earlier articles, such as that on “ Milton,” and the 
“ Present Administration,” there were a prodigal- 
ity and a recklessness—a prodigality of image, 
and a recklessness of statement—which argued an 
impulsive nature, not likely so soon to subside into 
a tactician. Long ago, however, has he chan gé tout 
cela. Now he can set his elaborate passages at 
proper distances from each other; he peppers his 
page more sparingly with the condiments of meta- 
phor and image ; he interposes anecdotes to break 
the blaze of his splendor; he consciously stands 
at ease, nay, condescends to nod, the better to pre- 
pare his reader, and breathe himself for a grand 
gallop; and though he has not the art to conceal 
his art, yet he has the skill always to fix his reader 
—always to write, as he himself says of Horace 
Walpole, ‘ what everybody will like to read.” Still 
further, and finally, he has a quality different from 
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and superior to all these—he has genuine hterary 
enthusiasm, which public life has not yet been able 
to chill. He is not an mspired child, but he is 
still an ardent schoolboy, and what many count and 
call his literary vice we count his literary salvation. 
It is this unfeigned love of letters and genius which 
(dexterously managed, indeed) is the animating 
and inspiring element of Macaulay’s better crit- 
icisms, and the redeeming point in his worse. It 
is a love which many waters have been unable to 
destroy, and which shall burn till death. When 
he retires from public life, like Lord Grenville, he 
may say, ‘‘I return to Plato and the Iliad.” 

We must be permitted, ere we close, a few re- 
marks on some of his leading papers. Milton was 
his ** Reuben—his first-born—the beginning of 
his strength ;"’ and thought by many ‘‘ the excel- 
lency of dignity, and the excellency of power.” 
It was gorgeous as an eastern tale. He threw 
such a glare about Milton that at times you could 
not see him. The article came clashing down on 
the floor of our literature like a gauntlet of defi- 
ance, and all wondered what young Titan could 
have launched it. Many inquired, ‘‘ Starting at 
such a rate, whither is he likely to got”? Mean- 
while the wiser, while admiring, quietly smiled, 
and whispered in reply, ‘‘ At such a rate no man 
can or ought to advance.” Meanwhile, too, a 
tribute to Milton from across the waters, less bril- 
liant, but springing from a more complete and 
mellow sympathy with him, though at first over- 
powered, began steadily and slowly to gain the 
superior suffrage of the age, and from that pride 
of place has not yet receded. On the contrary, 
Macaulay’s paper he himself now treats as the 
brilliant bastard of his mind. Of such splendida 
vilia he need not be ashamed. We linger as we 
remember the wild delight with which we first read 
his picture of the Puritans, ere it was hackneyed 
by quotation, and ere we thought it a rhetorical 
bravura. How burning his printof Dante? The 
best frontispiece to this paper on Milton would be 
the figure of Robert Hall, at the age of sixty, ly- 
ing on his back, and learning Italian, in order to 
verify Macaulay's description of the ‘‘ Man that 
had been in Hell.” 

In what a different light does the review of Cro- 
ker’s Boswell exhibit our author? He sets out 
like Shenstone, by saying, “t I will, I will be wit- 
ty; and like him, the will and the power are 
equal. Macaulay’s wit is always sarcasm—sar- 
casm embittered by indignation, and yet perform- 
ing its minute dissections with judicial gravity. 
Here he catches his Rhadamanthus of the Shades, 
in the upper air of literature, and his vengeance is 
more ferocious than his wont. He first flays, then 
kills, then tramples, and then hangs his victim in 
chains. It is the onset of one whose time is short, 
and who expects reprisals in another region. Nor 
will his sarcastic vein, once awakened against 
Croker, sleep till it has scorched poor Bozzy to 
ashes, and even singed the awful wig of Johnson. 
We cannot comprehend Macaulay's fury at Bos- 
well, whom he crushes with a disproportionate ex- 
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penditure of power and anger. Nor can we coin- 
cide with his eloquent enforcement of the opinion, 
first propounded by Burke, then seconded by Mack- 
intosh, and which seems to have become general, 
that Johnson is greater in Boswell’s book than in 
his own works. To this we demur. Boswell’s 
book gives us little idea of Johnson’s eloquence, 
or power of grappling with higher subjects— 
‘‘ Rassellas’”’ and the ‘‘ Lives of the Poets” do. 
Boswell’s book does justice to Johnson’s wit, read- 
iness, and fertility ; but if we would see the full 
force of his fancy, the full energy of his invective, 
and his full sensibility to, and command over, the 
moral sublime, we must consult such papers in the 
< Idler” as that wonderful one on the Vultures, or 
in the ‘‘ Rambler,” as Anningait and Ajut, his 
London, and his Vanity of Human Wishes. Bos- 
well, we venture to assert, has not saved one great 
sentence of his idol—such as we may find pro- 
fusely scattered in his own writings—nor has re- 
corded fully any of those conversations, in which, 
pitted against Parr or Burke, he talked his best. 
If Macaulay merely means that Boswell, through 
what he has preserved, and through his own un- 
ceasing admiration, gives us a higher conception 
of Johnson’s every-day powers of mind than his 
writings supply, he is right; but in expressly 
claiming the immortality for that ‘‘ careless table- 
talk,” which he denies to the works, and forget- 
ting that the works discover higher faculties in 
special display, we deem him mistaken. 

In attacking Johnson’s style, Macaulay is, un- 
consciously, a suicide—not that his style is 
modelled upon Johnson’s, or that he abounds 
in sesgui-pedalia verba—he has never needed large 
or new words, either to cloak up mere common- 
place, or to express absolute originality—but many 
of the faults he charges against Johnson belong 
to himself. Uniformity of march—want of flex- 
ibility and ease—consequent difficulty in adapting 
itself to common subjects—perpetual and artfully 
balanced antithesis, were, at any rate, once pecu- 
liarities of Macaulay’s writings, as well as of John- 
son’s, nor are they yet entirely relinquished. Af- 
ter all, such faults are only the awkward steps of 
the elephant, which only the monkey can deride. 
Or we may compare them to the unwieldy, but 
sublime movements of a giant telescope, which 
turns slowly and solemnly, as if in time and tune 
with the stately steps of majesty with which the 
great objects it contemplates are revolving. 

The article on Byron, for light and sparkling 
brilliance, is Macaulay’s finest paper. Perhaps it 
is not sufficiently grave or profound for the subject. 
There are, we think, but two modes of properly 
writing about Byron—the one is the Monody, the 
other the Impeachment: this paper is neither. 
Mere criticism over such dread dust is impertinent ; 
mere panegyric impossible. Either with condem- 
nation melting down in irrepressible tears, or with 
tears drying up in strong censure, should we ap- 
proach the memory of Byron, if, indeed, eternal 
silence were not better still. 

Over one little paper we are apt to pause with a 
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peculiar fondness—the paper on Bunyan. As no 
one has greater sympathy with the spirit of the 
Puritans without having any with their peculiar 
sentiments than Carlyle, so no one sympathizes 
more with the literature of that period, without 
much else in common (unless we except Southey) 
as Macaulay. The ‘‘ Pilgrim’s Progress” is to 
him, as to many, almost a craze. He cannot 
speak calmly about it. It continues to shine in 
the purple light of youth ; and, amid all the paths 
he has traversed, he has never forgotten that im- 
mortal path which Bunyan’s genius has so boldly 
mapped out, so variously peopled, and so richly 
adorned. How can it be forgotten, since it is at 
once the miniature of the entire world, and a type 
of the progress of every earnest soul? The City 
of Destruction, the Slough of Despond, the Delec- 
table Mountains, the Valley of the Shadow of 
Death, Beulah, and the Black River, are still 
extant, unchangeable realities, as long as man con- 
tinues to be tried and to triumph. But it is less 
in this typical aspect than as an interesting tale 
that Macaulay seems to admire it. Were we to 
look at it in this light alone, we should vastly pre- 
fer ‘‘ Turpin’s Ride to York,” or ‘‘ Tam O’Shan- 
ter’s Progress to Alloway Kirk.” But as an 
unconscious mythic history of man’s moral and 
spiritual advance, its immortality is secure, though 
its merits are as yet in this point little appreciated. 
Bunyan, indeed, knew not what he did; but then 
he spake inspired; his deep heart prompted him 
to say that to which all deep hearts in all ages 
should respond; and we may confidently predict 
that never shall that road be shut up or deserted. 
As soon stop the current or change the course of 
the black and bridgeless river. 

We might have dwelt, partly in praise and 
partly in blame, on some of his other articles— 
might, for instance, have combatted his slump and 
summary condemnation, in ‘‘ Dryden,” of Ossian’s 
poems—poems which, striking, as they did, all 
Europe to the soul, must have had some merit, 
and which, laid for years to the burning heart of 
Napoleon, must have had some corresponding fire. 
That, said Coleridge, of Thomson’s ‘‘ Seasons,” 
lying on the cottage window-sill, is true fame ; 
but was there no true fame in the fact that Napo- 
leon, as he bridged the Alps, and made at Lodi 
impossibility itself the slave of his genius, had these 
poems in his travelling carriage? Could the chosen 
companion of such a soul, in such moments, be 
altogether false and worthless? Ossian’s Poems we 
regard as a ruder ‘‘ Robbers’’—a real though 
clouded voice of poetry, rising in a low age, proph- 
esying and preparing the way for the miracles which 
followed; and we doubt if Macaulay himself has 
ever equalled some of the nobler flights of Macpher- 
son. We may search his writings long ere we find 
anything so sublime, though we may find many pas- 
sages equally ambitious, as the Address to the Sun. 

He closes his collected articles with his Warrer. 
Hastings, as with a grand finale. This we read 
with the more interest, as we fancy it a chapter 
extracted from his forthcoming history. As such 
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it justifies our criticism by anticipation. Its per- 
sonal and literary sketches are unequalled, gar- 
nished as they are with select scandal, and sur- 
rounded with all the accompaniments of dramatic 
art. Hastings’ trial is a picture to which that of 
Lord Erskine, highly wrought though it be, is 
vague and forced, and which, in its thick and 
cruded magnificence, reminds you of the descrip- 
tions of Tacitus, or (singular connection!) of the 
paintings of Hogarth. As in Hogarth, the vanety 
of figures and circumstances is prodigious, and 
each and all bear upon the main object, to which 
they point hke fingers; so from every face, fig- 
ure, aspect, and attitude, in the crowded hall of 
Westminster, light rushes on the brow of Hast- 
ings, who seems a fallen god in the centre of the 
god-like radiance. Even Fox’s ‘‘ sword” becomes 
significant, and seems to thirst for the pro-consul’s 
destruction. But Macaulay, though equal to 
descriptions of men in all difficult and even sublime 
postures, never describes scenery well. His land- 
scapes are too artificial and elaborate. When, for 
example, he paints Paradise in Byron, or Pande- 
monium in Dryden, it is by parts and parcels, and 
you see him pausing and rubbing his brows 
between each lovely or each terrible item. The 
scene reluctantly comes, or rather is pulled into 
view, in slow and painful series. It does not rush 
over his eye, and require to be detained in its 
giddy passage. Hence his picture of India in 
Hastings is an admirable picture of an Indian vil- 
lage, but not of India, the country. You have the 
“ old oaks’’—the graceful maiden with the pitcher 
on her head—the courier shaking his bunch of 
iron rings to scare away the hyenas—but where 
are the eternal bloom, the immemorial temples, 
the vast blood-spangled mists of superstition, idol- 
atry, and caste, which brood over the sweltering 
land—the Scotlands of jungle, lighted up by the 
eyes of tigers as with infernal stars—the Ganges, 
the lazy deity of the land, creeping down reluc- 
tantly to the sca—the heat, encompassing the 
country like a sullen, sleepy hell—the swift steps 
of tropical Death, heard amid the sulphury silence 
—the ancient monumental look proclaiming that 
all things here continue as they were from the 
foundation of the world, or seen in the hazy dis- 
tance as the girdle of the land—the highest peaks 
of earth soaring up toward the sun, Sirius, the 
throne of God! Macaulay too much separates 
the material from the moral aspects of the scene, 
instead of blending them together as exponents of 
the one great fact, India. 

But we must stop. Ere closing, however, we 
are tempted to add, as preachers do, a solid infer- 
ence or two from our previous remarks. First, 
we think we can indicate the field on which Mr. 
Macaulay is likely yet to gain his truest and per- 
manent fame. It is in writing the Literary His- 
tory of his country. Such a work is still a desid- 
eratum; and no living writer is so well qualified 
by his learning and peculiar gifts—by his powers 
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and prejudices—by his strength and his weakness, 
to supply it. In this he is far more assured of 
success than in any political or philosophical his- 
tory. With what confidence and delight would 
the public follow his guidance, from the times of 
Chaucer to those of Cowper, when our literature 
ceased to be entirely natural, and even a stage or 
two further! Of such a ‘‘ progress” we proclaim 
him worthy to be the Great-heart! Secondly, 
we infer from a retrospect of his whole career, 
the evils of a too easy and a too early success. It 
is by an early Achillean baptism alone that men 
can secure Achillean invulnerability, or confirm 
Achillean strength. This was the redeeming 
point in Byron’s history. Though a lord, he had © 
to undergo a stern training, which indurated and 
strengthened him to a pitch, which all the after 
blandishments of society could not weaken. Soci- 
ety did not—m spite of our author—spoil him by 
its favor, though it infuriated him by its resent- 
ment. But he has been the favored and petted 
child of good fortune. There has been no 
‘* crook,” till of late, either in his political or lit- 
erary ‘‘ lot.” If he has not altogether inherited, 
he has approached, the verge of the curse, ‘‘ Woe 
to you, when all men shall speak well of you.” 
No storms have unbared his mind te its depths. 
It has been his uniformly to— 


‘¢ Pursue the triumph and partake the gale.” 


Better all this for his own peace than for his 
power, or for the permanent effect of his writings. 

Let us congratulate him, finally, on his tempo- 
rary defeat. A few more such victories as he had 
formerly gained, and he had been undone. A few 
more such defeats, and if he be, as we believe, 
essentially a man, he may yet, in the ‘‘ strength 
of the lonely,” in the consciousness and terrible 
self-satisfaction of those who deem themselves 
injuriously assailed, perform such deeds of derring- 
do as shall abash his adversaries and astonish even 
himself. 


ON SEEING SOME ANCIENT TOMBS OF THE CON- 
STANTINES, 


ERECTED, BY THE SULTAN’S ORDERS, NEAR THE 
MOSQUE OF ST. SOPHIA, AT CONSTANTINOPLE. 


Bzneatu Sophia’s wondrous dome I stood, 
And witnessed on her walls the cross etlaced, 
And Islam’s emblems o’er her altars placed ; 
And then before my mind that day of blood 
Arose, when, spite of all that valor eould, 
Byzantium fell, o’erwhelmed, but not disgraced : 
Then, quenched beneath the Moslem’s fiery flood 
Seemed the bright star of Christendom erased. 
But I went forth, and even by the door 
A handful of quiet men, with toil and care, 
Upreared an ancient tomb with honor there, 
And, looking for the emblem that it bore, 
I marked the fair broad cross of Constantine 
Upon its side. —This also is a sign. 

Tait’s Magazine. 
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THE INDIAN SUMMER— THE OLD CHURCH. 


From the Newark Daily Advertiser. 
THE INDIAN SUMMER. 


STRANGE season, evanescent 
As childhood’s sunny thought— 
How sad, and yet how pleasant, 
Are the feelings thou hast brought! 
The sky is bright above us— 
The air as bland as June, 
And the brook to joy would move us. 
By its happy little tune. 


But we miss the merry singing 
Of the birds among the trees, 

And the flowers, that late were flinging 
Their odors on the breeze ; 

And the cattle that were feeding 
Upon the mountain-side— 

And the flocks their young ones leading. 
Where the rivulets do glide. 


Now, we only hear the rustle 
Of the dry leaves as we tread ; 

Or the timid squirrel startle 
From the branches overhead ; 

Or the sportman’s gun resounding 
Among the naked hills ; 

Or his greyhound’s fleet foot bounding 
Across the rocks and rills. 


We feel the sun of summer, 
But its verdure do not see, 

While there comes a whispered murmur 
From every leafless tree, 

Which checks the voice of gladness 
That else might ring again, 

And brings a drowsy sadness 
To fasten on the brain. 


Yes ’tis the Inpran summer, 
For treacherous are its beams— 
And as fading as the glimmer 
Of happiness in dreams. 
The very mists of morning, 
Tho’ heralding fair days, 
Are shadowy forms of warning 
Which vanish while we gaze. 


Thus summer’s ghost keeps beckoning 
Our willing feet to roam, 
While we forget the reckoning 
Of winter’s day to come ; 
And yet, so sadly pleasant 
Is all we feel or see, 
That in this dreamy present 
Forever would we be. 


Newark, Nov. 1847. E. C.K. 


From the Richmond Southerner. 


Me. Enrror :—About five miles from the village 
of Smithfield, Isle of Wight county, Virginia, may 
be seen the ruins of an Episcopal Church, bearing 
a appearance of having been built in the earli- 
est days of the colonies. In the bosom of a forest 
of ancient trees, lonely and drear, stand the remains 
of a once neat and even splendid temple of worship. 
The tower and belfry are truly antique, and the 
butricesses, a part of architecture not known in these 
days, bear every mark of the ravages of time. 
The ivy clings to the crumbling brick, and even 
trees of from twelve to fifteen feet in height, have 
taken root in the crevices, and yearly put on their 
preen garments, and wave in the howling storm. 

he interior of the church presents a solemn view 
of the devastations of time, and the slow workings 


Jof the finger of decay. 
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The altar and pulpit are, 
it is true, of more recent structure ; but the Gothic 
character of the window, which once was orna- 
mented with stained glass, though now “bricked 
in,’’ proves the great antiquity of the edifice. 
Modern Vandals have made the walls a record of 
their names, their poetical abilities, and their wit; 
for it is a propensity to which most persons of the 
present age must plead guilty, to let their fellow- 
travellers to eternity know that they have held com- 
munion with times past and gone, by honoring a 
sacred relic with their attention. 

The earliest record of this venerable pile is a 
resolution before the trustees of the church, to 
appropriate a certain sum for repairs of the building ; 
and this was recorded over two hundred years ago. 
During the war, the building became the quarters 
for the British troops, who destroyed the stained 
window glass, and otherwise desecrated the sacred 
walls. Religious service was held in the building 
a few years back, but it now appears to be totally 
abandoned to the ravages of decay, the owl and the 
bat being the only tenants of its moss-covered walls. 
Some time since a number of citizens, curious to 
know something of its origin, dug at the four 
ae for the purpose of finding the corner stone, 
and ‘‘removing the deposits,’ but without suc- 
cess. Under the aisle were found the bones of a 
human being, supposed to be those of one of the 
original pastors, who died within the remembrance 
of an old negro man, now upwards of one hundred 
years of age. 

If the following lines, which were written within 
the walls of the venerable church a few days since, 
are worthy of a place in your journal, they are at 
your service :— 


THE OLD CHURCH. 


I stand within the forest drear, 
A clear blue sky is o'er my head ; 
The gnarled oak, with leaves all sere, 
Looks down upon the sleeping dead. 
The broken slab no record bears 
Of those who lie the turf beneath ; 
And thro’ the pine’s mysterious airs 
The winds of winter seem to breathe. 


The lizard and the adder sleep 
Beneath the cold and crumbling stone ; 
And ivy tendrils, as they creep, . 
Seem uttering, ‘* Alone—alone 
Alone! the dreary wind replies ; 
Alone! the forest monarch groans ; 
Alone! the gurgling streamlet sighs ; 
Alone! reécho dead men’s bones. 


Aye—all alone! thou dreary pile ! 
Forsaken by the human throng, 
Who once passed up thy hallowed aisle, 
And praised our God in heavenly song. 
The owlet hoots where holy priest 
Breathed strains of pious eloquence, 
And minister’d the sacred feast 
To Christians bent in penitence. 


The bell no longer calls to prayers, 
Or blithely rings the nuptial peal; 
Thy worshippers—long sleep is theirs! 
And death hath fixed the lover’s seal. 
The living linger round thy walls 
To hold communion with the dead, 
And hear the spirit voice that calls 
The wearied to a calmer bed. 
Norfolk, Jan. 23 1847. 
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From the London Morning Herald, Nov. 2. 


SUCCESSFUL RESULT OF THE HUDSON’S BAY 
COMPANY'S ARCTIC EXPEDITION. 


Ir is known thatin July, 1846, the Hudson’s Bay 
Company despatched an expedition of 13 persons 
from Fort Churchill, in Hudson’s bay, under the 
command of Dr. John Rae, for the purpose of sur- 
veying the unexplored portion of the Arctic coast 
at the north-eastern angle of the American conti- 
nent. This expedition has now returned, after 
having traced the coast all the way from the Lord 
Mayor’s bay of Sir John Ross to within a few miles 
of the Straits of the Fury and the Hecla—thus 
proving Sir John Ross to have been correct in 
stating Boothia Felix to be a peninsula. The de- 
tails will be found in the following abstract of a report 
just received by the Hudson’s Bay Company :— 


To the Governor, Deputy Governor, and Committee 
of the Hon. Hudson's Bay Company. 

Hon. Sirs—I have the honor to inform you that 
the expedition under my charge, which left Churchill 
on the 5th of July, 1846, for the purpose of tracing 
the coast of America between Dease and Simpson’s 
furthest, and the strait of the Fury and Hecla, re- 
turned in safety to this place on the 6th inst., after 
having, by travelling ovet the ice and snow in the 
spring, surveyed the coast from the Lord Mayor’s 
bay of Sir John Ross to within eight or ten miles 
of the Fury and Hecla strait; thus proving that 
eminent navigator was correct in stating Boothia 
Felix to be a portion of the American continent. 

After leaving Churchill the crews of the boats 
were divided into watches, so that we continued 
under sail day and night whenever the weather was 
sufficiently moderate. 

On the 15th, when about 10 miles to the north 
of Cape Fullerton, we first met with ice, which was 
so heavy and closely packed that it was at last found 
necessary to seek shelter in a deep and narrow inlet 
that opportunely presented itself. We were de- 
tained here two days, during which I found that 
our harbor formed the estuary of a considerable 
stream, on the beach near the mouth of which a 
great number of seals were lying. The latitude, 
64d. 6m. 45s. north, was observed; variation of 
the compass, 22d. 10m. west. 

We reached the most southerly opening of Wa- 
ger river on the 22d, and were detained all day by 
immense quantities of heavy ice driving in with the 
flood and out again with the ebb tide, which ran at 
the rate of seven or eight miles an hour, forcing up 
the ice and grinding it against the rocks, causing a 
noise resembling thunder. 

On the 23d we made the traverse from the south 
to the north side of the entrance of Wager river 
with some difficulty, and holding on our course to- 
ward Repulse bay, about 7 P. M. on the 24th we 
rounded Cape Hope, and sailed up during the night 
to within eight miles of the head of the bay, where 
we cast anchor for a few hours, under shelter of a 
small island near its south shore. 

At three P. M. on the 25th we entered Gibson’s 
cove, on the banks of which I was rejoiced to ob- 
serve three Esquimaux tents, and four of the natives 
standing on the shore. They appeared much 
alarmed at our approach ; but their fears were soon 
dispelled on my landing with the interpreter, and 
explaining our friendly intentions toward them. 
None of the party had ever visited Churchill, but 
one or two of the women had seen Capt. Parry's 
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still wore beads round their wrists which they had ob- 
tained from on board those vessels. They had never 
heard nor seen anything of Sir John Franklin. 

From a chart drawn by one of the party I inferred 
that the Arctic sea (named Akkoolee) to the west 
of Melville peninsula, was not more than 40 miles 
distant, ina N. N. W. direction, and that about 35 
miles of the distance was occupied by deep lakes ; 
so that we would have only five miles of land to 
drag our boat over, a mode of proceeding which I 
had decided upon, even had the distance been much 
greater, in preference to going round by the Fury 
and Hecla strait. 

Having unloaded the boats, and placed one of 
them, with the greater part of the cargo, in security, 
the other was hauled three miles up a rapid and 
narrow river, which flowed from one of the lakes 
we were to pass through. This work occupied us 
the whole of the 26th, as the current was very 
strong, and the channel so full of large boulder 
stones, that the men were frequently up to the waist 
in ice-cold water while lifting or launching the boat 
over these impediments. 

Our landing-place was found to be in latitude 
66d. 32m. 1s. north. The rate of the chronometer 
had become so irregular that it could not be de- 
pended upon for finding the longitude. During the 
winter it stopped altogether. 

On the 27th, leaving one man in charge of our 
stores, &c., which were placed en cacho on the rocks 
and covered with oilcloths, the rest of the party, 
assisted by three Esquimaux, carried what baggage 
and provisions were necessary to the boat. The 
distance from this part of the river to where it issues 
from the lake being only a mile and a half, and the 
current being less rapid, we soon reached the lake, 
which was six miles long, and varied from half a 
mile to 200 yards in breadth, its depth being in 
some places upward of 30 fathoms. 

After traversing several lakes, and crossing over 
six portages, on the Ist of August we entered a 
shallow stream flowing to the northward. Follow- 
ing this, we arrived at the sea at 5 P. M ., in lat. 
67d. 13m. north; longitude, by account, 57d. 30m. 
west. The tide being out, the men had some rest, 
which they much required after their hard labor. 

I expected to have got the boat floated during the 
night, but was disappointed, as the water did not 
rise by two feet so high as it had done the previous 
day ; a circumstance which I could account for only 
by a change of wind from north-west to south. 

Early on the morning of the 2d we carried the 
baggage a mile further down the stream and after- 
ward, with much trouble, dragged our boat over 
some shoals. 

We were now afloat in a salt water lake of a 
few miles in width, and we steered toward the only 
apparent opening, bearing north. On passing a 
point to our left two Esquimaux tents came into 
view. As we had not yet breakfasted, I went on 
shore, while the men were cooking, to ascertain if 
there were any inhabitants. After calling once or 
twice outside the door of one of the tents, an old 
woman popped out her head, and an aged man soon 
after appeared. From them J learned that the sea 
before us was continually full of ice, and could with 
difficulty be traversed in their kayaks, or small ca- 
noes. 

Appearances led me to suppose that this informa- 
tion was correct, but it was necessury to judge for 
myself, and at least make an attempt to get forward, 
although not a pool of open water could be seen to 


‘Ships both at Igloo-lik and Winter island, and they-| seaward. 
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After landing three of our men, who had assisted 
us across, and were to return to Repulse bay, and 
giving some presents to our new friends, we pushed 
off, and stood to the north-west among heavy and 
closely packed ice, through which we made very 
little progress. Ranges of low granite hills lined 
the coast, at some places a few hundred yards dis- 
tant from it, at other places projecting into the sea. 

After tracing the shore for 11 miles we passed a 
steep rocky point which was named Point Har- 
grave. When a few miles past Point Hargrave, 
being completely stopped by ice, we put on shore 
and found a large wooden sledge, half of which we 
cut up for fuel, intending to pay the owner, whom 
I was pretty sure of finding on my return. 

At 11 A. M. on the 3d we rounded a high bluff 
cape, which was called after the lady of Sir John 
Henry Pelly, Bart., Governor of the Hudson’s Bay 
Company. 

It is situated in latitude 67d. 28m. north; lon- 
gitude, by account, 87d. 40m. west. 

With much exertion we advanced three miles 
beyond the cape when we were enclosed by the ice, 
so that we could neither advance nor retreat. The 
shore still kept its northwest trending, and presented 
a succession of low muddy points and alternate bays. 
Into each of the latter a tees ravine opened, which, 
during the melting of the snow in spring, must form 
the beds of considerable streams, although at pres- 
ent they were nearly dry. The tides here were 
very irregular in their height, one tide flowing 8 
or 10 fect, and the next not above half as much. 
The depth of water within 100 yards of the shore 
was from three to five fathoms on a bottom of mud 
and sand. 

There was a fresh breeze off shore on the 5th, 
which had but little effect upon the ice ; I therefore 
determined on returning, and if possible crossing 
over to Melville peninsula for the purpose of tracing 
its shores to the Fury and Hecla straits. By chop- 
ping off some pieces of ice and pushing aside 
others, after much exertion we succeeded in getting 
our boat among ice somewhat less closely packed. 
During our detention the weather had been so 
foggy that no observations of any value could be 
obtained ; our clothes were all the time either quite 
wet, or damp; our fuel was nearly expended, and 
we had much difficulty in finding water that was 
drinkable. 

I had travelled five miles along the coast, but the 
walking was so fatiguing that I gave up all hopes 
of performing the service on foot at this season. 

orking our way among the ice until a mile or 
two past Point Hargrave, there now appeared to be 
sufficient open water to allow us to cross over to 
Melville peninsula, the nearest point of which bore 
N. E. (true) distant 10 miles. 

We completed the traverse in five hours amid 
torrents of rain, accompanied by thunder and light- 
ning, the wind having shifted from south-west to 
east. 

Having secured the boats to the rocks, the men, 
although drenched to the skin, went immediately to 
sleep in their wet clothes, 18 hours’ hard work at 
a oars and ice poles having thoroughly tired them 
all. 

There was a thick fog with rain all the night of 
the 6th, but about six o’clock on the morning of 
the 7th a fresh breeze from S. E. dispe the 
mist. As soon as the weather cleared up we 
started, but our progress was very slow; in four 
hours we gained as many miles, and were again 
stopped by our constant enemy. Some deer were 
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seen feeding among the rocks, and I landed for the 
purpose of endeavoring to get some venison, but the 
animals were too shy to be approached. An hour’s 
sunshine dried our clothes and bedding, and thus 
made us feel rather more comfortable than we had 
been for some days past. The breeze having 
driven the ice a short distance off shore we ran a 
league to the north. The wind having increased 
toa gale it became dangerous to proceed among 
the ice; we therefore pushed for the shore, which 
was only a quarter of a mile distant, but we had 
much trouble in reaching it although pulling six 
oars, and ran much risk of being crushed by over- 
hanging masses of ice, under which we were 
obliged to pass. 

Early on the 8th it became calm, and so slight 
had been the effect of the late gale that the ice had 
nearly surrounded us before we got our anchor up. 
The boat could not be placed in safety here; J 
therefore decided on running back to our starting 
point, and there await some favorable change. A 
light breeze aided our retreat, but the ice followed 
close in our rear, and before we had been half an 
hour under shelter every spot of open water was 
filled up. 

I learned from our Esquimaux acquaintances 
that the deer had already commenced migrating 
southward. 

This being the case I prepared to walk across to 
Repulse bay, to learn how the men left there were 
eas ab as with the arrangements for winter- 
ing. aving three men in charge of the boat, I 
started on the 9th, incompany with the other three, 
and reached our destination on the following day at 
two P. M. A few deer had been shot and some 
salmon caught, but neither were yet abundant. 

The Esquimaux had gone to the lakes and sta- 
tioned themselves at the several deer passes, where 
they watch for and intercept the animals with their 
swift canoes, and spear them in the water. 

After mature consideration I determined on giving 
up all hopes of prosecuting the survey at present. 

My reasons for arriving at this conclusion I shall 
here briefly mention, as such a step may seem 
somewhat premature. I saw, from the state of the 
ice and the prevalence of northerly winds, that there 
was no likelihood of our completing the whole of 
the proposed survey this season; and, although 
ee of the coast, either toward the strait of the 

ury and Hecla or toward Dease and Simpson’s 
furthest, might be traced, yet to accomplish even 
this might detain us so long that there would be no 
time to make the necessary preparations for winter- 
ing, and we should thus be under the necessity of 
returning to Churchill without accomplishing the 
object of the expedition, or if we remained at 
Repulse bay run the risk of starving, for I could 
obtain no promise of supplies from the natives, and 
all the provisions that we carried with us amounted 
to not more than four months’ expenditure, which 
was all that our boats could carry. We should 
thus have to depend almost altogether on our own 
exertions for the means of existence both in regard 
to food and fuel. 

On the llth, retaining one man with myself, to 
guard our stores and attend the nets, the remaining 
six were sent to assist in bringing over the boat. 
They returned on the 15th, having been only two 
days crossing. ‘Two Esquimaux had accompanied 
them to assist and also to act as guides; three of 
the portages were thus avoided, and the party had 
likewise the advantage of a fine fair breeze in the 
lakes. The Esquimaux had wrought well and 
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were liberally rewarded. One of them, a merry 
little fellow, named Ivit-chuk, (Anglice Seahorse,) 
was engaged to accompany me on my intended 
spring journeys over the snow and ice. 

All hands were now busily occupied in making 
preparations for a long and cold winter. To build 
a house was our first object, and, there being no 
wood, stones were collected at a favorable spot, in 
a hollow on the north side of the river, a quarter of 
a mile from the sea. Our hunters, Nibitabo and 
Ouligbuck, were continually on the look-out for 
game, and whenever I had leisure I shouldered my 
rifle, and had frequently some fine sport among the 
deer, shooting seven one day within two miles of 
our encampment. 

On the 2d of September our house was finished. 
Its internal dimensions were 20 feet long by 14 feet 
broad ; height in front 7 1-2 feet, sloping to 5 1-2 
at the back. The roof was formed of oilcloths and 
moose skin coverings, the masts and oars of our 
boat serving as rafters. The door was made of 
parchment deer skins stretched over a frame of 
wood. It was named Fort Hope, and it was situ- 
ated in latitude 66d. 32m. 16s., north longitude (by 
a number of sets of lunar distances) 86d. 55m. 41s. 
west. The variation of the compass on 30th 
August, 1846, was 62d. 50m. 30s. west; dip of 
the needle 88d. 14m.; and the mean time of 100 
vertical vibrations in the line of declination was 
226s. 

During the open water, salmon were caught in 
the bay, but a marine insect, somewhat resembling 
a shrimp in miniature, cut up our nets so much that 
it was impossible to keep them in repair. Steeping 
the nets in strong decoction of tobacco had no 
effect. 

On the 16th of October the thermometer first fell 
to zero, and the greater part of the reindeer had 
fled. We had at this date shot 130 of these ani- 
mals, and during the remainder of the month, and 
in November, 32 more were killed, so that with 
200 partridges and a few salmon, our provision 
store (built of snow) was pretty well stocked. 

Sufficient fuel had been collected to last, if eco- 
nomically used, for cooking until spring, and I had 
shot a.couple of seals, which produced oil enough 
for our lamps. 

By nets set in the lakes under the ice, some sal- 
mon were caught, but the numbers caught were 
latterly so few that on the 4th of January the nets 
were taken up. 

Our house, long before that time, had become 
sufficiently cold, the temperature in my room (a 
small space separated from the rest of the dwelling 
by a partition of oilcloth) was frequently from 10d 
to 12d below zero. The men’s quarters, on account 
of the numbers crowded together, were rather less 
cold, nor did we receive any heat from our fire 
when cooking, as the chimney (not being built on 
the most approved principles) obstinately refused to 
allow any smoke to pass through it without the 
door being open. Fortunately the majority of the 
party had been accustomed to cold weather, and 
being all in excellent health our trifling discomforts 
furnished the subject of many a joke. 

The winter was extremely stormy ; indeed, so 
much so that frequently we could not move 50 
yards from the house for several days together. 
On those occasions we took only one meal per day. 
The prevailing winds were from the northwestward, 
and the lowest temperature we expericnced, 47d. 
below zero, secured on the 8th of January. 

` Toward the end of February preparations for our 
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spring journeys were commenced. Two sleds, 
resembling those used by the Esquimaux, were 
made by nailing together some of the battens which 
formed the ceiling of our boats. 

In the beginning of March the reindeer began to 
migrate northward, but were very shy. One was 
shot by Nibitabo on the lth. 

I had intended setting out on my journey over 
the land and ice on the Ist of April, but an accident 
that happened to Ouligbuck detained me until the 
5th, on which day I left Fort Hope, in company 
with three men, the Esquimaux, I[bit-chuck, and 
Ouligbuck’s son, as interpreter. 

Our bedding and provisions were placed on two 
sledges, each drawn by four dogs; for two days 
our route was the same as that by boat through the 
lakes last autumn. On the 7th, when two miles 
from the sea, we struck across land to the west- 
ward, and built our snow house on a small lake 
four miles from Point Hargrave. This being the 
last fresh water lake we were likely to see for some 
days, our sled runners were re-iced, and an Esqui- 
maux who had assisted us thus far with his sled 
and dogs returned to his home. 

A strong breeze of head wind, with thick snow 
drift, impeded our progress on the 8th, but we nev- 
ertheless advanced seven miles beyond Cape Lady 
Pelly before encamping. The 9th proved fine, 
and the ice was less rough than that passed over 
the previous day, but our dogs began to fail, and 
one of them having become quite useless was shot. 

About mid-day on the 10th we arrived opposite a 
rounded point which was named Cape Weynton. 
Our course now lay across a bay about six miles 
deep and ten wide, which received the name of 
Colville, in honor of the deputy governor of the 
company. Not being able to reach the land on its 
north side, we built our house upon the ice. The 
north point of the bay, which we reached the fol- 
lowing forenoon, was called Beaufort, after the 
citrine and scientific hydrographer to the Admi- 
raity. 

The land, which had hitherto been rocky, and 
ran ina N.N. W. direction, now turned to the 
north and became gradually more level, exhibiting 
every indication of a limestone country. Our next 
eget ent was in Keith bay, situated in lat. 68d. 
17m. N., lon. 88d. 22m. W. 

The coast here took a sharp turn to the west- 
ward, and our Esquimaux companion informed me 
that by crossing overland, in a northwest direction, 
to a large bay which he had formerly visited, we 
should shorten our distance considerably. I decided 
on adopting the plan proposed, and left the coast 
on the morning of the 12th. 

On the 15th, which was very stormy, with a 
temperature of 20 deg. below zero, we arrived at 
the steep mud banks of the bay spoken of by our 
guide, and called by him, Ak-ku-li-gu-wiak. Its 
surface was marked with a number of high rocky 
islands, towards the highest of which (six or seven 
miles distant) we directed our course, and were 
before sunset comfortably housed under a snow roof. 
We had the extreme good fortune to find some fuel 
by digging under the snow, and could thus afford 
to have our pemmican warmed and a kettle of tea 
made. A gale of north wind made this the coldest 
day we had been exposed to during the journey, 
and not one of the party (not even the Esquimaux,) 
escaped without being severely marked on the face. 

As the dogs were now nearly useless I deter- 
mined on leaving them here with some of the party 
including the Esquimaux, for the purpose of recruit- 
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ing their strength and, if possible, .o kill seals, 
which were numerous, while I, with two of the 
men, proceeded to trace the remainder ot the unex- 
plored coast. The 16th was so stormy that we 
could not attempt to cross the bay, but a search 
was made among the islands for Esquimaux, the 
recent foot-tracks of two of whom had been noticed 
the previous day. No natives were found, although 
there were nuinerous signs of their having been in 
the neighborhood a few days before. 

Early in the morning of the 17th I set out in 
company with two of the men, for the purpose of 
following the coast to some point surveyed by Sir 
John Ross, as I now felt confident that that veteran 
discoverer was correct in his opinion as to Boothia 
Felix being part of the American continent. We 
directed our course to the furthest visible land which 
bore N. W. (true.) 

The weather was beautiful but cold, and the ice 
being smooth a brisk walk of 17 miles brought us 
to the point towards which we had been proceed- 
ing, in tine to obtain a meridian observation of the 
sun. Cape Berens is situated in latitude 69d. 4m. 
12s. north, and longitude 90d. 35s. west. It is 
formed entirely of granite, partially covered with 
moss. Thirteen miles beyond this we arrived at 
two narrow points in the small bay, between which 
we built our snow hut, which being made too small 
we passed a rather uncomfortable night. Bed and 
bedding for the party consisted of one blanket and a 
hairy deer skin, the latter being placed on the snow 
to prevent our clothes getting wet. 

he shore still trended tothe N. W., and we had 
not travelled more than four leagues on the 18th, 
when the coast took a sharp turn to the eastward. 
We had been tracing the west side of a deep inlet 
which was named Halkett, after one of the members 
of your hon. board. 

As we were now near the latitude and longitude 
of Lord Mayor’s bay of Sir John Ross, I struck 
across Jand nearly in a north direction and, at noon, 
when passing over a considerable lake, the latitude 
69d. 26m. 1s. north was observed. Advancing 
three miles beyond this we reached another lake, 
and as there was yet no appearance of the sea, I 
ordered my companions to build a snow hut and 
search for fuel while I went to look for the coast. 

A walk of twenty minutes brought me to an inlet 
not more than a quarter of a mile wide. This I 
traced to the westward for three miles, when my 
course was again obstructed by land. Ascending 
some high rocks, from which a good view could be 
obtained, I thought I could distinguish rough ice in 
the desired direction. With renewed hopes I set 
out at a rapid pace, plunging among deep snow, 
scrambling over rocks and through rough ice, until 
I gained some rising ground close to the beach. 
From the spot where I now stood, as far as the eye 
could see to the north-west Jay a large extent of 
ice-covered sea, studded with innumerable islands. 
Lord Mayor's bay was before me, and the islands 
were those named by Sir John Ross the Sons of 
the Clergy of the Church of Scotland. 

The isthmus which connects the land to the 
northward with Boothia Felix is only one mile 
broad and, to judge by the number of stone marks 
set up on it, appears to be a favorite resort of the 
natives. Its latitude is 69d. 31m. north, longitude 
by account, 91d. 29m. 30s. west. With a grateful 
heart to Him who had thus brought our journey so 
far to a successful termination, I began to retrace 
my steps toward my companions, and at a late hour 
reached the snow hut—an excellent roomy one—in 
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which J enjoyed a pleasant night’s rest after the 
fatigues of the day. 

On the following morning, after taking possession 
of our discoveries with the usual formalities, we 
traced the inlet eastward. When we had gone four 
miles, the land to our left turned up to the north, 
leaving an opening in that direction two miles wide, 
bounded on the east by one or more islands. The 
strait separating these from the mainland was in 
some places very narrow, and ran about south. 
Finding on the morning of the 20th that we were 
at the head of a deep inlet, I was obliged to take 
the straightest route across land toward our snow 
hut of the 17th, as our provisions were all but con- 
sumed. ‘There were many steep hills to be climbed 
and deep ravines to be crossed before we reached 
Halkett inlet. This we at last effected a little be- 
fore mid-day; the snow being very soft, made the 
distance, only 10 miles, appear like 20. We 
reached our old hut at 2 P.M. One of the men 
suffered so much from fatigue and inflammation of 
the eyes that I went on alone during the following 
day, leaving Corriga], a fine able young Orkney- 
man, to come on at a slower pace with his lame 
companion. 

When five miles from the island where the rest 
of the party had been left, I was met by four Esqui- 
maux whom J had not seen before. After shaking 
hands with them they wished me to visit their houses 
which were close at hand; but as my men were 
not in sight, and as I was quite unarmed, I declined 
the invitation, but with some trouble prevailed on 
them to follow me to our encampment. ‘This was 
a fortunate meeting for us, as we obtained a quan- 
tity of rele etapa for fuel and dog's food, and 
some of the flesh and blood of the same animal for 
our own use. A couple of fine large dogs were 
also bought. 

As we were all more or less affected with snow- 
blindness, and the dogs were still weak, we re- 
mained on the island, which I found to be situated 
in latitude 68d. 53m. 44s. north; longitude, by 
account, 89d. 56m. west. It is formed almost en- 
tirely of granite, and is upward of 730 feet above 
the level of the sea. From the highest point of it 
I obtained a fine’ view of the bay, and I was thus 
saved the trouble of tracing its shores. Jt extends 
16 or 18 miles to the southward, and contains a 
number of rocky islands, the highest of them being 
that on which we encamped. 

The bay was named Pelly bay, after the governor 
of the company ; and the group of islands, Harrison 
islands. 

Having now as much seal’s flesh and blood as 
would maintain us for six days on half allowance, 
I determined on tracing the shores of the Jand over 
which we had travelled on our outward journey. 

We set out on the morning of the 24th, and di- 
rected our course to the eastward of the north ; the 
coast preserved this trending for 25 miles, and then 
ran eight miles due east, furming a cape which was 
named Cape Chapman. We now turned south- 
east, and continued this course 40 miles, and finally 
south 35 miles, which brought us to Keith bay on 
the 30th, when, on account of a strong gale of wind 
and thick drifts, we had much trouble in finding a 
small ‘“ cacho’’ of provisions left here in passing. 

The whole of the land which we had traced dur- 
ing the last seven days was low and flat, and very 
regular in its outline, there being few or no bays 
and points. It was named Simpson’s peninsula. 

During the remainder of our journey we followed, 
as nearly as possible, the same route as that by 
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which we had passed in the opposite direction, and 
arrived at Repulse bay, on the Sth of May, all 
safe and well, but as black as negroes, from the 
combined effects of frost bites and oil smoke. 

At our winter quarters everything had gone on 
prosperously. 

Having still to trace the west shore of Melville 
peninsula, I started for this purpose on the evening 
of the 13th of May, intending to travel by night with 
a chosen party of four men. 

Our course to the sea was nearly due north, 
through a chain of lakes, and on the 16th we built 
our snow hut on Cape Thomas Simpson, in lat. 
67d 19m. 14s. north, long. 87d. west, a rocky point 
which I had visited last autumn in the boat. From 
this place I sent back a fatigue party of three men 
and a sledge of dogs that had assisted us thus far. 
As the dogs were of little use during the last jour- 
ney I took none with me now. 

e left our snow hut on the evening of the 16th, 
each of the men being laden with about 70 Ib. 
weight, while I carried my instruments, books, 
&c., weighing altogether 401b. Two blankets and 
as many hairy deer skins constituted the bedding of 
the party. Our progress was very slow, as the ice 
was rough and the snow both soft and deep. 

We advanced only 12 miles the first night. On 
the 17th we crossed a bay 18 miles wide, and en- 
camped at its north point, opposite to which, and 
within two miles of the shore, there is a large 
island, which was honored with the name of his 
royal highness the Prince of Wales. A small 
island to the south of this was called Sabine island. 

The general trending of the coast was now N. N. 
E. Near the shore the banks were high and steep, 
and, where visible through the snow, appeared to 
be formed of sand, shingle, mud, and granite boulder 
stones, while a range of rocky hills, of various but 
not great altitudes, were to be seen a few miles 
inland. 

On the 20th we were detained 24 hours by stormy 
weather at Cape Lady Simpson, a long point, in lat- 
itude 68d. 10m. north, longitude 854. 53m. west. 
We rounded Selkirk bay (called after the noble 
earl of that name) on the 21st, and after passing a 
number of small points and bays we encamped on 
what at first appeared to be a part of the main land, 
but which was afterwards found to be an island. 
Our snow house on the 25th was built in latitude 
68d. 48m. north, longitude 85d. 4m. west, near a 
small stream, frozen (like all others we had passed) 
to the bottom. 

We had not yet obtained a drop of water of 
nature’s thawing, and fuel being rather a scarce 
article, we sometimes took small kettles of snow 
under the blanket with us, to thaw it by the heat 
of our bodies. 

Leaving two men to endeavor to fish and shoot, 
{ went forward with the others and crossed Garry 
bay, passing inside a number of islets. 

Our course on the following night lay to the 
westward of north, the coast being high and rocky, 
and indented with numerous inlets. 

After accomplishing 20 miles in a straight line 
we encamped; as the weather looked fine we did 
not build our usual comfortable lodgings, which I 
had afterward cause to regret, as a heavy fall of 
snow soon came on. We were now in latitude 
69d. 19m. 39s. north, and longitude 85d. 4m. west. 

The latter is evidently erroneous, as I had neither 
chronometer nor watch that I could place depen- 
dence upon, and the compasses were much affected 
by local attraction. 
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Our provisions being nearly exhausted, I could 
proceed only half a day’s journey further north- 
ward, being obliged to return the same night to our 
present quarters. Leaving one of the men, I set 
out with the other. 

The snow fell fast, and the walking was ex- 
tremely fatiguing. After advancing 10 miles the 
land turned sharp to the eastward, but as the 
weather was thick I could not see how far it trended 
in this direction. 

When we had waited here nearly an hour, the 
sky cleared up, and I discovered that we were on 
the south shore of a considerable bay, and could 
trace the coast to the northward for about 12 miles 
beyond it. 

o the most distant visible point (latitude 69d. 
42m. north, longitude 85d. 8m. west) I gave the 
name of Cape Ellice; the land where we stuod was 
called Cape Crozier, and the intervening bay re- 
ceived the name of Parry bay. Finding it hope- 
less to attempt reaching the strait of the Fury and 
Hecla, from which Cape Ellice could only be a few 
miles distant, we retraced our steps, and after an 
absence of 11 hours joined our companion, who had 
built a snow house, and was on our arrival very 
busy attempting to coax a little wet moss into suf- 
ficient flame to boil some chocolate, but to no pur- 
pose; we were consequently obliged to finish the 
process with alcohol, a small quantity of which still 
remained. 

Early on the morning of the 30th we arrived at 
our snow hut of the 25th. The men we had left 
here were well, but very thin, as they had neither 
caught nor shot anything eatable except two mar- 
mots. Had we bcen absent 12 hours more they 
were to have cooked a piece of parchment skin for 
supper. 

Our journey hitherto had been the most fatiguing 
I had ever experienced ; the severe exercise, with 
a limited allowance of food, had reduced the party 
very much. However, we marched merrilv on, 
tightening our belts—mine came in six inches—the 
men avowing that when they got on full allowance 
they would make up for lost time. 

Nothing of importance occurred during our jour- 
ney homeward. 

Our several ‘‘ cachos” of provisions were found 
safe, and some partridges that were shot aided our 
short commons. At 8.20 on the morning of the 
9th of June we arrived at Fort Hope, all well, hav- 
ing been absent 27 days. 

During the whole of this trip our snow houses 
were built by Corrigal, whose services were of the 
utmost value to the party, and who had accom- 
panied me when tracing the opposite shores of the 
large bay, the survey of which I had now com- 
pleted, and to which I gave the name of Committee 


bay. 

anne the remainder of our stay at Repulse bay 
the whole party were occupied in procuring food, 
collecting fuel, and preparing our boats for sea. 

In the latter part of July many natives visited us, 
with all of whom we were on the most friendly 
terms. Our spare nets, knives, files, &c., were 
distributed among them in portions, according to 
the several merits of the recipients. 

The ice in the bay broke up on the 11th of 
August. On the following day, after bidding fare- 
well to our good-humored friends, (who were loud 
in their wishes that we would soon return to them,) 
we left our dreary winter quarters. 

Head winds and stormy weather retarded our 
progress much, so that we did not reach Churchill 
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until the 31st of August, when I found that we had 
still eight bags of pemmican, and four ewt. of flour 
remaining ; our expenditure having been 12 bags 
of the former and 21 cwt. of the latter. 

We were detained in Churchill river by a gale 
of wind until the 3d of September, when the weather 
became more moderate and we were able to con- 
tinue our voyage toward York Factory, at which 
we arrived late on the evening of the 6th. 

I cannot close this rough and meagre sketch of 
our proceedings, which I have prepared amidst 
many interruptions, without bearing testimony to 
the excellent and praiseworthy conduct of the men 
under my charge. 

They were always willing and obedient, and, 
although not all equally able to do their duty, they 
all did their utmost to accomplish the object of the 
expedition. 

ith the utmost respect, I remain, hon. sirs, 
your most obedient servant, Joun Rae. 

York Factory, Hudson’s Bay, Sept. 21, 1847. 


From the Spectator of 6 November. 
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Our anticipation that the worst of the panic- 
breeding pressure had passed seems justified by 
the event, although no great advantage has osten- 
sibly been taken of the letter of license issued last 
week from the treasury. The fact is, that most 
of the houses which ought to have gone had already 
fallen—the fire had burned up the lifeless and 
dried part of the forest, and was going out through 
exhaustion of the fuel; and the bank act relaxa- 
tion, which gets all the credit, arrived, like the 
parish-engine, only to throw cold water on the 
ashes. That it was not of much practical impor- 
tance, is shown by the circumstance that it has not 
been much used ; though possibly it has facilitated 
the absorption of gold by the country banks, which 
have been fortifying their coffers; and it has prob- 
ably had some influence in restoring momentary 
‘“ confidence” to that sensitive and easily affected 
body the commercial public. The tangible and 
immediate results, however, are scarcely sufficient 
to account for resorting to the expedient; espe- 
cially as there is no reason to suppose that either 
Sir Charles Wood or Sir Robert Peel have given 
up opinions adverse to the rclaxation. The demand 
for it was limited and peculiar. The claimants for 
relief were those who had put themselves in dan- 
ger by violating the laws of sound trade; the 
weeding out of rotten concerns has had a useful 
influence, and the sound, which stood firm, will 
flourish all the better. Nevertheless, the sufferers 
were numerous; they were excessively noisy ; 
they cried out from different quarters; they con- 
trived to fill a large space in the public eye and 
ear; and if the truth were known, we suspect 
that ministers, still unconvinced, were sheerly 
frightened into the concession. 

The disclosures which have been made by these 
failures, as to the state into which the accounts of 
leading firms had been suffered to get, bears out 
the supposition that the process of weeding has 
been necessary and salutary. Look at two exam- 
ples before the public this week, severally typify- 
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ing two sorts of gross irregularity. The statement 
put forth by the Royal Bank at Liverpool should be 
deposited among the curiosities in the British Mu- 
seum for the edification of posterity. We reprint 
it in another page, and here will only mention a 
few points. The total liabilities are stated at 
£995,000; total losses, £111,000; together, 
£ 1,106,000 : the assets are set down at £1,855,- 
000; but in that sum are included the bank build- 
ings, apparently not quite paid for; also ‘‘ current 
accounts’? £1,500,000; and to all this mass of 
problematic resources there is of ‘‘ cash’? but 
£143,600! That is not all: to one person alone, 
engaged in doubtful and hazardous cotton specu- 
lations, the bank had advanced £250,000; and 
then, after his credit was shaken, continued the 
advances to a still more enormous amount! There 
may have been no dishonest intention, but virtually 
the bank was a juggle, by which the shareholders 
and depositors were made to subscribe, without 
knowing it, for the benefit of speculators in cotton 
like Mr. Higginson. The other type of these pre- 
vailing irregularities is furnished by the accounts 
of Messrs. Barclay and Co. ; whose liabilities were 
£389,000, and who had some £340,000 locked 
up in their ‘‘ Mauritius estate.” The firm may 
have been gradually led into that awkward posi- 
tion by circumstances, the full consequences of 
which were not foreseen; but the fact is not the 
less instructive. With such cases as these before 
us, it is impossible to deny that the process of 
weeding and of warning is most beneficial. 

For the warning is too terrible to be easily for- 
gotten or neglected. If premonitory signs are to 
be trusted, a favorable turn is just taking place— 
there are breaks in the clouds that have so long 
brooded over exchange and factory. With food 
and cotton cheapening, with warchouses and for- 
eign markets unglutted, with continual orders from 
abroad, it does seem probable that the great facto- 
ries will resume their activity, and that trade will 
once more stir. But it does seem no less inevita- 
ble that the commercial world should bear in mind 
the fearful Jessons of 1847. ‘That experience, 
indeed, may help more than anything else to miti- 
gate the bad ulterior consequences which might 
otherwise be anticipated from the panic-struck 
relaxation of the bank charter act. 


TRELAND It is almost needless to write more 
than that one word, so readily will the reader an- 
ticipate what is to follow, of violences, conspiracies, 
turbulences, and all sorts of ills. But some traits 
of Irish politics are so striking that they do not 
lose their effect by repetition. Earl Fitzwilliam 
is railing at England about something like the 
O’Connellite ‘‘ seven centuries of wrong.’ And 
while he is railing, the movements against rates 
and rents, and other obligations, proceed trium- 
phantly; also the starving and the murdering. 
The notions which the Irish entertain of relief are 
wonderful: they want repeal of the union, and fur- 
ther advances from England, not to be repaid; 
they want out-door relicf, but no puor-rates ; they 
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beg for bread, and the money given them to buy 
food they spend in buying bullets and gunpowder 
—as witness the riot at Kanturk. Begging the 
means of life for themselves, they use the money 
to buy the means of death for others. 


No event of any marked or decisive character 
has occurred in foreign affairs. 

Switzerland, on which country attention is chiefly 
concentrated, is hastening to its lamentable civil 
war; the last show of peaceful negotiation having 
come to nothing. The Austrian and Prussian 
ministers have withdrawn from immediate commu- 
nication with the Vorort; both evincing decided 
displeasure at the resort to arms. The Prussian 
minister has retired, significantly enough, to the 
Canton of Neufchatel : which does not openly side 
with the Separate League, but refuses to take arms 
against it. 

Italy is in an uneasy state: Tuscany moving 
with an internal agitation that is not well under- 
stood—for the people do not seem dissatisfied with 
their government, though they are dissatisfied with 
the long-stipulated cession of Fivizzano to Modena ; 
the Ferrarese still kicking fruitlessly against the 
Austrian garrison; and the Piedmontese anxiously 
asking whether certain equivocal measures do or 
do not signify that King Charles Albert is going 
to disappoint them and side with absolutism. In 
London there is a strong belief that the king is 
acting in good faith, and that his own feelings are 
engaged on the side of freedom; though Austrian 
influence and the antiquated priest party may 
harass him with difficulties. 

In Spain, Queen Christina is understood to be 
regaining her influence over her daughter; re- 
modelling the household, pruning the honors and 
power of Narvaez, and making the young Isabella 
ride out in public with her husband. 

India enjoys a tranquillity unusually profound. 
The most notable action, just now, is a movement 
by Lord Hardinge to establish a more complete 
form of British authority in Oude and the Nizam’s 
territory ; 4 measure which is expected materially 
to advance the internal consolidation of our Indian 
empire. 
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From the Spectator of 13 Nov. 

Never, perhaps, within the range of contempo- 
rary criticism, has the state of Ireland appeared 
thore devoid of hope. The internal diseases of 
that ill-conditioned land become worse, with a 
growth visible to the sight. 

Crimes of violence and conspiracy increase in 
variety, number, and atrocity. The combinations 
against rates, rents, and life, appear extending 
over the face of the country. In Roscommon 
there is a list of landlords marked out for destruc- 
tion; they are known, and one of them, Major 
Mahon, has fallen. Major Mahon was spending 
his personal exertions and his substance in the 
endeavor to improve the state of agriculture, aid- 
ing his redundant tenant-laborers to emigrate ; 
some, who fell outside the necessary limit imposed 
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on his immense advances of money, conceived 3 
grudge against him; and a grudge against a 
landlord in Ireland means murder. 

It almost looks as if Ireland were absolutely 
destitute of honest citizens ; since those who come 
forward as such, consent to take part in miserable 
counterfeits of patriotism, like the associations 
now sitting in Dublin, and paltering with discus- 
sions on the national wants. There is the Repeal 
Association, still gathering its rent under the pre- 
tence of obtaining that repeal which was promised 
in the long-past ‘‘ repeal year.” The Irish Con- 
federation maintains the abstract doctrine of the 
sword, while the country rings with the report of 
the gun in its concrete form. The “Irish Coun- 
cil’? assembles to discuss tenant-richt, &c.; and 
Mr. John O'Connell opens business with the dec- 
laration that the resolutions to be passed do not 
pledge the supporters to anything—they are only 
for talk! A number of peers, members, and 
other persons, assemble as a convention to discuss 
the state of the country ; and they consent to take 
their cue from that so earnest Irish council. The 
woes of Ireland are the stock in trade of her pa- 
triots, and text for schoolboy themes, which sena- 
tors and citizens gravely assemble to concoct. 

Government, driven up into a comer, unsup- 
ported by these honest citizens, unaided by any 
available counsel from Irish lips, is reported to 
contemplate coercion—very naturally. 


A criminal offence, not of a kind unusual in 
trade, has assumed such an aspect in a trade so 
important as to demand the intervention of the 
government. Flour for bread has been so adul- 
terated in Leeds, that the eaters of it have been 
poisoned. And in Glasgow the practice has be- 
come so common, that a jury, convicting an adul- 
terater, recommended him to mercy on the score 
of that commonness. There are doubts whether 
the offence committed at Leeds is in a shape to 
make an indictment feasible, and it has heen 
treated by summary conviction before a police 
magistrate. If a graver procedure is not availa- 
ble, the law ought to be amended. At any rate, 
there must be a fault somewhere, either in the 
law or in its administration, te make the practice 
possible ; and ministers should find out the defect 
in order to supply it without delay. Free trade 
has abolished the old notion of interference with 
‘* forestalling and regrating ;’’ but adulteration ts 
an offence—a very serious one—akin to forgery ; 
and in the instance of bread the forgery assails 
the very sources of life. Against such a crime 
the poor and ignorant ought to be protected as 
effectually as they are against forgery of the coin. 


The secretary of state for the colonies has made 
a great show of concession to the West India 
interests—he has yielded permission for Afri- 
cans liberated from the slave-ships to be taken 
direct to the West Indies, instead of being carried 
in the first instance to Sierra Leone, there to go 
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through the farce of making a choice whether 
they would be taken to the sugar colonies or not. 

The concession is announced in a despatch from 
Lord Grey to the governor of Jamaica, full of good 
wishes and suggestions intended to stimulate the 
hopefulness of the West Indians, 2s if a new era 
were beginning for them. They, however, have 
been somewhat palled of late years by plausible 
writing from the colonial office, and have been 
taught by bitter experience to look to deeds rather 
than words. There is much in the circumstances 
attendant on this despatch to check any extraordi- 
nary impulse of hopefulness. When a deputation 
from the West India merchants met Lord Grey 
lately, at their interview with Lord John Russell, 
nothing was said about the document, though it 
had been sent to the governor of Jamaica some days 
before ; and it is now published after the interview 
as if it were an answer to the demands of that 
deputation. Although Lord Grey mixes up the 
present concession with an allusion to the old con- 
cession of direct migration from the Kroo coast, 
(and what has that done’) as if the two together 
were to supply, somehow or other, all that is 
wanted, the West Indians will perceive that the 
change actually granted by the despatch is but a 
small fraction of the measures asked by the deputa- 
tion, or of measures urged upon government years 
azo, when even this fraction would have been 
more useful than it is now. The colonists will 
ask, where are the rest of the measures that, in 
consistency, ought to accompany this one? They 
will ask Lord Grey, whether the intercepted frag- 
ments of the slave trade can possibly suffice to fill 
the West Indies with labor, and enable them to 
compete with countries that receive the uninter- 
cepted supplies of slave-labort They will only be 
disposed to regard Lord Grey’s amiably worded 
despatch as virtually a refusal of their demands, 
couched in a form to make the refusal look better 
in the eyes of the British public. We doubt 
whether the publication of Lord Grey’s letter will 
prevent the return of a single dishonored bill to 
the West Indies—whether it will induce the trans- 
mission of a single guinea of capital, or restore a 
gleam of confidence to the colonists. 

The West Indians seem to have lost their 
former allies, the tories, now called ‘‘ protection- 
ists.’ Lord Stanley, their old enemy, is now 
head of the ‘‘ country party ;’? and Lord George 
Bentinck perhaps remembers that most of the 
West Indian members supported Peel. At all 
events, the protectionist party—if we may judge 
of them from one or two newspaper organs—seem 
inclined to use the West Indian case as a pretext 
for attempting to regain protection generally ; that 
is, the protectionists, looking to their own objects, 
will work for the impracticable part of the West 
Indian case; but as to the practicable part, the 
supply of labor direct from Africa, they side with 
Exeter Hall. 
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PUNCH’S VISION AT STRATFORD-ON-AVON. 


THE NIGHT OF THE SIXTEENTH OF SEPTEMBER. 


Weary I was of Cockney stares, 
And cut-and-dry emotions, 

And the enthusiastic airs 
Of those who ’d sailed o’er oceans, 

They said, to Stratford town to pay their fares 
And their devotions. 


‘© Tn this room,” quoth they, ‘ he was born ; 
Wrote his plays at that table.” 

They looked, talked, went; while I, outworn 
With all that brainless Babel, 

Sat, from that chamber, faded and forlorn, 
To stir unable, 


And slept. My fancy, restless elf, 
Bat-like, meanwhile, went soaring ; 

Hooking on every ledge and shelf, 
From room to crazy flooring, 

Till, of a sudden, I awaked myself 
With my own snoring. 


T was night; but light was in the room 
Though the grate showed no ember ; 

And voices—whose unearthly boom 
Thrilled me in every member— 

Were sounding all about me, through the gloom 
Of still September. 


And, peeping out from filmy wings, 
Sweet moonlit faces cluster 

Round a pale queen of the green rings. 
And still a marvellous muster 

Of life went on-—joys, griefs, tears, gambollings, 
Tenderness, bluster. 


Jealousy, with black lips, was there ; 
And in a fair girl’s glances 

Madness looked sweet, but tore its hair, 
And fell on sudden trances, 

In an old king, left by his daughters bare 
To the world’s chances. 


One wrung her hands—walking, all wan, 
In nightrail—stern of feature ; 

One curiously a skull did scan, 
And found therein a teacher ; 

And one in man’s attire, but not a man— 
A gentle creature— 


Beside a maid paced soft and slow, 
In delicate discretion, 

With voice most musically low— 
While a right jovial session 

Of boon ghosts set the pottle-pots aflow, 
Their wits to freshen. 


But through the maddest of their mirth, 
A solemn diapason 

Of wisdom gave each word a worth, 
That served to blazon 

To my dull sense whence was those beings’ birth 
That I did gaze on. 


To their great master’s home, with glee, 
Trooped back his bright creation ; 

That day had set the dwelling free 
From shameful desecration, 

And made o’er Shakspeare’s house a shrine to be 
For Shakspeare’s nation ! 
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How sweet ’t is to stroll by the streams of Demurrer, 
Where Detinue sighs to the evening breeze ; 

Where groves of Mandamus are mellowed in color, 
And high soar the Costs in Exchequer of Pleas ! 


'T is there that the sisters Assumpsit and Trover 
Disport with the Mortgages sitting in bane, 
While around the fierce Chattels and Cognizance 
hover, 
And Rejoinders gnash rage as their fetters they 
clank. 


Dark Venue broods there, ’mid the bleak Certiorari, 
The coo of the distant Avowry is heard ; 
But the sprightly Malteazance trips light as a fairy, 
With the mild Surrebutter and Judgment De- 
ferred. 


Oh, ’tis there I would muse, and I’d dream of As- 
sizes, 
And feast on ripe Codicil and Assignee ; 
Or, soothed by the strains of the dulcet Demises, 
I'd quaff foaming goblets of Felo-de-se. 
Punch. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


Mr. LITTELL! 
Please to tell 
Whether you call this using us well =- 
What do we want? 
Why! the Maiden Aunt. 
Ladies and gentlemen here by the score 
Are all, like Oliver, ‘“ asking for more ;” 
We've really been patient, we waited like saints, 
We waited, I may say, like Maiden Aunts. 
We allowed for the steamer,—we noted the day 
She started, we thought of her all the way, 
And whatever stout vessel proved stray or waif, 
We said ‘‘ Heaven send the Acadia safe.” 
She was telegraphed, 
And your readers laughed ; 
As Wordsworth says, 
In his choicest phrase, 


story. 


author. 
given proofs of great capacity, as well as of great 
quickness in writing, and who may perhaps under- 
take to bring the story to a close. 
excellency Santa Anna. 
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+: Through all her parlors Beacon Street 
Was visibly delighted,” 
A pleasing prospect satisfied 
he very phone Valent: 
So we waited—Saturday—Sunday—Monday— 
Waited till Dombey became a drug, 
Till cotton and breadstuffs were quoted and noted, 
Failures stated and well debated, 
Patiently waited ; 
Waited with fancies all alive 
For No. 185. 
Tuesday, Wednesday slowly past, 
Then the Living Age came at last, 
And a hasty glance on the index cast— 
‘* No Maiden Aunt! 
Nothing but cant 
About National Progress and news of the week,” 
Was reported by one too vexed to speak. 
Opinions were various, 
Some said ‘*‘ Nefarious !”’ 
One mildly suggested it might not have come, 
But was instantly frowned on and told to be dumb, 
Since then our wits are in eclipse, 
Our modest hopes declining, 
And tempers, though of sweetest strain, 
Do tend towards repining. 
It’s no use trying 
The pacifying ; 
Wedon’t want ‘‘ Sketches,” we don’t want ‘‘ Tales,”’ 
We don’t want‘: Travels in New South Wales,” 
What we want 
Is The Maiden Aunt, 
Or a very large body of your very best readers 
May be seceders. 


We hope that publishing the above letter will be 
a sufficient warning to the present author of the 
Maiden Aunt to hasten the continuation of the 
It would be a subject of great regret to us 
to be obliged to give away the work to another 
We have one in our eye now, who has 


We mean his 
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THe volumes we have placed at the head of 

this article form the narrative of one of those ex- 
peditions of maritime survey in a distant region of 
the globe, by which the credit and interests of 
England, as the great maritime and colonial power 
of the world, are maintained and enlarged. What 
we have hitherto accomplished of such research, 
though perhaps adequate to, does not exceed, the 
demand that may fairly be made from a nation 
circumstanced as we are as to territory, commerce, 
and the arts and improvements of social life. In 
this matter there is an obligation distinctly due to 
ourselves, to other nations, and to posterity; and 
while deprecating, as we do, all narrow and par- 
simonious views in dealing with an obligation thus 
Incurred, we may add our belief that no public ex- 
penditure can be more profitably made—no public 
services more beneficially applied—than in for- 
warding those large researches and surveys by 
which, while nurturing officers and seamen of the 
highest class, we open new channels, and give 
fresh vigor and greater security to the undertakings 
of commerce over the globe. 
_ In this age, indeed, we can no longer send ad- 
venturers forth to achieve the discovery of new 
lands, or shores vaguely shadowed out by the im- 
agination of antiquity. With the exception of the 
ice-bound tracts which circumscribe the poles, and 
into which the disciplined boldness of our naviga- 
tors has of late deeply penetrated—and with the 
further exception of those large islands which form 
the south-eastern boundary of the Indian Archi- 
pelago—all the great outlines of the globe may be 
said to have been drawn and defined. No Atlantis 
now remains to be sought for in the Western 
Ocean; nor is there space or spot anywhere left 
for those romantic wonders of the traveller, so 
pleasantly pictured by Ariosto :— 


“ Che narrandogli poi non segli crede, 
E stimato bugiardo ne rimane.” 


The human tails of Lord Monboddo’s theory are 
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no longer considered hopeful subjects for research , 
and even if the modern story of a tribe of pigmies 
to the south of Abyssinia were better accredited 
than it is likely to be, yet would this afford poor 
compensation for the loss of the gigantic Patago- 
nians, whom recent voyagers have reduced to little 
more than the ordinary level of the species. The 
new animals and plants fetched from remote lands 
have each their analogues, already named and reg- 
istered, in our cabinets and museums; while the 
huge bones and vestiges of extinct life, which in 
all parts of the world have perplexed curiosity and 
startled ignorance, are now submitted to technical 
description, and brought under the same strict 
laws of classification as the living forms that sur- 
round us. 

The romance of voyage and travel is therefore. 
well-nigh at anend, nor is it likely anything should 
hereafter occur to revive it. Utility, in all public- 
undertakings of this kind, is now mainly sought 
after—what can be gained to physical science, to 
colonization, or to commerce and the conveniences: 
of life. The construction of more accurate charts 
—the correct fixing of latitudes and longitudes— 
the discovery of new harbors and rivers fitted for: 
navigation—the sounding of seas from depths which 
barcly float a ship, to the profound abysses of ocean 
where fathom-line of five miles will hardly touch 
the ground—the determination of tides and cur- 
rents——observation on winds and storms—tables. 
of magnetic variation, now so important to the 
exact science of navigation :—these, and other 
matters more purely scientific, we find appended, 
in one shape or other, to all relations of modern 
voyages, as the documents of highest interest and 
value. And rightly indeed so esteemed, looking 
to the actual condition and future prospects of the 
world ; in which certain eminent and favored races, 
foremost in civilization, are rapidly diffusing them- 
selves, with growing numbers, over regions ten- 
anted before by savage or half-civilized tribes, the 
fractional remnants of an earlier peopling of the- 
globe. The race to which we belong stands in- 
disputably first among those thus favored, and is. 
spreading itself with greatest vigur and energy of 
purpose over the face of the earth. In preparing 
the high roads for such migration, and giving 
scheme, order, and good governance to the colonies 
thus widely disseminated, ‘‘ England must never 
forget her precedence in teaching nations how to 
live.” It is, as we have already said, a debt 
which we owe to the existing world and to the 
generations coming after us. 

The shores of the great southern continent of 
Australia have recently given ample scope and 
object to these expeditions of maritime survey. 
Our national interests are now indecd so deeply 
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concerned in this vast and most singular country, 
and in the rapid progress our colonies there are 
making in population, agriculture, mining, com- 
merce, and all that constitutes the germ of impor- 
tant communities, that there could be no excuse 
for indifference or inertness as to researches thus 
directed. In former articles we have sought to 
draw the attention of our readers to this subject, 
and to do justice to the labors of the zealous and 
adventurous men who have braved toil, and every 
shape and excess of physical privation, in the pros- 
ecution of discovery along the coasts and in the 
interior of New Holland. Since the date of the 
last of these articles, an expedition under the con- 
duct of Dr. Leichardt, long hidden in the solitudes 
.of north-east Australia, and of the safety of which 
-all hope had been well-nigh abandoned, suddenly 
emerged from the interior at Port Essington on the 
northern coast, having accomplished a longer and 
„deeper section of the continent than had been at- 
‘tained by any previous effort—through a region 
-wholly unexplored before, and yielding, in many 
„parts, the fairest promise to future explorers. The 
details of this remarkable journey are yet only 
partially known to us here, but we trust no long 
‘time may elapse before they are brought forward 
in fuller and more satisfactory form. It is a direc- 
-tion of discovery which is sure to be speedily fol- 
lowed by other adventurers, and probably with 
colonization soon treading after, in the tracks thus 
recently disclosed by these intrepid pioneers. 

The voyage of Captain Blackwood, narrated in 
the volumes before us, was undertaken by direc- 
tion of the Board of Admiralty, and extended over 
a period of more than four years—the principal 
part of this time occupied in a silent, laborious, 
and oftentimes dangerous survey of one of the most 
singular channels of navigation in the world. The 
quarter to which his operations were directed is 
the north-east coast of New Holland, of which the 
line of discovery pursued by Leichardt may be said 
to form the interior chord. These two expeditions 
-therefore have been in some sort supplemental to 
.each other, and to the survey of the Gulf of Car- 
-pentaria by Captain Stokes in the years immedi- 
-ately preceding. But the more definite object 
assigned to Captain Blackwood was the comple- 
-tion of the survey of the channel or channels be- 
fore mentioned, through which a hardy and pros- 
perous traffic is already beginning to flow, and 
which are likely hereafter to become one of the 
great passages for the commerce of the Indian 
Archipelago and southern hemisphere. We have 
every reason to infer from these volumes, as well 
as from other information which has reached us, 
that this officer fulfilled excellently the arduous 
duties intrusted to him, proving himself a worthy 
successor of Flinders, Bligh, King, Stokes, and 
other eminent navigators who have labored in the 
work of discovery on the same shores. 

It will be seen from the title of the volumes that 
Captain Blackwood is not the historian of his own 

voyages. Though there have been some cases 
where we could not regret this transference of the 
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task, yet, generally speaking, we prefer a narra- 
tive coming from the hands of the commander 
himself, as having more of natural vigor and ear- 
nestness, and a more determined appreciation of 
the objects of inquiry, than we usnally meet with in 
subordinate officers, even though perchance more 
largely provided with scientific knowledge. Inthe 
instance before us, Captain Blackwood waived his 
right of publication in favor of Mr. Jukes, natu- 
ralist to the expedition, who, in a modest prefatory 
letter, acknowledges this kindness, and apologizes 
for the deficiencies of his work. It is doing no 
wrong to Mr. Jukes to say that he ranks in a 
very different class of writers from Mr. Darwin, 
to whose eminent menits, as the scientific narrator 
of Captain Fitzroy’s voyage in the Beagle, we 
sought to render justice in a former number of this 
Review. Exclusively of other causes of inferior- 
ity, we must admit that the subject-matter here is 
of narrower scope and inferior interest; and per- 
plexing to the narrator as well as the reader, by 
the details of a survey, carried on in successive 
steps at different periods of time, on the same 
shores and amidst the same group of coral reefs. 
The second volume, indeed, carries us over Torres 
Strait to the southern coast of New Guinea, and 
the eastern parts of Java and the neighboring isles; 
but as a whole the work wants salient points of in- 
terest; and the real and permanent value of the voy- 
age must not be looked for in this narrative, but in 
the charts and other aids it has afforded to the nav- 
igation of these remote seas ; and in certain docu- 
ments, connected with the natural history and 
languages of the Australian continent, to which 
we shall have occasion afterwards to refer. 

Mr. Jukes shows himself aware of some of the 
difficulties and deficiencies we have stated. Had 
he been more of an artist in narrative—one of 
those who ‘‘ work by a sort of felicity, and not by 
rule’’—he might to some extent have obviated 
them, without any departure from the truth of rela- 
tion, or affectation of fine writing. By better 
selection and grouping of his materials he might 
have done more to aid the imagination of the rea- 
der; and to furnish him with livelier pictures, not 
only of the scenery of shore and reef, but of the 
acts and events of a maritime life, thus peculiar in 
kind. ‘The operations of surveying and sounding 
on new coasts must often be tedious enough to 
those concerned in them; but they call into action 
all the higher qualities of seamanship—the zeal, 
steadiness, Intelligence, and boldness of this noble 
service ;——and, continued thus over a period of 
months, or even years, it is impossible that they 
should have been wanting in incidents to excite 
and gratify curiosity among those ignorant of such 
operations, and desirous to obtain information. 
Much more too of personal interest might have 
been given to the narrative. It is not enough to 
know that H. M. ship Fly and the Bramble cutter 
were employed on the expedition; or to be told 
in the preface that “the officers were uniformly 
kind, and the ships’ companies well conducted.”’ 
These convenanted courtesies are all proper and 
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pleasing; but, as readers, we desire to know 
somewhat more of those whom we thus accompany 
through their labors on the sea—both the ‘‘ fortem 
Gyan fortemque Cloanthum,” who walk the quar 
ter-deck, and the gallant men underneath them, 
who toiled for years together in this arduous ser- 
vice of surveying. And we should gladly have 
been made more familiar with the vessels them- 
selves—their tonnage, equipment, sailing qualities, 
and other similar details, which impart life to the 
story, and interest to events otherwise barren. It 
may be that such particularities as these, well 
befitting the history of an American whaler or a 
Californian trader from Boston, are not considered 
seemly as applied to her majesty’s ships of war. 
Nevertheless, we are sure that, without any breach 
of professional etiquette, much might have been 
done to take off an air of baldness from the book, 
and to vivify it into a more popular and instructive 
form. Were it not rather an untoward compari- 
son for a book of travels, we might liken it in this 
matter to a novel or play, where the interest in 
events and places mainly depends on the feeling 
we have already acquired in the persons who act, 
prosper, or suffer in the progress of the story. 

We have especially to complain that Mr. Jukes 
has not prefixed to his narrative some distinct 
statement of the objects of the voyage, nor even 
adverted to the place in his volumes where such 
might be found. The reader is left to infer these 
objects from detached passages, very imperfectly 
designating the motives and peculiarities of the 
survey, until near the close of the first volume, 
where there is introduced a valuable chapter on 
the structure and extent of the Great Barrier Reef, 
and its relation to the navigation of these seas. 

In the appendix, moreover, we find a copy of 
the Admiralty orders under which Captain Black- 
wood sailed; a perspicuous document, and excel- 
lent not only in the explicit nature of the naval 
instructions, but also in its humane and judicious 
inculcation of rules for intercourse with the natives. 
We quote what may suffice to show the main 
purposes of the expedition :— 


« Whereas a large proportion of the vessels trad- 
ing to the South Sea and to Australia are obliged 
to return to Europe or proceed to India by way of 
Torres Strait—many of which vessels, when weak- 
handed, in order to avoid the frequent anchorage 
necessary in the in-shore passage by which is called 
King’s Rout, stand out to sea till an opportunity 
offers for making one of the narrow gaps in the 
Barrier Reefs, through which they steer for the 
strait—and whereas several vessels have thus been 
lost, there being no other guide to these openings 
than the casual observation of latitude, which is 
often incorrect, there being no land to be seen till 
entangled within the reefs, and no chart on which 
the dangers are correctly placed : 

‘¢ We have therefore thought fit, for the above 
reasons, to have the Great Barrier Reef explored, 
and these gaps surveyed, in order that some means 
may be devised for so marking the most eligible of 


these openings that they may be recognized in due | Contrasts 


time, and passed through in comparative safety.” 
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After appointing the particular vessels to the 
service, and directing that they should be refitted, 
provisions recruited, and all possible information 
as to the Barrier Reef obtained at Sydney, the 
principal instructions given under these ordcrs are 
the following :— 

The survey of the exterior or eastern edge of 
that vast chain of reefs, which extend almost con- 
tinuously from Break-sea Spit to the shore of New 
Guinea. 

The thorough examination of all the channels 
through the barrier chain, with detailed plans of 
those which offer a secure passage, and the device 
of some practical means of marking them by bea- 
cons of wood, stone, or iron. 

The ascertainment of the safest channels by 
which vessels coming from the eastward may pass 
through the intricate reefs and islands occupying 
the mouth of Torres Strait; and, in particular, a 
complete survey, including tides, soundings, and 
sailing directions, of the passage called Endeavor 
Strait: these being regarded as among the most 
important objects of the expedition. 

Authority also is given to examine certain parts 
of the coast-line of New Holland, as well as the 
southern shore of New Guinea, and the adjacent 
islands; the following salutary injunction being 
added, which is applicable to many other cases in 
life as well as to the circumstances of a maritime 
survey :— 
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‘¢ But, wherever you go, we expect you to pro- 
duce full and faithful surveys of the places you 
visit. And we especially desire you not to waste 
your time and means in what are called running 
surveys, in which much work is apparently exe- 
cuted, but no accurate knowledge obtained, useful 
either to the mariner or geographer. Whatever 
you do is to be done effectually.” 


We must carry our readers somewhat further 
into the description of this Great Barrier Reef, 
not merely as forming the main object of the pres- 
ent expedition, but from its being marked as the 
most singular and gigantic example of its kind on 
the surface of the globe. Among the various 
phenomena of physical geography, few in truth 
are more extraordinary than those great coral for- 
mations, which, under different shapes and desig- 
nations, mect the navigator in his passage through 
the tropical seas; rarely passing far beyond these 
limits of latitude, but, within the wide belt of 
ocean thus included, rising up from unknown 
depths, in stranger forms than imagination could 
devise, and alike perplexing to the naturalist from 
their multitudinous occurrence in some tracts of 
sea, and their absence in others. Here we find 
the circular lagoon islets, (or atolls, as they are 
now termed, by adoption of a native word,) circles 
of coral rock, often barely emerging from the 
wilderness of waters around; yet resisting the 
heaviest storms, and sheltering small central lakes, ` 
the placid surface of whose blue water strangely 
with the tumult of waves without. Else- 
where, as in various parts of the Indian, Pacific 
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and Atlantic oceans, we see these coral islands 
occurring in closer groups, with innumerable chan- 
nels between, covering often a wide area of sea, 
and so numerous as almost to defy all reckoning 
and survey. England, which plants its¢flag on 
every various surface of the earth, possesses in the 
Bermudas one of these coral clusters, further 
remarkable as the most distant point from the 
equator at which coral rocks are known to occur. 
Elsewhere, again, we find these extraordinary 
creations of the deep forming barrier reefs to 
islands or portions of continent; encircling some, 
bordering or fringing others, through lines of 
enormous extent ; and in certain places, as between 
the north-eastern coast of Australia and New Cal- 
edonia, so largely developed in the form of detached 
reefs as to have obtained from Flinders the name 
of the Coral Sea. 

To almost all our readers it must be known that 
these vast works, as fitly they may be called, are 
due to the labors of certain species of zoophytes ; 
ranking among the most minute and slightly organ- 
ized forms of animal life, yet having a common 
instinct of existence which renders them the arti- 
ficers of mineral masses and new lands amidst the 
ocean, fitted eventually to become the abode of 
man. The soft pulp of the coral animal secretes, 
or otherwise forms, a stony nucleus; the aggre- 
gation of which matter, by the conjoint working of 
myriads of these little creatures, and the accumu- 
lated and superimposed labors of different species and 
successive generations, produces these wonderful 
results :—‘‘ admiranda levium spectacula rerum,” 
as they may well be termed, looking at the rela- 
tion between the agent and the magnitude of the 
work accomplished. 

In a later part of this article we shall have to 
refer again to this topic, as connected with the 
theory of coral formations and their relation to 
other great physical phenomena of the globe. 
Meanwhile we will merely remark that the whole 
course of modern science tends to disclose facts 
analogous to those just mentioned, and to show 
the influence of living organic causes in forming 
the material and determining the structure of many 
of the great masses which compose the crust of 
the earth, as also in producing other phenomena, 
apparently the most alien from such origin. Where 
formerly brute matter alone was seen or suspected, 
the eye of the microscope now shows the innu- 
merable relics of living beings, the artificers of the 
mass which thus entombs them. The flint nodules 
of chalk rocks, the hard Tripoli slate, even certain 
varieties of the noble opal, are composed wholly, 
or in part, of the silicious cases of fossil infusoria. 
The sand which sometimes falls on ships far dis- 
tant from the coast—the mud which lies in the 
estuaries of rivers—even the layers of ashes and 
- pumice which cover the edifices of Pompeii—give 
the same remarkable result. We look backwards 
through ages of organic life on the surface of the 
earth; and in the very minuteness of form and 
species we find reason why they should have been 
easily aggregated into large and dense masses, 
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masking to common observation the vitality which 
once pervaded the whole. Looking forwards, we 
see the earth and seas still teeming with the same 
profusion of life in its simpler forms, and cannot 
but infer that these may hereafter undergo the same 
changes and minister to the same great resulis.* 
Science stands here, as in so many other instances, 
between the past and future time; casting upon 
the latter the light, more or less distinct, which it 
derives from reftiection of the former. 

Recurring to the subject more immediately before 
us, we would beg the reader to take up the map 
of New Holland, and to fix his eye on Sandy 
Cape, in S. lat. 24° 30’, about 600 miles north of 
Sydney, and the most salient point on the eastern 
coast of the Australian continent. From Break- 
sea Spit, a narrow sand-bank which runs twenty 
miles northwards from this cape, begins the Great 
Barrier Reef; the gigantic dimensions of which 
will be understood by carrying the eye northwards 
along the Australian coast to Torres Strait and the 
shores of New Guinea, and learning that this coral 
reef furms a continuous barrier, separating an inner 
and shallow coast channel from the deep sea with- 
out, and stretching throughout the whole length 
of the line just described. A mere inspection of 
degrees of latitude will show that this length 
exceeds 1200 miles; and the term continuous is 
justified by the fact that, except towards the south- 
ern extremity of the line, it is broken only by 
narrow channels or gaps. Sull, in strictness, the 
chain must be considered as a series of individual 
coral banks, of greater or less extent, assuming 
this definite rectilinear direction parallel to the line 
of coast, the channel between the barrier thus 
formed and the mainland containing some scattered 
reefs ;—the outer, or ocean side, dipping down 
precipitously to depths yet unfathomed, and leaving 
a clear sea to the east of from 60 to 100 miles in 
width ; beyond which, in the direction of New 
Caledonia, coral islands or reefs again appear, in 
unknown number and variety of form, scattered 
over what we have already noticed under the name 
of the Coral Sea. 

Our author, in the chapter of his volume before 
alluded to, well describes the general aspect and 
character of this vast boundary-reef :— 


“ The Great Barrier reefs are thus found to form 
a long submarine buttress, or curtain, along the N. 
E. coast of Australia ; rising in general precipitous- 


* We may mention, as it is not generally known, that 
Ehrenberg has actually succeeded ir producing Tripoli 
and polishing slate koia living infusoria. e may 
further add that he found in a peaty argillaceous deposit, 
twenty feet below the pavement of Berlin, masses of 
infusoria still living, ana in some places deposits of ova 
reaching to much greater depth. Inthe public gardens 
at Berlin workmen were occupied many days in removing 
masses wholly composed of fossil infusoria. In the 
moors of Leinburg there occur similar accumulations 
twenty-eight feet in thickness. Observation probably is 
alone wanting to multiply indefinitely facts of similar 
kind ; and the inferences which these, and other wonders 
of the fossil world, have already furnished to exact science 
may well justify the old sentence of Aristotle, 4:@ yag 
To Javuacery of avFonmor, Xat vuy Xat TO MEWTOP, NQF- 
avto gidocoge.— Melaph., i., cap. 2. 
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ly from a very great depth, but resting towards the 
north on the shoaler ground of Torres Strait, and 
towards the south on the bank stretching off from 
Sandy Cape. If it were to be laid dry, this great 
barrier would be found to have a considerable re- 
semblance to a gigantic and irregular fortification 
—a steep glacis crowned with a broken parapet- 
wall, and carried from one rising ground to another. 
The tower-like bastions of projecting and detached 
reefs would increase this resemblance. From ex- 
amination of our charts it would appear that the 
normal condition of this long mass of reefs is that 
the outer barrier should be narrow, rising precip- 
itously from a great depth, and running more or 
less nearly in a straight line; and that inside this 
outer barrier there should be a clear space about 
twenty fathoms deep and several miles wide, be- 
tween which space and the land should be another 
body of reefs.” —Vol. i., p. 332. 


Thus there may be said to be two channels, or 
routes, as they are termed, connected with the 
Great Barrier Reef—the inner one having an aver- 
age width of about thirty miles, though narrowed 
by subordinate reefs on the land side—the naviga- 
ble passage varying in depth from ten to thirty 
fathoms for the greater part of its extent, and safe 
in being thoroughly sheltered from the storms of 
the ocean without, and affording good anchorage 
wherever the channel is narrow or intricate. The 
outer passage, on the other hand, to the east of 
the barrier reef, though giving a wider route for 
navigation, has a profannd depth of sea without 
the possibility of anchorage ; so that under no 
circumstances in which a vessel is placed can 
refuge be had, unless she is able to make her way 
through one of the openings in the Great Barrier, 
and thus to find access to the sheltered sea within. 
In this description will be seen the objects and 
value of the survey now completed ; which, by 
ascertaining the openings of easiest access, and of 
width and depth best suited to navigation, and by 
fixing beacons to mark and distinguish them, gives 
great increase of safety and facility to ships trav- 
ersing these seas. The probable number of these 
openings or transverse channels we do not find 
anywhere denoted. In truth, it would be difficult 
to enumerate them, seeing that they vary from 
mere fissures in the reef to passages several miles 
in width. The good ship-channels alone have 
value, and these seem to be comparatively rare. 

But the objects of this survey would not have 
been fully attained, without a thorough examin- 
ation also of that northern portion of the Great 
Barrier Reef which stretches well-nigh across Tor- 
res Strait, and intercepts, though in a more com- 
plex and irregular manner, the free passage from 
the southern Pacific to the seas of the Indian 
Archipelago. A moment’s inspection of the map 
will show the singular importance of this strait to 
the direct intercourse between our great Australian 
colonies and India, China, and Europe; and the 
value of an accurate survey of its complicated and 
difficult channels, so strongly enjoined in the ad- 
miralty instructions for Captain Blackwood. It is, 
indeed, a strange and uncouth passage—a laby- 
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rinth of coral reefs, voleanic rocks, islets, and 
shoals—yet destined nevertheless to yield that free 
channel which man requires for his commerce, and 
which the zeal and boldness of those sceking for it 
are sure eventually to obtain. We shall have oc- 
casion afterwards to revert to this point in the survey. 

The width of the Great Barrier Reef near the 
surface, as we apprchend the meaning of our author, 
varies from two hundred yards to a mile ; but there 
is some indistinctness in this matter, and probably 
often difficulty from the grouping of reefs together 
in the inner side of the barrier. On the outer 
side, the precipitous fall into unfathomed depths 
seldom leaves any ambiguity. We willingly quote 
Mr. Jukes’ description of a portion of coral reef in 
its ordinary aspect, as aiding the conception of our 
readers, though, perchance, somewhat lowering 
the anticipations of beauty of form and coloring 
derived from the name :— 
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‘¢'To get an idea of the nature and structure of 
an individual coral reef, let the reader fancy to him- 
self a great submarine mound of rock, composed of 
the fragments and detritus of corals and shells, com- 

acted together into a soft, spongy sort of stone. 
he greater part of the surface of this mound is 
quite flat, and near the level of low water. At its 
edges it commonly slopes gradually down to a depth 
of two, three, or four fathoms, and then pitches 
suddenly with a very rapid slope into deep water, 
twenty or two hundred fathoms, as the case may be. 
The surface of the reef, when exposed, looks like 
a great flat of sandstone, with a few loose slabs lying 
about, or here and there an accumulation of dead 
broken coral-branches, or a bank of dazzling white 
sand. It is, however, chequcred with holes and 
hollows more or less deep, in which small living 
corals are growing, or has, perhaps, a large portion 
always covered by two or three feet of water; and 
here are fields of corals, either clumps of branching 
madrepores, or round stools and blocks of mzan- 
drina and astrea, both dead and living. Proceed- 
ing from this central flat towards the edge, living 
corals become more and more abundant; as we get 
towurds the windward side, we encounter the surf 
of the breakers long before we can reach the ex- 
treme verge of the reef; and among these breakers 
we see immense blocks, often two or three yards, 
or more, in diameter, lying loose upon the reef. * 
* #œ œ If we approach the lee edge of the 
reef, we find it covered with living corals, commonly 
mzandrina, astrea, and madrepore, in about equal 
abundance, all glowing with rich colors, bristling 
branches, or studded with great knobs and blocks. 
Where the slope is gentle, the great groups of liv- 
ing corals and intervening spaces of white sand can 
be still discerned through the clear water to a depth 
of 40 or 50 feet, beyond which the water recovers 
its usual deep blue. A coral reef, therefore, is a 
mass of brute matter, living only at its outer sur- 
face, and chiefly on its lateral slopes.” 


Having dwelt thus fully on the local circum- 
stances of reef, channels, and sea, which formed 
the object and guided the direction of Captain 
Blackwood's survey, we need not pursue the track 
of his voyages in any minute detail. The actual 
survey was begun at the end of the year 1842, 
eight months after his departure from England, 
and his labors were continued until June, 1845— 
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with intervening periods of repair and repose, at] ‘‘ The water was perfectly clear, and of almost 
different ports of Australia and the Indian Archi- | unfathomable depth right up to the outer slope, or 
pelago. His starting-point was Sandy Cape, submarine wall of the reef. The long ocean-swell 
which we have mentioned as the southern extrem- being suddenly impeded by this barrier, lifted itself 
; te in one great continuous ridge of deep blue water, 
ity of the Barrier Reef. For the first 200 miles, | which, curling over, fell on the edge of the reef in 
proceeding northwards, the barrier is irregular and | an unbroken cataract of dazzling white foam. Each 
iinperfectly continuous, including the vast masses | line of breaker was often one or two miles in length, 
called Swain’s reefs, which reach to a breadth of | with not a perceptible gap in its continuity. There 
about 90 miles. Of this portion of the survey ac- | was a simple grandeur and display of power and 
curate charts have been constructed. The second | beauty in this scene, as viewed from the forecastle 
ction of the barrier, stretching from lat. 22° of the wreck, about 30 feet above the water, that 
aes eon, 8 rose even to sublimity. The unbroken roar of the 
northwards for a distance of nearly 200 miles, had surf, with its regular pulsation of thunder, as each 
already been surveyed by Captain Flinders, and | succeeding swell first fell on the outer edge of the 
was therefore passed over by this expedition. It} reef, was almost deafening, yet so deep-toned as 
is a continuous chain of strong massive reefs, in | not to interfere with the slightest nearer and sharper 
which no gap whatever was found, until reaching sound, or to oblige us to raise our voices in the 
lat. 18° 30’, where Flinders discovered a wide | !€4St- Both the sound and sight were such as to 
re assed from the inner chan- | U"PTes8 the spectator with the consciousness of 
opening, from which he passed from the int standing in the presence of an overwhelining majesty 
nel to the outer sca. Here his examination of the | ang power; while his senses were delighted by the 
coast ceased—and we have, from some cause 
which we do not clearly apprehend, an Aratus of 


contrast of beautiful colors in the deep blue of the 
ocean, the dazzling white of the surf, and the bright 

120 miles in the survey, the form and condition of 

the barricr in this interval being yet unknown. 


green of the shoal water on the reef.” —Vol. i., p- 
Captain Blackwood's labors began again in Jat. 


121. 
| A little further we find a good picture of the 
16° 40’, and were thence extended with great 
minuteness to lat. 9° 20’, the northern extremity 


scene, as night was closing in upon them in this 
situation :— 

of the Great Reef, a distance of nearly 500 miles. 

This, including the examination of the eastern part 

of Torres Strait, and the channels amidst its reefs, 


« As I was walking on the poop of the wreck, I 
could not help being struck with the wildness and 
singular nature of the scene. A bright fire was 
is the most valuable part of the work accom- blazing cheerfully in the galley forward, lighting up 
plished ; and the charts, as reduced from the sur- | the spectral-looking foremast, with its bleached and 
vey, will remain as lasting records of it, unless! broken rigging, and the fragments of spars lying 
some of those gradual changes on the crust of the about it. A few of our men were crouched in their 
globe which geology has to record—or other more flannel ee rad the A peaenlar as a 
violent and sudden convulsion, such as have been protecuon fromthe spray w nich every DUW and then 


es . flew over us. The wind was blowing strongly, 
frequent among the Indian islands—should disturb drifting dark clouds occasionally over the star-lit 


the coral flooring of these seas, and alter the sound- | sky, and howling round the wreck with a shrill tone, 
ings and channels that have now been explored. | that made itself heard above the dull continuous roar 

In a part of this great barrier, between lat. 11° | of the surf. Just ahead of us was the broad white 
20’ and 12° 20’, the line of reefs, instead of being | band of foam, which stretched away on either hand 
straight, or gently curving, is sharply deflected into weed the dark horizon. Now ae then some hig her 
convolutions, forming deep bays, with detached Wave (WOUld Durst against the vows ot Ahe wreck, 


i shaking all her timbers, sending a spout over the 
reefs outside. In one of these bights, having an forecastle, and travelling along her sides, would 


entrance 6 miles wide, and stretching 8 miles in- |}ash the rudder backwards and forwards with a slow 
wards, such is the depth that no bottum was reached | creaking groan, as ìf the old ship complained of the 
except close to the recfs, though a line of nearly; protracted agony she endured. She had been 
300 fathoms was thrown out. wrecked since we had ourselves left home and en- 
tered the southern hemisphere: and there mingled 


A neh. melinchor AIMessaae ni Cantan perhaps some speculations as to our chance of leav- 
and wita me'anchoty iness ol name, as apain | ing the old Fly in some similar situation, with the 


Blackwood found lying on the reef near it the | feelings which the character of the scene sufficed 
wrecks of two large vessels, the Ferguson and | to impress upon the mind.”’—Vol. i., p. 123. 


Martha Ridgway, lost here in 1840 and 1841 ; the 
former having part of the 50th regiment on board. 
Happily the presence of another vessel in company 
‘prevented in this case any loss of life. Mr. Jukes 
gives an interesting description of these wrecks, and 
of a night he passed on board that of the Martha} < In a small bight of the inner edge of this reef 
Ridgway, after considerable danger in reaching | was a sheltered nook, where the extreme slope was 
it. We have pleasure in quoting two or three well exposed, and where every coral was in full lite 
striking passages from this portion of his narrative. and luxuriance. Smooth round masses of mæan- 


: drina and astrea were contrasted with delicate leaf- 
The first describes the view seaward from the reef 


like and cup-shaped expansions of explanaria, and 
on which the wrecks lay—a mere ridge, some | with an infinite variety of branching madrepore 


hundred yards wide, rising to the water's level | and seriatopore ; some with mere finger-shaped pro- 
from the profound ocean underneath :— jections, others with Jarge branching stems, and 


This extraordinary spot was called Wreck Bay, 


Another passage, describing one of the coral 
reefs in this vicinity, will in some sort redeem the 
‘less picturesque impression of such scenery derived 
from a general description before quoted :— 
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others again exhibiting an elegant assemblage of 
interlacing twigs, of the most delicate and exquisite 
workmanship. Their colors were unrivalled—vivid 
greens contrasted with more sober browns and yel- 
lows, mingled with rich shades of purple, from pale 
pink to deep blue; bright red, yellow, and peach 
colored nullipore clothed the masses that were 
dead, mingled with pearly flakes of eschara and 
retepora, the latter looking like lace-work in ivory. 
In among the branches of the corals, like birds 
among trees, floated beautiful fish, radiant with 
metallic greens or crimsons, or fantastically banded 
with black and vellow stripes. Patches of clear 
white sand were seen here and there for the floor, 
with dark hollows and recesses beneath overhanging 
ledges. All these, seen through the clear crystal 
water, the ripple of which gave motion and a quick 
play of light and shadow to the whole, formed a 
scene of the rarest beauty, and left nothing to be 
desired by the eye, either in elegance of form or 
brilliancy and harmony of coloring.’’—Vol. i., p. 
117. 


Happily for a spot which has acquired a melan- 
choly notoriety by these and other wrecks, the dis- 
covery was made within a very short distance of 
an excellent channel traversing this outer line of 
reefs; and the erection of a lofty beacon on 
Raine’s Islet, at the edge of this passage, may be 
cited as one of the main objects fulfilled by the 
expedition. The work was begun in June, 1844, 
and completed in less than four months. Twenty 
convict masons and quarrymen were brought from 
Sydney; a quarry was opened in the coral rock ; 
lime was got by burning sea-shells ; wood for 
burning was brought from islands near the main- 
land ; water procured from other islands, 25 miles 
distant ; timber for the building was obtained from 
the wreck of the Martha Ridgway. Having no 
anchorage nearer, the Fly had to lie 12 miles off 
within the reefs of the barrier, the smaller vessels 
and boats running to and fro with the various pro- 
visions and materials needful for the workmen. 
Under all these difficulties a strong circular stone 
tower was erected, 40 feet high, and 30 feet in 
diameter at its base, raised 30 feet higher by a 
framework of wood, at the top covered with painted 
canvass. Mr. Jukes describes the little islet which 
gave foundation to the work—a spot not two miles 
in circumference, and scarcely 20 feet above high 
water mark—and pictures it well in a plate; but 
he barely notices the erection of the beacon, and 
Ul supplies this deficiency by a short sketch in the 
appendix. Seeing the singularity of the situation, 
and the peculiarity of the work, we cannot but 
believe that it might have furnished some striking 
or amusing incidents to a narrative which is mainly 
deficient in these points. The truth is, that the 
time was one of monotonous inaction to those not 
directly enzaged in the erection, and that they 
looked upon it with weariness and distaste. 

Accordingly we find our author, with another 
naturalist and the artist who accompanied the ex- 
pedition, starting in the Bramble, when the beacon 
was half completed, for Cape York—the vast 
promontory which abuts on Torres Strait, forming 
the N. E. point of the Australian continent. At 
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this and subsequent periods of the voyage surveys 
were made of this Strait and the channels trav- 
ersing its isles and reefs, the singular number and 
complexity of which we have betore noticed, ren- 
dering this one of the most dangerous, as it is one 
of the most important passages on the globe. The 
examination of Endeavor Strait, that channel which 
winds immediately round Cape York, was made 
with all the exactness enjoined by the Admiralty, 
and justified by its peculiar importance. The line 
of steam navigation now loudly invoked for these 
seas, in connection with those great lines which 
already unite India, China, and Europe, cannot 
long be delayed, seeing the extent, rapid growth, 
and high commercial activity of the colonies which 
call for such communication. The channel of 
Endeavor Strait will in all likelihood be that taken, 
when such scheme is carried into effect ; and every 
sounding, or observation of wind, tide, or current, 
now made, must bear upon the security and wel- 
fare of this future navigation. 

These circumstances, and a regard to the re- 
markable position of Cape York—commanding, as 
it may fairly be said, this great highway between 
the Pacific and Indian oceans—lead our author to 
discuss a question, which has for some time been 
before both home and colonial authorities, viz., the 
relative value of Cape York and Port Essington, 
as a post and settlement for aid to the navigation 
of these seas. The latter place, 600 miles to the 
west of Cape York, and on the other side of the 
great Gulf of Carpentaria, has been for several 
years occupied by an officer and small body of 
marines, but without any attempt at colonization ; 
and with little encouragement to that, either from 
fertility of the soil, healthiness of the spot, or the 
character of the natives in its vicinity. Repeated 
visits to both places have given Mr. Jukes a very 
decided preference for Cape York; and in his rea- 
sons for this preference we fully concur. Its posi- 
tion is a-main point in its favor. It is in the 
vicinity of danger and affords a place of easy 
refuge. In war it would command security to a 
passage where a single enemy’s ship might inflict 
incalculable mischief. Its distance from Sydney, 
1700 miles, would make it an admirable depot for 
coal in the steam navigation towards India. Though 
without a harbor, this is little needed, where the 
reefs themselves, which create the danger of the 
strait, protect the sea from all heavy swells and 
render anchorage secure. At Evans’ Bay, which 
is suggested as a site for the settlement, there are 
dry rocky places for building, pools of fresh water, 
and a considerable surface of fertile land ; frequent 
rains, fresh breezes, and a healthy vegetation. All 
these advantages, according to our author, are ab- 
sent at Port Essington, and though possessing a 
fine harbor, the value of this is annulled by situa- 
tion and difficulty of access. Putting the matter 
on a personal footing, Mr. Jukes declares that if 
condemned to either, he would rather live at Cape 
York for five years than at Port Essington for two 
—an odd numerical formula of preference, but suf- 
ficiently intelligible. 
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The right manner of solving the question we 
belicve to be, that Cape York should be adopted 
as a new settlement, and Port Essington not given 
up. Mistress of Gibraltar, Aden, and Singapore, 
and cognizant of the value of such positions for 
commerce and power, England can hardly choose 
but plant her flag on a promontory which com- 
mands the passage between two oceans. But the 
whole shores of the continent, of which ìt is one 
extremity, are becoming hers by discovery and col- 
onization; and Port Essington is a point on the 
line of coast, and having relations to the Indian 
Archipelago, which justify its being retained, even 
though offering little present benefit or promise. 
The active spirit which at this time pervades the 
world, working with new means and appliances of 
every kind, will vivify in the end what is barren 
now; and no expenditure or labor can be better 
bestowed than in aiding by anticipation the progress 
which commerce and colonization are making on 
these distant shores. 

While upon this subject, we must indulge our- 
selves with a short parenthesis as to that extraor- 
dinary line of steam communication between 
England and her eastern possessions, (somewhat 
oddly called the Overland journey,) of which Aus- 
tralia and New Zealand will hereafter form the 
extreme branches. The creation of the last twelve 
years, this communication has already acquired a 
sort of maturity of speed and exactness, notwith- 
standing the enormous distances traversed, and the 
changes necessary in transit from sea to sea. The 
Anglo-Indian mail, in its two sections, and including 
passengers and correspondence, possesses a sort of 
individuality as the greatest and most singular line 
of intercourse on the globe. Two of the first na- 
tions of Europe, France and Austria, struggle for 
the privilege of carrying this mail across their ter- 
ritories. ‘Traversing the length of the Mediterra- 
nean, it is received on the waters of the Ancient 
Nile—Cairo and the Pyramids are passed in its 
onward course—the Desert is traversed with a 
speed which mocks the old cavalcades of camels 
and loitering Arabs—it is reembarked on the Red 
Sea near a spot sacred in scriptural history—the 
promontory projecting from the heights of Mount 
Sinai, the shores of Mecca and Medina, are passed 
in its rapid course down this great gulf—it emerges 
through the Straits of Babelmandel into the Indian 
seas—to be distributed thence by different lines to 
all the great centres of Indian government and 
commerce, as well as to our more remote de- 
pendencies in the Straits of Malacca and the Chi- 
nese seas. There is a certain majesty in the 
simple outline of a route like this, traversing the 
most ancient seats of empire, and what we are 
taught to regard as among the earliest abodes of 
_ Man—and now ministering to the connection of 
England with that great sovereignty she has con- 
quered, or created, in the East; more wonderful, 
with one exception, than any of the empires of 
antiquity ; and perchance also more important to 
the general destinies of mankind. 

With respect to the still unexecuted part of this 
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great scheme of communication, embracing the 
Australian colonies, we may remark that steam- 
vesseis, after passing Cape York, will probably in 
most cases proceed southward by the inner chan- 
nel, within the Great Barrier Reef. Though af- 
fording smooth water, however, this passage will 
not be without its difficulties and delays. The 
first three nights after leaving Cape York must 
probably be passed at anchor; and even in the 
daytime a slow rate of progress will often be re- 
quired, to avoid the numerous detached coral reefs ; 
especially when the sun is near the meridian, and 
the glare on the water such as to confuse the view 
of the intricate passages between. Experience 
and multiplied beacons will lesson these difficulties, 
but cannot wholly remove them. 

Though a subordinate object of the expedition, 
yet, under the authority of his instructions, Cap- 
tain Blackwood surveyed also a line of the Aus 
tralian mainland, beginning at latitude 22°, and 
proceeding 110 miles northwards. Previous re- 
ports had afforded the presumption of superior 
soil and larger native population in this region ; 
and such was found to be the case. A belt of 
undulating land, running backwards from the coast 
to a parallel chain of hills, presents a surface 
covered with abundant and fine grass, and large 
timber. Inlets on the coast are numerous, and 
boat navigation is aided by tides rising from twenty 
to thirty feet. If colonization be extended tu the 
north of the actual settlements of New South 
Wales, this would appear the best locality for it ; 
and Mr. Jukes, after twice cireumnavigating Aus- 
tralia, affirms that he has seen no part of this con- 
tinent, near the sea, of equal fertility, or combin- 
ing so many natural advantages. But penal set- 
tlements can hardly be attempted beyond the lati- 
tude of Sandy Cape; such are the facilities for 
escape afforded by the coral] reefs and islands 
which stretch multitudinously along this coast. 

The deficiency of navigable rivers in Australia, 
one of the many strange peculiarities of that coun- 
try, gives great value to every discovery of this 
kind. Though no new river was found on the 
part of the coast now described, a further exami- 
nation was made of one previously discovered by 
Captain Wickhain, of the Beagle, and bearing his 
name. Our author, with a party, after a difficult 
passage through the mangrove bushes and break- 
ers at its mouth, ascended seven or eight miles of 
its course; the boats being then compelled to 
return from increasing shallowness of water. As 
this stream must have its source in the mountain- 
chain which forms a sort of backbone to Australia, 
running parallel and near to the eastern coast, little 
can be expected from it in facilitating ingress to 
the interior, except as regards the supply of fresh 
water—an advantage, it must be admitted, of no 
small import in a country so destitute of this great 
necessary of life. 

During the examination of this line of coast, 
there was frequent communication with native 
tribes, which Mr. Jukes relates in some detail. 
Though certain peculiarities of usage are noticed, 
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we find nothing in these relations which would 
much interest our readers, or which differs mate- 
rially from the description so familiar to us in the 
narratives of former travellers of their intercourse 
with this people. They appear, as seen here, to 
be a tall and athletic race, active and bold in their 
demeanor and habits, with an occasional] fierceness 
of temper, of which a melancholy proof occurred 
in the death of one of the seamen of the Bram- 
ble, struck by a native spear. Our author, who 
was one of the landing party when this happened, 
gives no statement-of any provocation or quarrel 
leading to it. The spear, projected by aid of the 
womerah, or ‘* throwing-stick,’’? which gives it 
wonderful increase of force, penetrated four and a 
half inches into the back, shattering the spine and 
ribs, and passing nearly through the left lobe of 
the lungs. It was with difficulty drawn out, leav- 
ing the point, made of bone, in the body. ‘The 
poor fellow—an excellent sailor, and beloved by 
his messmates—lingered to the third day in suffer- 
ing, and then died. 

In describing the feelings excited by this event 
among the others of the party—making them re- 
luctant to leave the coast without some opportu- 
nity of revenging their comrade’s death—Mr. 
Jukes explains the source of many of these unhappy 
atrocities, which even yet occasionally deface our 
intercourse with the native Australians, despite 
the higher and better views which now govern our 
principles and habits of colonization. On the out- 
skirts of the settlements, such occurrences have 
been, and always will be, more frequent—from 
obvious causes in the character and habits both of 
the white and native border population ;—and we 
are led to fear that the spread of colonization in 
the N. E. portion of Australia, certain eventually 
to occur, may involve yet more of such calamities, 
sceing the bold and masculine character of many 
of the native tribes on this part of the coast. 
Time will in the end put a stop to all these things ; 
but it can only happen through that extinction of 
the native population, which, by a strange and 
sgd destiny—the éneluctalile fatum of what we 
cull savage life—seems always to occur sooner or 
later, where Europeans have trodden upon new 
lands. 

In the latter part of Mr. Jukes’ first volume, 
we find narrated the proceedings of the expedition 
on Murray’s Islands, at the eastern entrance of 
Torres Strait, and on the southern coast of New 
Guinea; which coast, with its widely-spread 
banks of shoal soundings, was surveyed for a 
length of a hundred and forty miles—a small sec- 
tion of the shores of this vast island, but impor- 
tant as the northern boundary of the strait, and fur- 
ther interesting, as some slight index to a country 
less known perhaps than any other of equal size 
in the habitable world. Notwithstanding its great 
extent, equal co that of Great Britain and France 
conjointly—its remarkable position in the Eastern 
Archipelago—its proximity to islands long visited 
or colonized, and to channels of great and increasing 
commerce—the outline of Papua, or New Guinea, 
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still remains to be completed in our maps; and 
we have no certain assurance whether it be a sin- 
gle island or several. Of its interior we are 
wholly ignorant—discovery having never advanced 
more than a few miles from the coast; and this 
more as the casualty of adventure than on any 
deliberate plan of survey. Yet enough has been 
seen or learnt through indirect channels to indicate 
a country of luxuriant vegetation, profuse in its 
forms of animal life, abounding in water, large 
rivers, and mountain chains, a striking contrast in 
all physical conditions to the adjacent continent of 
Australia ; and in these circumstances, under such 
a latitude, giving promise of a rich exuberance of 
harvest to the naturalist who may hereafter find 
access to the Fauna and Flora of this unknown 
land, the native seat of the bird of paradise. 

A small fortified post, established by the Dutch 
twenty years ago, at Ooroo, on its western coast, 
is the sole spot yet occupied by -Furopeans—a 
feeble attestation of the claim which Holland ex- 
tends to New Guinea, in common with so many 
other islands of the Indian Archipelago.* The 
jealous and ferocious character of the natives is 
usually cited as the reason why neither through 
this, nor other direct channel, has European com- 
merce reached these shores. But in truth our 
ignorance is the same of the people as of the coun- 
try. Our voyagers see occasionally the Papuas, 
or Oriental negroes, of the coast; and hear more 
vaguely of the other race, the Alfuers or Hara- 
foras, inhabiting the interior. We can hardly 
consider New Guinea as inaccessible to future 
commerce, when seeing the hardy and extensive 
traffic which the Chinese and people of the Mo- 
lucca Islands carry on with this country; bring- 
ing away in their junks the edible bird-nests, tor- 
toise-shell, pearls, masay bark, birds of paradise, 
nutmegs and trepang ; and carrying thither cotton 
goods, cloth, iron tools, &c. All this sounds 
well to the mercantile ear; and time will achieve 
what has hitherto, from ignorance, accident, or 
jealousy, been unaccomplished. 

Of this portion of the New Guinea coast, sur- 
veyed by Captain Blackwood, the character is 
more peculiar than interesting, except under the 
supposition of its indicating some great river, of 
which this is the delta. We quote Mr. Jukes’ 
description :— 
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“ From the large opening or river mouth, in 
S. lat. 8° 45’, E. long. 143° 35’, to the furthest 
point examined in the boats in lat. 7° 40’ and long. 
144° 30’, and for an unknown distance beyond, the 
coast had everywhere the same features. It was 
low, flat, muddy, covered with gine and impen- 
etrable forests, and intersected by a complete net- 
work of fresh-water canals—of all sizes and depths, 
from a mere muddy ditch to a width of five miles 
and a depth of twenty to thirty feet. This coast 
was fronted by immense mud-banks, stretching 


* We owe to Dutch writers, Kolff and Modena, the 
most recent accounts of this western portion of the New 
Guinea coast. Forrest, Delano, Lesson, &c., are further 
authorities as to this singular country and people, but all 
scunty in the information they are able to afford. 
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from ten to twenty miles out to sea, having at low 
water a general depth of about twelve feet, with a 
few deeper places, and some sand-banks much 
shoaler or quite dry. These mad-flats gradually 
deepened towards their outer edge to three and 
four fathoms, and then more rapidly to six, ten, and 
twenty fathoms. Now this is precisely the forma- 
tion of the delta of a great river; and the only dif- 
ficulty in the present case is the supposing a river, 
large enough to produce such a delta, to exist on 
an island like New Guinea.”’—Vol. i., p. 289. 


This objection to an opinion otherwise highly 
probable, may be lessened, if not obviated, by the 
following considerations. First, assuming such 
river to have its sources in the mountainous re- 
gion which we know to exist in the north-western 
part of New Guinea, it might, taking a direction 
to the south-east, find space enough, in a country 
1200 miles in length, to become an ample and 
powerful stream. Further, it would appear that 
the climate is one of heavy periodical rains, and 
probably of much general moisture from the dense 
forests and jungles. And yet further, as there 
seems to be little current in these channels near 
the coast, it 1s probable that the delta formed 
here may be disproportionably large to the body 
of water coming down from the interior. We 
need not dwell upon these points, as they are 
sure to be speedily solved. Captain Blackwood's 
boats ascended one of the channels nearly thirty 
miles; and Mr. Jukes reasonably conjectures that, 
with the aid of a small steamer, it might be pos- 
sible from this side to make a deep inroad into the 
island. 

The communication with the native Papuans of 
the coast, several of whose villages were hastily 
visited, was difficult, and not without collision, 
and in one case fatal result. We are bound to 
state that Mr. Jukes does not give a clear expla- 
nation of these circumstances ; and we look upon 
them with more suspicion, from finding the admis- 
sion of sundry acts of aggression ; one of which 
—the abstraction of two pigs and some native 
implements—is allowed by our author to be an 
act of theft, though, by a convenient oblivion, not 
thought of as such till the pigs were eaten. The 
whole matter is treated too jocosely for our taste ; 
nor are we reconciled to it by the name of Pig- 
ville, given to the place, and figuring in the chart 
annexed to this volume. The name is not unbe- 
fitting the deed, and somewhat too much, more- 
over, in the style of transatlantic nomenclature. 
We shall be glad, on every account, to see its 
erasure from future maps. 

The channel of Torres Strait, remarkable in so 
many ways, is not least so in the sudden line of 
demarcation it draws between two kinds of vege- 
tation, two groups of lower animals, and two va- 
rieties of the human race. Those strange anoma- 
lies which designate all that belongs to Austra- 
lian landscape and life, extend even to the isles 
bordering this continent within the strait. In the 
isles and land of New Guinea, scarcely fifty miles 
distant, a miraculous change comes over the 
scene, both as respects vegetable and animal life ; 
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extending even to the shells and echinodermata 
which lie upon the shores. We quote a passage, 
well describing the different aspect of the vegeta- 
ble world on the opposite shores :— 


‘ The dull and sombre vegetation of Australia 
spreads all over Cape York and the adjacent islands. 
Wide forests of large but ragged-stemmed gum- 
trees, with their almost leafless and quite shadeless 
branches, constitute the characteristic of this vege- 
tation. Here and there are gullies, with jungles 
of more umbrageous foliage, and sone palms; but 
the mass of the woods are arid, hot, and dusty, and 
the leaves not only small but dry and brittle. On 
the islands of the northern sides of Torres Strait, 
not a gum-tree is to be seen; the woods are close, 
lofty, and afford the deepest and most refreshing 
shade ; often matted into impenetrable thickets by 
creepers and undergrowth; but adorned with vari- 
ous foliage—the cocoa-nut, the plantain, the bam- 
boo, and other plants not only beautiful but useful 
to man. On the New Guinea coast the vegetation 
is of the rankest and most luxuriant kind, even for 
the tropics. One vast dark jungle spreads over its 
shores, abounding in immense forest-trees, whose 
trunks are hidden by groves of sago-palms, and 
myriads of other heat and moisture-luving plants.”’ 
—Vol. i., p. 298. 


We cannot quit the subject of New Guinea 
without adverting, which we do with preat interest, 
to the expedition of discovery and survey, under 
the command of Captain Stanley, now on its 
voyage to these shores. The character which 
that officer has acquired for professional ability 
and energy, scientific attainments, and experience 
gained in all parts of the world, well justified the 
Board of Admiralty in selecting him for this ser- 
vice; and give entire assurance that all will be 
done which these qualities can effect, aided as they 
are by excellent appointments in every subordinate 
part of the expedition.® 

A considerable part of Mr. Jukes’ second 
volume is occupied by the narrative of an excur- 
sion into the eastern portion of Java ; with sketches, 
sufficiently lively, both of the scenery of this mag- 
nificent island, and of the habits of the population, 
as well colontal as native. Our author pictures 
landscape better than he indicates localities, and 
his narrative would gain in interest and perspicuity 
by a little more of introduction to the ground over 
which the reader has to travel with him. Sull 
there is a good deal that is valuable in this part 
of the work; and particularly in a chapter on the 
colonial government and general condition of Java. 
The latter corroborates in all main points what we 
have before learnt of this curiously despotic and 
jealous administration, which watches and controls 
Europeans by a police as rigid as that directed to 
the natives; which refuses to admit consuls to 
its ports; inflicts a system of passports, rendering 
change of place as difficult as in Russia ; and con- 


* We may mention that Mr. Macgillivray, a naturalist 
sent out by Lord Derby, and who accompanied Captain 
Blackwood in the voyages we are reviewing, has again 
gone out in the Rattlesnake with Captain Stanley as 
naturalist to the expedition—a very valuable accession 
to it. 
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centrates its energy in preserving a sullen and 
secluded repose, and raising a large surplus reve- 
nue for transmission to the mother country. The 
recollection of that wiser and more generous sys- 
tem of government, which Sir Stamford Raffles 
so admirably administered while Java was in our 
possession, gives us an interest in the subject which 
it might not otherwise possess, except as matter 
of curious speculation on that relation of republican 
institutions at home to despotism in colonies, of 
which history furnishes so many examples. But 
we do not pursue it further, as there may be some 
future occasion affurded us of reverting to the 
general condition and prospects of this vast group 
of islands, forming the Eastern Archipelago. 

In the appendix to the volumes before us are 
eight or ten papers, recording a part of the scien- 
tific results of the voyage, which we may shortly 
notice. The zoological specimens collected, 4000 
or 5000 in number, were chiefly placed at the dis- 
posal of the British Museum, and several of the 
papers are connected with this subject. One, by 
Professor Owen, on the bones of a Dugong found 
by Mr. Jukes near Cape York, (Halicore Austrailis,) 
indicates, with the usual felicity and exactness 
of this naturalist, the distinctness of the species 
from the two before known; the principal specific 
character of the Australian dugong being the 
development of 24 instead of 20 molar teeth.— 
Another paper, by Mr. Gray, describes a new 
genus of Sea Snakes, discovered by Mr. Jukes 
on Darnley Island in Torres Strait, and interesting 
as forming a link between the common Hydride, 
and the singular abnormal genus called Aipysurus. 
This is one of the instances, now become so fre- 
quent, in which the extension and increasing 
exactness of research have filled up gaps before 
left in the continuity of genera and species. It is 
a case where the acquisition of a new fact is far 
less important than the confirmation and enlarge- 
ment of a great natural principle.—A third paper, 
by Mr. A. White, describes a new genus, and five 
new species of crustacea, being further results of 
this voyage.—A fourth, by Mr. Gray, delineates 
several new species of star-fishes ; reserving others, 
also the fruits of this expedition, for a monograph 
on the asteriade, which this distinguished nat- 
uralist is about to publish. A fifth paper, like- 
wise by Mr. Gray, on certain new species of 
marine shells, found on the Australian coast, 
completes the series of these memoirs on natural 
history in the Appendix. 

The geological observations of Mr. Jukes are 
embodied in the narrative, and will be hereafter 
given to the Geological Society. The most inter- 
esting are those which relate to the shores and 
islands of Torres Strait. These islands are evi- 
dently points in the submerged prolongation of 
that great mountain-chain which, rising from the 
Southern Ocean in Van Diemen’s Land, sinks 
again under the sea in Bass’ Strait, with the 
exception of a few island points left above the 
waters—then emerges in lofty masses at the 
southern extremity of New Holland—stretches 
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along the whole eastern side of this continent, a 
range of more than 1600 miles—at Cape York 
again sinks underneath the sea of Torres Strait, 
reappearing at Mount Cornwallis on the New 
Guinea coast, beyond which it is lost to our pres- 
ent knowledge. In a former article, (Q. R. No. 
CLII.) we had occasion to notice the geological 
characters of this great chain, the axis of which 
is composed of primitive rocks, chiefly unstratified, 
flanked by Paleozoic strata incumbent on them, 
and mixed with rocks of eruptive character; and, 
succeeding to these in order of time, certain de- 
tached coal formations, and superficial beds, repre- 
senting the tertiary formation of Europe. We 
infer, from Mr. Jukes’ detached observations on 
the coast, that the same general character extends 
to the northern extremity of the chain. Cape 
York and the adjacent isles are porphyritic, and 
the islands which traverse the strait in the same 
line appear to be all composed of granite, sienite, 
or old metamorphic rocks. A circumstance well 
worthy of remark is, that to the eastward of this 
line none of these primitive rocks appear, but low 
coral isles or coral reefs occupy solcly a belt of 
sea, sixty miles wide, across the mouth of the 
strait; to the east of which again all the islands 
are volcanic, and chiefly composed of lavas. The 
distinct division by these three belts adds another 
to the many singularities of this channel. 

Before closing our review of these volumes, we 
must notice two other papers in the Appendix: 
the first, a copious comparative Vocabulary of the 
languages of some of the islands in Torres Strait 
—the second, a short Memoir, by Dr. R. Latham, 
ou the general affinities of the languages of the 
Oceanic blacks; inclusive in its inferences of the 
facts derived from this vocabulary. The main 
result derived from Dr. Latham, from a large and 
careful collation of the most recent data, as to 
these languages, is that of the fundamental unity 
of the great groups of the Malayan, Papua, and 
Australian, in opposition to the opinion of their 
separate character and origin, and of the isolation 
of the Australian languages in particular. We 
doubt not his being right in his view, that in this 
question, as in many analogous cases, grammatical 
differences are valued too highly—glossarial affin- 
ities too low; the relative value of the two tests 
not being constant, but varying for different lan- 
guages. ‘This, however, is a topic too copious, 
and too curious also, to be dealt with as a mere 
offset from other subjects. 

In the foregoing part of this article we have 
drawn somewhat largely upon our readers’ attention 
—-perchance also a little on their puticnce—by the 
various facts connected with the coral ridges and 
reefs forming the vast and prolonged line of barrier 
on the Australian coast. We recur for a short 
while to the subject; not, however, in relation to 
particular localities, but to the general history and 
theory of these coral formations, as one of the 
great physical phenomena of the earth’s surface: 
impressive, not merely from the enormous magni- 
tude of these animal creations of the ocean, but 
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also from the index and evidence they afford of ! ing round islands of every various dimension and 


past and progressive changes in the level of the 
solid crust of the globe. We have already referred 
to a former article in this Review, on the voyages 
of the Adventure and Beagle, in which we noticed 


height—some little raised above the sea—others, 
like Tahiti, having an elevation of many thousand 
feet. 


“ Fringing or shore recfs,”’ 


whether encircling 


the remarkable researches on these coral forma-' islands or portions of continents, differ from those 


tions contained in Mr. Darwin's journal of the 
latter voyage. This gentleman has since pub- 
lished a separate volume, ‘f On the Structure and 
Distribution of Coral Reefs,” which we have taken 
as one of the heads of the present article ; wishing 
` to complete the view of the subject, and seeing 
that to Mr. Darwin we owe not only the most 
extensive and exact observations upon it, but also 
certain general conclusions which are now in pro- 
gress of adoption by men of science in every coun- 
try. From this volume, which possesses the 
charm of a simple and perspicuous style, conjoined 
with great reasoning powers, we shall briefly 
extract some of these conclusions, as well as the 
more important facts from which they are deduced. 

We have already noticed gencrally the three 
classes of atoll, barrier, and fringing reefs, includ- 
ing all the most characteristic varieties of coral 
formation on the globe. These varieties, how- 
ever, owing to local or other conditions, are so 
multiplied in detail, that it would be almost as 
difficult to give a clear description of them, as to 
explain the circumstances in which they respec- 
tively originate. Without attempting to follow 
Mr. Darwin in his more ample survey, we may 
state that, as instances of the lagoon islands, or 
atolls, he selects Keeling Island, in the Indian 
Ocean, the vast group of the Maldives, and the 
extraordinary submerged atoll called the Great 
Chagos Bank. The first is a single but charac- 
teristic specimen of its class. The Maldive Islands 
form an archipelago of coral atolls, 470 miles in 
length and about 50 miles in breadth; the atolls 
ranged in a double line, and some of them of great 
size—as that of Suadiva, 44 miles by 34, with an 
included expanse of water nearly 300 feet deep, 
and not fewer than 42 channels through which a 
ship may enter this central lagoon. The Chagos 
Bank, in the centre of the Indian Ocean, rising 
abruptly from unfathomable depths to a level near 
the surface, its longest axis of 90 miles, its breadth 
from 50 to 70, is well deseribed by Captain Morseby 
as ‘a half-drowned atoll;’? a view confirmed as 
well by soundings as by the many similar reefs 
and atolls rising to the surface around it. To 
this officer we owe admirable surveys both of the 
Maldive and Chagos groups, which have done 
much to illustrate the subject. 

Of the “ Barrier Reef ” the most conspicuous in- 
stances sclected are that great one, fronting the 
eastern coast of Australia, with which our readers 
are now acquainted, and a similar but shorter one 
on the western coast of New Caledonia. The 
term, however, has been fitly extended by Mr. 
Darwin to those reefs encircling smaller islands, 
which are s» numerous in the Pacific, and familiar 
to us in the narratives of voyages in this ocean— 
coral walls, in fact, with a deep moat within, gird- 


just described in being less massive, in having no 
interior deep-water channel, and in sloping down- 
wards into the sea upon the natural declivity of 
the shores. The reefs of the Mauritius furnish a 
well-marked insular example of them. The coasts 
of Brazil and Arabia afford instances, among many 
that might be quoted, of such coral fringes to con- 
tinental lands. 

Mr. Darwin has done much to simplify the 
view of the several coral fortnations just noted, by 
showing that they graduate into one another, and 
that the atolls, barriers, and encircling reefs are 
but modifications, deviating much in the extreme 
cases, of a common principle and manner of oper- 
ation. A perfect series, in fact, can be traced 
from the simple linear or normal state of the reef, 
to the long linear lagoon, and thence to the ovat 
or circular form of the encircling reef or the atoll. 
Again, if from the barrier reefs encircling small 
islands we abstract the land within, (a legitimate 
speculation, as will hereafter be seen,) we bring 
them to an almost complete identity with the sim- 
ple atoll or lagoon island, in form, dimensions, and 
grouping. The value of such generalizations as 
these to a just theary on the subject will be well 
understood, even without a full comprehension of 
the details on which they are founded. 

The fourth chapter of Mr. Darwin's volume re- 
lates to the distribution of coral formations, and 
their rate and manner of growth: including such 
knowledge as we posscss regarding the species and 
habits of the polypifers, or coral animals, which 
have produced them. On the subject of these 
wonderful zoophytes, the details given are not per- 
haps as distinct as might have been desired for 
general information. It is Mr. Darwin’s main ob- 
ject, inreference to his theory, to determine the 
rate as to time, and the depth below the surface 
of the sea, at which the workings of living coral 
can go on; and we do not find any consecutive 
description of the aspect, species, and habitudes 
of these active tenants of the deep. It must be 
admitted, indeed, that our knowledge on these 
points is very deficient. Exact observations are 
not easy where the animal works either below the 
surface of the water, or amidst the heaviest surf and 
breakers on the edge of the reef. Here, where 
ali besides perishes, the zone of coralline life ex- 
ists in its greatest activity; but hardly more ac- 
cessible to observation than are the dead corals 
brought up by dredging—m such variety of spe- 
cies as to leave it uncertain which are the true 
artificers of the reef, and which contribute to it 
solely by being agglutinated, with broken coral, 
sand, shells, and other materials, into the com- 
mon mass. Ehrenberg has described more than 
a hundred species of coral which he found in tne 
reefs of the Red Sea. Some observers have 
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believed that the genus astrea is that most efficient 
in the formation of coral rocks; but the madre- 
pore, millepore, porites, meandrina, caryophyllia, 
and various other genera, contnbute largely to these 
vast and mysterious works—in what proportion, 
and under what laws or instincts of combination, 
we shall probably never be able fully to compre- 
hend. 

Other problems equally difficult embarrass this 
subject—and notably in the first place the question, 
why coral reefs should be so vast and numerous in 
certain tracts of ocean, while others are wholly 
destitute of them? The limitation to tropical lat- 
itudes is intelligible ; but why, with the exception 
of the Bermudas, there should not be a single coral 
isle or reef in the great expanse of the Atlantic, it 
is hard to explain. Had the Bermudas themselves 
been absent, a certain general conjecture might 
have been hazarded, which their actual position 
and coralline structure render inadmissible. Vol- 
canic action, ancient or recent, affords no explana- 
tion of this partial distribution; nor do any ascer- 
tained differences in the depth or bottom of the 
sea, or in the mineral contents of different seas, 
come in aid of the solution. A supposition is 
still open, vague perhaps in its application to the 
present case, yet supported by many analogies 
drawn from other parts of the animal world. The 
corals, in their pulpy portion, afford food to sev- 
eral species of fish, and to the whole tribe of ho- 
lothuriæ ; while they themselves, simple and minute 
though they be, must feed on some other kinds of 
organic life. There may be in certain seas a pre- 
dominance of the animals destroying them, or a 
deficiency in those affording them nutriment ; and 
in either of these conceivable cases we -bring the 
question among those curious instances (now al- 
most forming an especial branch of natural history) 
where we find the station, range, multiplication, 
or extinction of species, to be determined, not 
merely by inanimate agents around, but by the 
presence or absence, abundance or scarcity, of 
other species in the same regions and at the same 
periods of time. We might say much as to this 
interesting and prolific course of inquiry, did it 
come within our present subject. 

The manner and rate of growth of corals offer 
other curious questions to the naturalist. ‘The 
evidence as to the latter point is various, and on 
first view somewhat contradictory. With some 
well-attested examples of rapid growth—the filling 
up of channels and lagoons, and enlargement of 
islands within human record—we have other in- 
stances where the same surface and elevation of 
living coral appears to have existed for ages un- 
changed. Ehrenberg found in the Red Sea vast 
globular masses of meandrina, which, he says, are 
of such antiquity that ‘‘ Pharaoh himself may have 
beheld them ;” and he gives evidence to show that 
various coral formations of this sea have under- 
gone little or no change within the last two centu- 
ries. Captain Beechey furnishes similar proofs 
from different parts of the Pacific; and, leaning 
upon these and other instances, some naturalists 
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have been led to view the growth of corals as the 
slow work of ages rather than of years, and to 
doubt the possibility of islands having been thus 
formed in the midst of the ocean. 

These difficulties may, we think, be lessened, 
if not obviated, by a regard to the various con- 
ditions under which coral masses are formed ; by 
the difference of the coral animals themselves in 
species, size, and habitudes of existence; by the 
succession of several species in the same mass ; 
by the important fact (ascertained as far as nega- 
tive proofs will carry us) that new coral does not 
form on the surface of that which is still living ; 
by the various foundations on which the corals build 
their superstructure ; and by the changes of level, 
sudden or slow, occurring in these foundations. 
We incline, therefore, to Mr. Darwin’s belief that 
the formation of coral is still actively proceeding 
in numerous places over the globe, and find no 
reason to doubt that the atolls and reefs rising 
precipitously from the decp ocean around, what- 
ever of increment they may receive in their growth 
from other sources, are mainly, as we see them, 
the creation of successive generations and species 
of these zoophytes. In the whole range of phys- 
ical causes we find, in truth, none but this strange 
and instinctive workmanship—this antagonism and 
superiority of organic vital forces to the inanimate 
powers of nature—which can explain such phe- 
nomena as those of the Maldive group ; or the sim- 
ple fact of the small circular coral islet rising up 
to the surface of the Pacific from unfathomed 
depths around it; or other singularities of these 
formations which we have no room to detail, but 
which are fully described by Mr. Darwin. 

These considerations bring us nearer to the ac- 
tual theory of coral rocks, but with the intervention 
still of another question—of great moment, as we 
shall see, to any general conclusions—viz., the 
depth of the sea at which the reef-building corals 
can live and work? This, it will be obvious, is a 
question distinct from that of the gross thickness 
or depth of coralline masses, and somewhat easier 
of solution, yet not without its appropriate difficul- 
ties. From a large collation of facts Mr. Darwin 
is led to conclude that, in ordinary cases, the corals 
which build reefs do not flourish at greater depths 
than from 20 to 30 fathoms, and that the greatest 
activity of their existence is on the surface or outer 
edges of reefs. Other observers have limited their 
range of operations still more closcly to the sur- 
face ; but take what estimate we may, it seems 
certain that no increment can take place to coral 
growth below a comparatively small depth—none 
whatsoever above the surface washed by the spray 
of the sea. Whence, then, the vast masses and 
lofty coral pinnacles which the sounding-line fol- 
lows downwards to the depth of several hundred 
fathoms, with evidences of the same structure and 
origin, and leaving it uncertain whether they may 
not descend deeper still? If these zoophytes work 
only thus near to the surface, how are we to ex- 
plain the origin and actual position of all that lies 
beneath this level? This is the problem most in- 
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teresting in the theory of coral formations, and the 
solution of which, whatever it be, associates them 
most closely with the great geological phenomena 
of the globe. In the article before alluded to we 
have given an outline of the question and of Mr. 
Darwin's views upon it. In the short space now 
remaining to us we shall put before our readers a 
summary of the discussion as it at present stands, 
with such few remarks as we think more especially 
conclusive on the argument. 

The hypotheses by which alone we can seek to 
solve the problem just stated are few in number. 
Either the corals constructing the lower parts of 
the reefs must be wholly distinct in species and 
habits from those which work near the surface ;— 
or the reefs, atolls, and islets we see must be mere 
superficial coverings or cappings of points and 
ridges of land underneath; or there must have 
occurred such subsidence downwards of the land 
encircled by or supporting coral formations, as to 
leave the coral summits solely on the surface of 
the waters—with means of increment, where the 
subsidence further continues, by the super-imposi- 
tion of fresh layers, under the conditions of depth 
favorable to the living actions producing them. 
We are unable to find any other suppositions than 
these which will apply to the solution of the prob- 
lem before us. 

The first of them is negatived in great part by 
the improbability that there should be species of 
corals differing so widely as to one of the most 
important conditions and necessities of their exis- 
tence; and further, by the negative fact that no 
examination of the dead coral taken up from great 
depths has disclosed such varieties. 

The second hypothesis is of a more plausible 
kind, and was at one time adopted by Mr. Lyell, 
in common with many other naturalists ; but sub- 
sequently relinquished by this eminent observer in 
favor of the last of the opinions just stated. It 
was, in truth, a natural and easy conception that 
the coral formations incrusting the upper surface 
might follow and depicture the outline of the sub- 
marine bottom, and the peaks and ridges rising 
from it. And this argument became more spe- 
cious when considering the coral islets, with their 
circular and often deep lagoons within, as repre- 
senting the cones and craters of ancicnt submarine 
volcanoes, their crests overgrown by the work of 
these zoophytes, which retained the form while 
altering the material of the surface exposed. On 
the other hand, the great superficial extent of 
some of the atolls and of their contained lagoons, 
remove from them all character of volcanic cones ; 
and their close and peculiar arrangement in 
groups, like that of the Maldives, still more con- 
tradicted the resemblance. The difficulty of ex- 
plaining why such numerous detached summits 
should rise so closely to the same level near the 
surface, formed another obvious objection to the 
theory ; and a more cogent one arose when it 
was discovered that the reef-building corals worked 
only to a limited depth, and could not, below this 
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level, have formed the coralline covering to the 
submarine peaks which the theory supposed. 

Under the failure of these hypotheses, and 
pressed by other considerations, Mr. Darwin 
adopted what we have adverted to as the third 
solution of the question; viz., that the areas, 
greater or smaller, on which the coral reefs rest 
as a foundation—the flooring, in fact, of the seas 
—must have undergone progressive subsidence, 
such as utterly to withdraw islands or large tracts 
of land below the surface of the ocean, leaving 
the coral reefs which encircled or fringed their 
shores stil] on the water’s level, and therefore 
under circumstances fitted to sustain their growth 
and position, even where the sinking of the foun- 
dation beneath them further contnued. We mast 
admit this hypothesis to be a bold and startling 
one, and such it appeared in the outset even to 
the most hardy of our geologists ; yet it has rapidly 
gained ground, not merely as the only one fulfill- 
ing the conditions required, but further because it 
well illustrates the different modifications and pe- 
culiarities of the coral reefs, and accords at the 
same time with certain remarkable discoveries 
which have distinguished the progress of modern 
geology. Mr. Darwin’s application of his views 
in detail is characterized by great ability; but we 
can afford room only for a summary of the few 
leading points. 

Taking the theory first in its application to the 
atoll, or simple coral islet with its interior lagoon 
—instead of making this lagoon to represent a 
preexisting cavity of the same form, as in the 
voleanic hypothesis, Mr. Darwin considers that it 
designates the place once occupied by a point of 
land more or less elevated, which has subsided 
downwards into the sea, leaving the coral reef cir- 
cling round the centre, growing over its surface, 
and rising upwards by new constructions, where 
the subsidence has still continued. Let a moun- 
tain peak, like Tahiti, girt round with a coral 
reef, sink downwards, from subsidence of the sub- 
marine area, or other cause, and we should have 
the conditions just described taking place; and 
representing, by the various aspects of these 
islands, the stages of change from a lofty moun- 
tain to a few low points of land in the lagoon, and 
then to the simple coral islet, barely rising out of 
the sea. Let the subsidence elsewhere be sud- 
den, instead of gradual—and we should find sub- 
merged atolls, like the Chagos Bank; the power 
of replacement upwards being Jost by the depth to 
which the surface has sunk below the sea. 

Next, as to the linear reefs, such as the great 
barrier fronting the N. E. Australian continent. 
We have already alluded to the intimate relation 
of these to the reefs encirling islands; and we 
shall find the conditions of the theory applying to 
both in the same manner, and with equal proba- 
bility. Suppose a prolonged line of reef to be 
built up on the shelf of the coast, as it declines 
into the sea, leaving a narrow channel of water 
between. If the continental land gradually sinks, 


ee 


THE MAGNETIC TELEGRAPH. 


the line of coast will recede inwards, leaving a 
wider channel between it and the reef—the latter 
retaining its position, and being continually re- 
placed upwards by fresh coral, as the lower por- 
tions of the mass subside. Sectional sketches 
would better illustrate these points; but, even 
without such aid, we think there wil] be no diffi- 
culty in conceiving them; or in further applying 
the same views to the other peculiarities of these 
formations—the precipitous descent to vast depths 
of the outer side of the reef—the isles within the 
channel, seen as residual points of the old conti- 
nent—the fringing reefs—the openings into the 
channels or lagoons, &c. 

We have spoken of this as a bold hypothesis ; 
and it will not appear less so when we look at the 
magnitudes, both of space and time, which are in- 
volved in such interpretation of the facts. The 
extent it is needful to assign to some of the areas 
of subsidence may well alarm an imagination not 
accustomed to deal with these subjects. Spaces of 
many hundred thousand square miles exist in the 
ocean, occupied by coral isles of such description 
as to admit of no other valid explanation than the 
sinking of the bottom of the sea over this extent. 
The length of the Australian barrier reef, 1200 
miles, proves that at least an equivalent line of 
coast has been subsiding since its formation began. 
The same inference extends to the great island of 
New Caledonia, in relation to the reef half encir- 
cling it. Mr. Darwin has delineated these sev- 
eral areas, as far as at present known, in a map 
prefixed to his work ; adding to its value by des- 
ignating also the areas of upheaval in the same 
oceans ; and the sites of active volcanoes, which, 
it may be, interpret some of the actions concerned 
in these phenomena. For both these great events, 


of subsidence and upheaval of the solid crust of 


the globe, are familiar to the speculations of mod- 
em geology, and variously attested in different 
parts of the globe by facts which, though recent 
in discovery, are unequivocal in the inferences 
they afford. The magnitude of these move- 
ments and changes may seem inconsistent with 
our ephemeral experience; but here, as in so 
many other cases, we are compelled to adopt 
new measures of time and space, when dealing 
with the physical conditions of the globe before 
man became a tenant of its surface. 

If there be areas of upheaval as well as of sub- 
sidence in these coral seas, we may expect to find 
coral islands raised in places above the level at 
which these zoophytes effect their works. Ac- 
cordingly, we have instances furnished by Captain 
Becchey, Mr. Jukes, and others, of coral masses 
some hundred fect above the sea; with the same 
assurance of their having been raised from below, 
that we possess in the case of any tertiary stratum 
containing sea-shells. In connection with this 
topic, however, we must notice one objection to 
Mr. Darwin’s views, which may seem to have 
some force, viz., that if masses of coral of such 
enormous thickness exist under the sea, we might 
fully expect to discover them in some situation 
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or other among the great strata of the globe; 
knowing, as we do, how large a portion of these 
have been submarine in origin, and raised after- 
wards into their present position. Admitting the 
weight of the objection, that no such coral masses 
are found on our continents, we may qualify it by 
remarking, first, that we are not assured as to the 
relative period in the records of creation when the 
reef-building corals began their work in the seas ; 
secondly, that it is not impossible that some of the 
great oolitic, cretaceous, or other calcareous for- 
mations may actually represent coral deposits— 
formed as these are by the agglutination of vari- 
ous materials, and exposed for ages to physical 
conditions of which we can scarccly appreciate all 
the effect; and thirdly, that the geological char- 
acter of the lands in the coral oceans is still very 
imperfectly known, and we may yet discover such 
masses at greater elevation than any yet found, 
and exhibiting perchance gradations yet unsus 
pected into the character of the older calcareous 
rocks. 


THE MAGNETIC TELEGRAPH. 


What mean the miles of gleaming wire 
Stretched out afar o'er hill and plain, 
As if to string some massive lyre 
To ring out earth’s redeeming strain ? 


It is a lyre, whose every string 

Shall vibrate to the praise of man ; 
Such tribute to his genius bring 

As ne’er was paid since time began. 
It is the master-piece of earth— 

The climax of all human might— 
When man, forgetful of his birth, 

Infringes on Jenovan’s right. 


It is the path where lightnings fly, 
Obedient to man’s lordly will, 

Who forced them from their native sky, 
And chained them down on every bill. 


Once they were messengers of Gop, 

And flashed through Heaven’s remotest span, 
But now they ’ve left their high abode, 

To herald out the ways of man. 


No more we ’ll trust the carrier dove, 
Or iron steed, or lagging gale, 

But call the lightnings from above, 
To spread the news and tell the tale. 


They far outspeed the rolling earth, 
And put the car of time aback— 
Before the future has its birth 
*T is past upon the spirit track. 


That track—the great highway of thought— 
Where distant nations converse hold ; 

Ere word is said or deed is wrought, 
”T is whispered round and round the world. 


From east to west—from pole to pole— 
Wherever man has pressed the sod— 
The every thought of every soul 
Is omnipresent like as Gop. 


It binds the nations all in one, 
And thrills its pulse throughout the union, 
Till every kingdom, tribe and tongue, 
Shall live and act in full communion. 
Tribune. 
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FARM IN THE WEST. 


OxNLY night before last a pale, care-worn young 
man sat down upon one of the benches in Lafayette 
Square. His clothes were by no means new—his 
beaver had ‘gone to seed,” and his shoes, like 
those of Julian St. Pierre, were ‘‘ minus half their 
soles.” As the breeze swept through the trees in 
the square, a shudder ran through the heart of the 
lonely man. He saw the yellow leaves drop from 
their boughs, and after being twirled and twirled 
around and around by the tiny currents of air, would 
at last be whirled away, Heaven only knows whither. 
He thought these leaves were like his hopes, and 
that he was like the tree that parted withthem. In 
the green spring-time of lite his heart had put forth 
its blossoms and its branches, and many a bird of 
love trilled its sweet song amidst the dark green 
foliage of his mind. But now all seemed gone, and 
thought by thought, and memory by memory, seemed 
dropping from the bough of life. He heard the au- 
tumn wind sighing through his bosom, and clasping 
his hands over his eyes he shut out the gleams of 
the pale stars, and wept to himself. He thought 
of his youth, the golden visions that his mind had 
woven then, and how, like the diamond frost-work 
that is melted by the sun, they had all melted into 
“thin air.” He thought of the struggles that he 
had gone through—the perils that he had passed— 
how from morn till morn he had labored, not for 
himself, but for others, and, more than all, how his 
proud heart had been obliged to bow to the 


« Spurns that patient merit 
From the unworthy takes.” 


It was a deep and bitter thought that then ran 
through his heart, but he pressed his hand upon 
his breast and said—‘‘ It is wel.” Gathering his 
scanty garments about him, he wended his way 
to his home, and after a long and weary walk, at 
last reached his humble place of abode. His 
wife ran out to meet him, and his children clasped 
him, one around the knees, while the other flung 
her little thin white arms around his neck. He 
thought of the morrow—he had not a dollar to give 
them, anc though his heart was dropping tears of 
blood, still his lips wore a smile, and he cheered 
his family with words of hope and love. Kissing 
his children, he bade them good night, and slept 
and dreamed those cold grey dreams allotted to the 
children of poverty. ‘The next morning, after he 
had eaten his humble breakfast, he came down 
town, to earn the pittance of those who are doomed 
to labor. His heart hung in his bosom like a load 
of lead, and he bit his lips in order to suppress his 
agony. His rent was due, and every farthing that 
he had on earth was gone.. He thought of his pale- 
faced wife and little children, and imagined that he 
saw them shivering in the cold air, houseless and 
defenceless. lis face was bent towards the ground, 
and walking along with a heart brim full of agony, 
he suddenly saw a little piece of paper that luuked 
like a bank note, lying on the pavement. He 
grasped it like a miser—but alas! it was only a 
ticket in the Havana lottery! He took it down 
town, however, and in a cabaret in the Third Mu- 
nicipality, asked what No. 33,661 had drawn. 

‘¢ Have you that number?” asked the bar keeper, 
with surprise. 

‘« Yes—here it is,” was the answer. 

“ That ticket, sir, has drawn $8000, and you 
have only to go to the firm of , to get your 
money.” 


FARM IN THE WEST. 


Who could tell the thoughts that rushed like 
rainbow meteors through the poor man’s bosom! 
He was as wealthy as he wished to be, and could 
fling back with scorn the taunts into the teeth of 
those who had oppressed him. He hastened to his 
home, and the very ground seemed to fly beneath 
his feet. His wife’s face grew livid at his approach, 
but when he told her of his fortune, she burst into 
tears. She could not speak for joy, but throwing 
herself down on her knees, she clasped her thin 
white hands and thanked her God for his blessings. 
She did not speak a word, but the mute heart’s 
prayer rose upwards, as full of silence and of fra- 
grance as the incense from the holy censer! The 
husband could not even smile, but for once in his 
sad life his eye was lighted up with the brilliant 
gleams of hope and joy. 

In a day the happy family were on their way to 
a home in the West. The husband clasped the 
waist of his wife, as they sat on the hurricane deck, 
and as the distance grew greater, saw the outlines 
of the buildings of New Orleans fade into the clouds, 
and the spires of her churches look like the masts 
of ships seen afar off. He thought of those who 
had died of the yellow fever—of those to whom he 
had been a friend, and who had treated his friend- 
ship with unthankfulness—and ah! how merrily 
rung the supper bell on board the boat—and how 
savory was the smell of the food upon the table. 
The wife, whose cheeks were no Jonger pale, and 
the husband, whose heart was no longer sad, went 
down and enjoyed their repast. And so it was 
from day to day for a week, until at last they reached 
their place of destination. An old Englishman, 
who longed to return to his native land, sold out 
to the lucky finder of the lottery ticket, his farm, 
consisting of nearly four hundred acres of the rich- 
est land, together with stock, farming utensils and 
everything else pertaining to the place. 

Jt was only a day or two before the young couple 
were safely installed in their new residence, and 
they were happy, perfectly happv. On the balcony 
of his little house, on the first night of their arrival, 
the husband sat smoking his pipe, and pazing on 
the beautiful scene that was spread before his view. 
The tall green trees around his dwelling seemed to 
bow to him and acknowledge him as their master. 
He heard the lowing of his kine in the cattle yard, 
and saw the broad fields that wete teeming with the 
richest produce of the West. They were all his 
now ! e saw the brook that, like a vein of silver, 
ran in the pale moonlight as softly asa dream. He 
thought how, on the morrow, he would take his 
gun and shoot some of the game that he heard 
chirping almost up to the very door-sill of his house. 
He went to bed with a heart as light as a feather, 
and dreamed pleasant dreams. The next morning, 
just as the sun was tinging with gold the summits 


| of the hills, and the birds were singing their early 


songs to the light of day—he awoke—yes, to find 
himself still in Lafayette Square! 

He had been sleeping all the while, and the lot- 
tery ticket was but a portion of his dream. His 
hat, which had fallen off his head, was nearly full 
of dead autumn Jeaves. Amongst the yellow 
leaves there was a piece of paper. It was the 
fragment of a kite that had been caught in the 
trees and blown to pieces. On this piece of paper 
was written, in a bold round hand, ‘* Patience and 
Perseverance will accomplish every—’’ and here the 
sentence broke off. Jt was evidently a leaf torn 
from the copy-book of a schoolboy ; but the dreamer 
gave it a long, wistful look, and resolved to be a 
man in future.—N. O. Delta. 


á THE RUSE DE GUERRE. 


From the United Service Magazine. 
THE RUSE DE GUERRE. 


Tue sun had just expended his last ray upon 
the ensanguined plain of Ortiz; the dreadful con- 
flict which had raged with unceasing fury the 
whole day between the armies of Spain and Co- 
lombia had now terminated in the total defeat of 
the latter, which, under cover of the approaching 
` night, was flying in every direction to escape the 
exterminating sword of its relentless pursuers ; 
even Paez, the redoubtable Paez, who had never 
till then been known to turn his back upon a 
Spaniard, ‘‘ tore his beard, and foaming fled the 
fight.”” Vain had been the courage of the patriot 
band; fruitless the exertions of its brave com- 
mander ;—the shouts of the victors, mingled with 
the shrieks of the wounded, and the feeble moans 
of the dying, the wild ravings of thirst, cries for 
succor, and even prayers for death, were alike 
unheeded by victor or vanquished, both too intent 
on the object of pursuit, and escape, to attend to 
the lamentations- of their fallen comrades—when, 
from a heap of mutilated corses which strewed a 
considerable portion of the well-contested field, 
forth crawled upon his hands and knees a young 
officer ; the object which attracted him was a can- 
teen invitingly suspended round the neck of a dead 
Spaniard. His eyes glancing with hope, he ad- 
vanced as quickly as his weakness would allow 
him, to seize the envied treasure, nor was he dis- 
appointed ; it contained some excellent brandy ; 
having swallowed a small quantity, he found him- 
self greatly revived. 

He seated himself at a little distance from the 
place where he had lain, (not forgetting to secure 
the spoil he had taken,) and began seriously to 
reflect on the situation to which the fortune of 
war had reduced him. He first, however, ex- 
amined his body and limbs, in search of the wound 
which had so inopportunely placed him hors de 
combat, but finding no visible mark of any, he con- 
cluded (what was really the case) that he owed 
the soreness which he felt in the head, and his 
late swoon, to some contusion which he had re- 
ceived in the fray. He perfectly recollected hav- 
ing been opposed to a charge of the queen’s 
hussars, in which he had been laid prostrate, and 
as this was quite sufficient to account for all the 
bruises he had sustained, he did not trouble him- 
self with any further conjectures, but, as I have 
before said, began to ponder upon his present 
position, and how he might best avoid the conse- 
quences which he foresaw were but too likely to 
accrue from it. It must be observed, that the war 
which then existed between Spain and her revolted 
colonies was one of extermination, neither party 
giving quarter, and if by any chance prisoners 
were taken, they were immediately and deliberate- 
ly butchered. This fact, well known to my hero, 
did not tend greatly to facilitate. the task which he 
had allotted to himself. Captain O’Shaugnessy 
was, however, an Irishman, and as his country- 
men are not easily abashed, or too ready to yield 
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to despondency, he quickly plucked up his spirits, 
determined to use his best exertions to save (what 
he had the utmost respect for) his neck; but at 
the same time to bear his fate, whatever it might 
be, with the fortitude of a man. He soon, there- 
fore, decided upon the plan he was to adopt. He 
had, in early youth, been apprenticed in Dublin, 
to a surgcon and apothecary ; but whether arising 
from a natural aversion to the pestle and mortar, 
or (as some censorious people ventured to insinu- 
ate) a too ardent regard for his master’s daughter, 
young Patrick O’Shaugnessy, (then a strapping 
lad of eighteen,) one morning early, took an um- 
ceremonious leave of the Irish metropolis, and 
retumed to his father’s in the County of Down, 
where he continued to vegetate until the South 
American Revolution raised the cry of freedom,,. 
which resounded on the shores of Hibernia, and 
roused the enthusiastic spirit of her gallant sons, 
many of whom (Patrick included) hastened to join: 
the Venezuclan standard. This had been his first 
essay in arms, and (unless kind fortune interposed) 
was likely to prove his last. As he reclined upon 
his grassy couch, now damp with the falling dew, 
and environed by the melancholy trophies of a 
disastrous combat, he might be pardoned if his 
thoughts wandered with regret to the snug com- 
forts of old Bolus’ laboratory, subject, though it 
were, to the task of compounding nauseous drugs, 
or to a renewal of his former studies in animal 
mechanism. 

Our hero had not much time, however, to 
devote to useless regrets ; more important matters, 
connected with the preservation of his very exist-- 
ence, claimed his undivided attention. Some ad- 
vantages, however, he had derived from his ap-- 
prenticeship, which in his present dilemma might 
prove of incalculable utility—he had acquired a 
slight practical knowledge of phlebotomy, had 
once or twice attended his master in a surgical 
operation, knew the best styptics in use to stop 
hemorrhage, and ‘‘ with these appliances and 
means to boot,” he resolved to dub himself a 
surgeon pro tempore; at least to pass as such 
with the enemy, trusting that his quality of non- 
combatant would rescue him from the fate which 
would indubitably follow the avowal of his real 
rank. Escape was impracticable even had his 
limbs been supple enough to admit of the exertion 
—he was totally ignorant of the position of the 
retreating army, and his flight would have been 
certainly intercepted by one or other of the parties 
of light cavalry which everywhere scoured the coun- 
try. His best policy then (and he adopted it) was 
to remain where he was until the Spaniards should 
send, which he doubted not would speedily be the 
case, to collect their wounded. In the mean time 
his reveries were unbroken, save by the occasional 
cries of the mutilated wretches who surrounded 
him, several of whom were struggling in vain to: 
defend their eyes from the attacks of the zamora, 
a large species of carrion crow, about the size of 
a turkey-buzzard, innumerable fiocks of which 


covered the field, and preyed upon the offal. At 
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length a cry of agony roused his attention, and 
directing his look towards the spot whence the 
sound proceeded, he observed a human being 
stretched upon his back, striving fruitlessly with 
his feet to drive away a number of these carnivo- 
rous birds, that were evidently bent upon his 
destruction. Patrick’s first impulse was humanity ; 
nor did the sight of a foe, as he hastened to his 
assistance, check the current of his benevolence. 
He quickly dispersed the feathered throng, and 
having administered a drop of his cordial to the 
parched sufferer, began coolly to practise the du- 
ties of his assumed profession, by an examination 
.of his patient’s wounds. Both arms were severely 
injured. Patrick, however, soon bound them up, 
(a shirt from a neighboring corpse supplying him 
with the requisite bandages,) the Spaniard regard- 
ing him all the while with mingled looks of sur- 
prise and admiration. 

At last the exclamation of ‘‘ Santa Maria Pu- 
tissima !” burst from his lips ; and he almost over- 
whelmed our hero with a torrent of thanks, who 
modestly waived the subject of his own praise, by 
inquiring if he had any hope of being removed 
ibefore morning. 

“« Ay, by St. Jaques,” cried he, ‘* Diego Ra- 
mirez would never have been so long seeking his 
old friend, and comrade, Serjeant Juan Fernandez, 
of the queen’s regiment of hussars, had he not 
been detained in pursuit of those confounded 
(rebels, he would have said ; but his eye glancing 
towards Patrick’s uniform, gratitude changed the 
offensive appellation, and he added) independents ; 
but come, my lad,” continued he, ‘‘ cheer up; a 
Spaniard may possess a grateful heart, and though 
‘my arm is unable to defend thee, the word of Juan 
Fernandez, which has some weight with his 
comrades, may do thee equal service; but stay, 
give us another sup of thy cordial. Holy Virgin! 
my eyes deceive me, or surely this canteen be- 
longed to Serjeant Rodrigues of the queen’s.”’ 

Patrick explained how it came into his pos- 
session. 

‘* Ah! then he has fallen at last, poor Rode- 
rigues! the merriest fellow in the corps, a touch 
of the Frenchman in his composition, and a true 
lover of Nantz.” 

Here his enumeration of Roderigues’ virtues 
was interrupted by a loud shout from a distant 
part of the field, and the glare of torches was 
plainly perceptible. Juan, declaring it must be 
Diego, requested Patrick to answer the call, which 
having done, a few minutes brought the party in 
view, our hero, notwithstanding the assurances of 
his new companion, feeling rather uneasy as the 
crisis of his fate approached. ‘They appeared, 
however, to take not the slightest notice of him, 
their whole care and attention being engrossed by 
the wounded serjeant; but when they had heard 
a relation of his sufferings, and learnt the obliga- 
tion he had incurred to a patriot officer, not even 
the rebel garb he wore could save Patrick from 
being nearly smothered by the embraces of the 
delighted and grateful troopers. Whilst the litter 
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was preparing, the glass of friendship circulated. 
At this moment an officer rode up, and catching a 
glimpse of the proscribed dress, appeared surprised 
at this unusual display of confraternity. He was 
soon, however, au fait, and turning to our hero, 
complimented him upon his gallantry. 

“ You appear, sir,” said he, ‘“‘ to have been 
born under a lucky planet ; if yon are really a sur- 
geon, your services are at this instant required by 
one who will justly appreciated them.”’ 

Patrick, who did not anticipate having his skill 
so immediately put to the test, felt extremely 
awkward. He might be called upon to perform 
an operation, in which his ignorance would be 
manifest ; he had, however, ‘‘ staked his life upon 
the cast, and must abide the hazard of the die.” 
Bowing therefore to the officer, he expressed his 
readiness to make himself useful in any shape. 

A stray horse was soon caught, upon which he 
was assisted to mount, and having bade adieu to 
Juan Fernandez, and his party, (who invoked 
every saint in the calendar for his protection,) he 
accompanied the stranger, who, attended by two 
dragoons whom he had not before seen, struck 
into a bye-path which led across the plain. After 
riding about three miles, they arrived on the verge 
of a wood, near which stood a bettermost sort of 
farm-house ; several horses were piquetted out- 
side, while the number of officers and orderlies, 
who were constantly passing to and fro, evidently 
showed it to be the quarters of a personage of nigh 
rank. This discovery did not lessen the appre- 
hensions of poor Patrick. They alighted at the 
door of the house, when the officer, who had not 
spoken a word during their short journey, ad- 
vanced, and throwing his own cloak over the 
shoulders of our hero, (doubtless, with the frier:dly 
view of screening him from the observance of the 
royalist party,) whispered him to be of good heart, 
and to wait his return in the latticed corridor, 
which, as customary in the country, extended the 
entire length of the building. Patrick, nodding 
assent, seated himself upon a wooden bench which 
he found unoccupied; several hammocks were 
suspended, in which their owners, fully accoutred, 
were swinging, smoking their cigars and enjoying 
el fresco, some of whom were conversing with 
each other on the events of the day. One officer, 
apparently of middle age, whose hammock was 
the nearest to where Patrick sat, was engaged in 
earnest conversation with a young man habited in 
a hussar uniform, who stood near him, some sen- 
tences of which, though they spoke in a low key, 
were audible to our hero. 

‘ A confounded hard day’s work we have had 
of it,” said the eldest, ‘‘the rebels fought Uke 
lions; the fortune of the battle fluctuated more 
than once.”’ 

“ Aye,” replied the youngest, ‘‘ if I am rightly 
informed, we may thank the egotistical vanity* of 


* Egotistical vanity. A few days previous to the bat- 
tle of Ortiz, Bolivar had been surprised, beaten, and 
nearly taken prisoner at Villa del Cura. Smarting under 
the disgrace of his defeat, he took up a position a little 
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the rebel leader for our success,” who, it seems, 
wishing to appropriate the laurel of victory exclu- 
sively to himself, commenced the action without 
waiting for the support of his cavalry. Paez did 
not arrive till late in the affair, and then only ac- 
companied by a few of his guard, who, being better 
mounted than the rest, were enabled to keep pace 
with him. ‘* By St. Jago, he contrived, notwith- 
standing, to make a terrible diversion in favor of 
his party; had kis whole force come up, the 
result might not have been so favorable to our 
royal arms.”’ 

“ True,” answered the eldest, ‘‘ few as his 
companions were, they made sad havoc with 
the regiment of Catalonia; he personally fought 
with the savage ferocity of a wild beast, and when 
he found his cause hopeless, he was borne from 
the field foaming with rage and vexation. But 
the honor of the victory mainly appertains to the 
gallantry of the corps to which you belong ; the 
queen’s hussars, young man, have this day covered 
themselves with immortal glory !”’ 

‘© As an individual of the regiment,” said tke 
youth, “I sensibly feel the flattering eulogiom 
you have paid us, but we must not forget that all 
our brave fellows deserve their meed of praise ; 
yet tell me, Don Sanches, how is it (here his 
voice became lower) that we do not follow up the 
advantages we have gained—why rest we here 
supine, when, by an immediate pursuit, we might 
annihilate the retreating army ere it reached San 
Fernando, which is evidently its rallying point ?”’ 

“ Tush!” said Don Sanches, ‘‘I will let you 
into a secret. Our captain-general now lies in 
this house severely wounded ; our stupid surgeons 
have been these two hours endeavoring in vain to 
stanch the blood which flows from it, and unless 
his tutelary saint interferes in his behalf, he stands 
a fair chance of exchanging his newly-acquired 
countship, and the laurels of to-day, for a blessed 
immortality !”’ 

Our hero was prevented from hearing their fur- 
ther discourse by the arrival of the officer, who 
made a sign to him to follow; he had heard 
sufficient, however, to satisfy him that the person 
to whom he was on the point of being introduced 
was no other than Morillo, Count of Carthagena, 
and captain-general of the Spanish armies in South 
America, a knowledge by no means calculated to 
augment his self-confidence ; he had, however, no 
time allowed him for reflection ; his cunductor led 
him through an anteroom, at the extremity of 
which was a low door; this, on knocking, was 
opened by an elderly female, and gave them ad- 


in advance of Ortiz, his right being defended by a deep 
and rocky ravine, subsequently ascertained by Colonel 
English to be impassable for cavalry. Here he might 
have kept the enemy in check until the arrival of Paez 
and Sedeno, who, with four thousand horse, were advanc- 
ing to his assistance; but his extreme jealousy of all 
competitorship led him into error; he descended into the 
plain, and encountered the defeat he merited. His sub- 
sequent rage was indescribable when he learnt that the 
enemy (whose cavalry alone he had been taught to esti- 
mate at fifteen hundred) did not amount, in toto, to more 
than two thousand men! 
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mittance to a small room, one side of which was 
occupied by a camp bed, where lay extended a 
man of apparently forty years of age, of middle 
stature : his countenance, though stern, was not 
ferocious, yet there was something in it that 
checked familiarity, and inspired the beholder with 
a feeling of respect bordering upon awe ; ft pre- 
sented a fair type of the sea in a calm, and like 
that fickle element, the slightest breeze of passion ° 
that agitated its surface would suffice to create a 
whirlpool capable of swallowing all within its 
vortex! On the back of a chair near the couch 
was thrown loosely a richly-embroidered coat, pro- 
fusely decorated with the insignia of various orders ; 
two officers, seemingly of rank, were seated at a 
little distance, anxiously regarding a third person 
who was kneeling, and applying to the wounded 
limb cloths which were absolutely saturated with 
blood. The old woman resumed her station at 
the fire, where it was evident she had been pre- 
paring some cordials. On our hero’s entrance, 
the general raised his eyes, and fixed them stead- 
ily upon his face for a few moments, when, (as if 
satisfied with the scrutiay,) his features relaxing 
from the expression of hauteur which they had 
first displayed, he satd in a weak though clear 
voice, and in good English, ‘t They tell me, young 
man, that your humanity has been already exer- 
cised in behalf of a fallen enemy ; I also require 
the aid of your healing art ; are you a member of 
the London or Edinburgh school?” 

“The little knowledge which I possess, your 
excellency,” answered Patrick, (and he blushed 
as he uttered the equivocation,) ‘‘ has been ob- 
tained in Dublin.” 

“ You are then a native of Ireland,” said the 
general, and he added, ‘‘ I presume a Catholic t”’ 

Our hero bowed an affirmative to both ques- 
tions. 

«Tis well, sir; I resign myself to your skill. 
Señor Gomez,” said his excellency, in Spanish, 
addressing the man who still continued kneeling, 
‘* you will prepare yourself to follow implicitly the 
directions of the Irish surgeon, and (pursued he 
with a sneer) you may chance to acquire a lesson 
in practice, which your boasted Caraccanian col- 
lege, it seems, taught only in theory !” 

The abashed Creole rose from his humble pos- 
ture, and as he relinquished his place, darted a 
look full of malignity at Patrick, who, having 
divested himself of his jacket, proceeded (not 
without symptoms of trepidation) to take a survey 
of the wounded limb. His fears were, however, 
in some degree alleviated on discovering that the 
hurt was not of so serious a nature as he had first 
surmised ; a musket ball had traversed the fleshy 
part of the thigh, and the wound owed much of 
its irritation to unnecessary probing, to allay 
which, and stop the hemorrhage, appeared to be 
the principal objects. ‘These our hero accom- 
plished, to the manifest satisfaction of his patient, 
in a very short period, and having administered a 
sleeping draught, composed by himself, desired 
that the general might be left to repose. Al in 
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stantly prepared to leave the room, with the ex- 
ception of the nurse, and the crest-fallen Creole, 
who evidently wished to linger behind; but 
Colonel Arias, (the officer who had accompanied 
Patrick, and by whom the scowl of the indignant 
practitioner had not passed unheeded,) fearing lest 
his envious feelings might induce him to counter- 
act the good effects of his rival’s remedy, com- 
manded him in an imperative tone to retire; an 
order which he obeyed with visible dissatisfaction. 
Our hero was now conducted into the adjoining 
apartment, where refreshment was provided, and 
a hammock slung for his accommodation, an in- 
dulgence which he gladly availed himself of, the 
fatigues of the day and his aching bones rendering 
a night’s rest ‘a consummation devoutly to be 
wished.” 

Early on the following morning Patrick was 
roused from his sleep by Colonel Arias himself. 
who, having inquired in a friendly manner after 
his health, begged his acceptance of a plain blue 
frock coat, “ which,” said he, ‘ will not appear 
too conspicuous, and may spare you some un- 
pleasant remarks that some of our officers may 
consider themselves authorized to make. It is 
not intended to place yow under any particular 
restraint ; you will give me your parole of honor 
to attempt no escape ; indeed, the effort would be 
fruitless, and would only subject you to a penalty 
which even those disposed to serve you would be 
unable to avert; take my advice, then, and be 
patient. The general's rest has been undisturbed 
during the night, the greater part of which I re- 
mained in his room ; he feels much refreshed this 
morning, and hopes, in a few days, with your aid, 
to be so far convalescent as to proceed to Carac- 
cas, when it is more than probable that the first 
moment of his recovery will prove the last of your 
captivity. We will now, if you please, visit the 
count, whose wound must require dressing, and 
recollect,” added the colonel, smiling, ‘‘ that if 
you have already gained two friends, you have a 
fair chance of securing a third, whose interest is 
of far greater value and importance.’ Our hero 
readily gave his parole, and having thanked the 
colonel for his friendly advice, which he declared 
it was his intention implicitly to follow, they en- 
tered the general's chamber. 

Patrick found the inflammation considerably 
abated, and his excellency, upon the whole, much 
better; having renewed the dressing, he retired to 
the anteroom, where he was shortly afterwards 
joined by Colonel Arias, who introduced him to 
several officers of the count’s personal staff, who had 
by this time assembled for breakfast, and by whom 
he was received with politeness. In the course of 
the day, Patrick was informed by his new friend 
that Gomez, the Creole surgeon, had been ordered 
to attend the general hospital, ‘ so that,” says he, 
“ you will now have the whole merit of your pa- 
tient’s cure ; besides,” added the colonel, ‘‘T pride 
myself upon being something of a physiognomist, 
and that fellow’s countenance displayed such en- 
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vious and malignant propensities, that I gladly 
took advantage of the first excuse that presented 
itself to expedite his departure from head quar- 
ters.” Several days now passed, each succeed- 
ing one witnessing a sensible improvement in 
the count’s wound, when, one morning early, a 
couner arrived with despatches, which having been 
perused by-his excellency, a council of officers 
was assembled, who remained in consultation 
about an hour. When the sitting terminated, our 
hero was summoned to attend the commander-in- 
chief; his feelings had been evidently irritated, 
and he addressed Patrick on his entrance with some 
degree of petulance. 

‘“ My immediate presence is required at Ca- 
raccas ; am I capable of undertaking the jour- 
ney ?”’ 

“« By availing yourself of a horse-litter,’’ an- 
swered Patrick, ‘‘ your excellency may do so 
without incurring any risk.” 

“T is well! you will hold yourself in readi- 
ness to accompany me in an hour; Colonel Arias 
will see that you are provided with whatever may 
be requisite for our accommodation.” 

Patrick bowed respectfully, and withdrew to 
seek the colonel, whom he found busily engaged 
in making the necessary arrangements; these 
were soon completed, and, ere noon, the cavalcade 
was slowly pursuing its route to Caraccas. 

From Colonel Arias, who rode near the gen- 
eral’s litter, our hero had an opportunity of obtain- 
ing some political information which accounted for 
the retrograde movement they were then making. 
He learnt the arrival of the remnant of the patriot 
army at San Fernando, on the banks of the Apuré ; 
that Bolivar had departed for Angostura, for the 
purpose of raising fresh levies, and personally to 
superintend the disembarkation of an English 
auxiliary corps which was hourly expected at that 
place. ‘‘ This intelligence, (pursued the colonel,) 
together with the setting in of the rainy season, has 
induced Morillo to retire upon Caraccas, at which 
place he will have leisure to attend to the recov- 
ery of his health, and make the requisite arrange- 
ments for the ensuing campaign, which he is de- 
termined to prosecute with increasing rigor.” 

Patrick could not avoid evincing by his counte- 
nance the satisfaction which he felt at the expected 
arrival of a British force, which his companion 
observing, remarked, ‘‘ that however natural such 
feelings might be, yet he would venture to predict 
his present exultation somewhat premature ; the 
sons of Albion (added he) are too easily seduced 
by the empty sound of freedom, which, like the de- 
ceptive cries of the crocodile of the Nile, often lure 
the credulous victim to destruction. In this case, 
your countrymen (English and Irish being blended 
in one nation) have taken the shadow for the sub- 
stance. One third will find their tombs in the 
country they seek to liberate, and the remnant 
(should the struggle eventually prove in favor of 
revolt) behold their persons contemned, and their 
services repaid with ingratitude by the very peo- 
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ple whom, in a moment of blind enthusiasm, they 
risked their lives to support.’’* 

In this manner they continued to converse till the 
shades of evening began to gather round them: a 
thick wood now presented itself to their view, which 
they shortly afterwards entered, and having pur- 
sued a narrow winding track for the space of half 
an hour, they came to one of those breaks so fre- 
quently met with in the country ; it was a green 
savanna, forming about an acre in extent, com- 
pletely surrounded by lofty trees, through which 
an opening was scarcely perceptible. Here they 
found another of those small farm-houses, which 
they soon ascertained was to afford them shelter 
forthe night. It contained but two rooms; of 
these the inner one was ‘speedily arranged for the 
general’s accommodation, into which, after partak- 
ing of some refreshment, he withdrew. Whilst the 
attendants were occupied in slinging the hammocks, 
our hero approached the outer door, when, allured 
by the beauty of the evening, he was induced to 
cross the threshold, and almost unconsciously 
strolled to the further extremity of the savanna. 
Here he found the stump of a tree which had ap- 
parently been but lately felled ; he seated himself 
thereon, and insensibly fell into a train of reflec- 
tion; time passed unheeded, and it is uncertain 
how long he might have continued in this mental 
revery had he not been suddenly roused by a rustling 
sound ; springing to his feet, he gazed attentively 
round him, but could perceive nothing to indicate 
whence the noise proceeded, and had begun to 
attribute it to the effect of imagination, when some- 
thing grazed his shoulder; this, on examination, 
proved to be a lazo which had evidently been 
thrown with the intention of catching him in its 
noose ; his precipitate movement had alone saved 
him, for it was cast with such accurate precision 
as to encircle the trunk upon which he had the 
moment previous been seated.¢ An involuntary 
trembling scized his frame, from which the voice 
of Colonel Arias partially relieved him. The 
colonel, surprised at his long absence, had come 
to seek him, and, on learning what had happened, 
warmly congratulated him on his escape. All 
search after the miscreants at that hour being 
deemed useless, they returned together to the 
house. The suspicions of both Patrick and his 
friend tended to inculpate Gomez in the late diabol- 
ica] attempt, but as they had no confirmatory proof 
they resolved to conceal their thoughts for the 
present, and content themselves with adopting 
precautionary measures to prevent a similar oocur- 
rence. The cavalcade, after an unusually pro- 
tracted journey, at length reached Caraccas ; here, 


* How prophetic were the words of the Spaniard! At 
the termination of the conflict, the few surviving British 
ae maged meet ingratitude, aad that, too, of the blackest 

ye 

t The lazo is a long rope, (if I may so term it,) cut from 
the green hide of a bullock, with a running noose at one 
extremity, used to ensnure the wild cattle. It is thrown 
by the natives of South America with such unerring pre- 
olsion, that it rarely misses its object. During the heat 
of the revolution it occasionally served to entrap human 
victims ! 
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through the kindness of Colonel Arias. our hero 
was provided with comfortable quarters, in which he 
had not been long settled when he received a visit 
from Juan Fernandez. The grateful serjeant wel- 
comed his arrival, and insisted upon superintending 
his domestic comforts. He had perfectly recovered 
the use of his right arm, and pointing to his left, 
which he wore in a sling, said, ‘‘ You sce, sir, that 
I am still on the list of non-effectives ; therefore 
you may avail yourself of my proffered services 
without the fear of encroaching on my military 
duties.” 

Patrick would not hurt the feelings of the honest 
Spaniard by refusing his request, and in a few 
minutes the voice of the latter was heard all over 
the house authoritatively demanding everything 
requisite for the accommodation of his adopted 
master. Several weeks elapsed, during which 
period our hero had, in company with his friend, 
the colonel, amused himself by frequent excursions 
to the neighboring port of La Guayra. The 
beautiful valley in which the capital of Venezuela 
is situated presented also objects of attraction 
worthy his contemplation : the luxuriant vegetation 
and varied scenery of the environs gratified the eye 
of the pedestrian, and formed an agreeable contrast 
with the heavy Moorish style of architecture which 
pervaded the city, the by-streets of which, in many 
parts overgrown with grass and weeds, and par- 
tially blocked up with stones and rubbish, with here 
and there a crazy tenement ‘ nodding to its fall,” 
evidenced the devastating effects of the last terrible 
earthquake, together with the moral supineness of 
its squalid and diminished population. Morillo’s 
wound was now perfectly healed, but in the daily 
preparations he was making to meet the exigencies 
of the ensuing campaign, he appeared to have 
totally forgotten Patrick, and the hopes of liberty 
which had been held out to him. Colonel Arias 
had been absent a week on a private mission, and 
his return was uncertain. Our hero, who was 
heartily tired of a life of inaction, became uneasy 
and dejected, nor could the persevering solicitude, 
or inexhaustible gaicté de cæur of the faithful ser- 
jeant, suffice at all times to relieve his depression. 
In this frame of mind he would frequently, towards 
the close of evening, wander in the vicinity of the 
cathedral. This edifice, almost the only one de- 
voted to religious purposes that had withstood the 
earthquake, seemed in its gloomy grandeur to ac- 
cord with his soul's melancholy ; the solemn chant 
of the vesper hymn, as in undulating sound it 
floated through the vaulted aisles, often tempted him 
to enter the venerable pile; here screened (as ke 
thought) from observation by the friendly shelter 
of a marble pillar, against which he leant, he would 
suffer his ideas to roam beyond this sublunary 
world, and for a brief space forget the sad reality 
of his captive state. It was whilst indulging in 
one of these reveries that he was suddenly roused 
by the approach of footsteps ; a figure muffled in 
a large cloak advanced, and thrusting a slip of 
paper into his hand, hastily retreated, and was 
quickly lost in the crowd which was at this moment 
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making its egress from the church. Patriek, sur- 
prised at the incident, and anxious to ascertain the 


| 


he had embraced, imperatively demanded his ae- 
ceptance of them : he decided, therefore, upon keep- 


purport of the mysterious scroll, bent his steps : ing the appointment, and to suffer the result of his 
towards a small altar dedicated to the Virgin, as | interview with the secret emissary to direct his ul- 


if with a view of offering a parting orison, and by 
the lamp, which still burnt before it, read as fol- 
lows: ‘* Do the chains of the Spaniard sit so easy 
on the free-born limbs of a son of Albion, that he 
has ceased to lament his bondage? If not, and 
that he wishes to break the fetters which bind him, 
a glorious opportunity now offers, should he have 
he courage to meet the writer of this under the 
porch of the cathedral to-morrow at the hour of 
midnight. Burn this.” 

Having perused the paper, and carefully (as he 
supposed) deposited it in his vest, Patrick hastened 
to his quarters, where he learnt with satisfaction 
that the serjeant had retired to rest. Seated in 
the privacy of his own apartment, he prepared to 
reexamine the missive, with the intention likewise 
of committing it to the flames ; how great then was 
his consternation when he discovered that he had 
lost it. The doors of the cathedral were closed 
for the night; besides, he might have dropt it in 
the street ; should it have fallen into the hands of 
any person appertaining to the garrison, its import 
would evidently form a clue to himself: his situ- 
ation was a Critical one ; he had, however, no other 
remedy than patience. Resolving, therefore, to 
make an effort to recover his loss early on the en- 
suing morning, he threw himself upon his couch, 
but sleep for many hours refused to visit his eye- 
lids, and daylight found him wearied in bedy and 
agitated in mind. He rose notwithstanding with 
the first dawn, and arrived at the chureh a few 
minutes prior to the commencement of the matin 
prayer ; he traversed the middle aisle with a rapid 
step, speedily reached his destination, and without 
stopping to make the usual genuflection, proceeded 
to search the mosaic pavement which formed the 
basis of the altar-piece, in quest of the lost paper, 
but without success. 

Bitterly execrating his own carelessness, he re- 
turned home in a state of mind bordering on de- 
spair. Juan Fernandez had prepared the breakfast, 
but testified no surprise at his master’s early ab- 
sence ; our hero remarked, however, that during 
the day the scrjeant was more than usually atten- 
tive, almost officiously so. As the thief, who sees 
an officer in every bush, Patrick trembled at every 
sound ; the slightest noise, to his perturbed imagi- 
nation, seemed as the precursor of his arrest, and 
he hailed with pleasure the close of a day which 
to him appeared the longest he had ever expe- 
rienced. ‘The evening did not pass off quite so 
heavily. The serjeant exerted himself successfully 
to dissipate his master’s melancholy. About ten 
o'clock Patrick got rid of the kind assiduities of 
his humble friend, by pleading an inclination for 
repose. When he found himself alone, he began 
seriously to consider his situation. The stranger's 
note proffered him the means of enfranchisement ; 
if these means proved such as in honor he could 


avail himself of, the duty which he owed the cause 


terior line of conduct. Communing with himself 
upon the uncertain issue of his meditated adven- 
ture, the two intervening hours almost impercepti- 
bly expired ; the index of his watch, which he had 
placed upon the table before him, now indicated 
the last quarter. Patrick sprang from his seat, 
wrapped his cloak round him, and having extin- 
guished the light, silently descended to the street. 
A few minutes sufficed to bring him to the desig- 
nated porch, beneath which the dark and indistinct 
outline of a stationary form evidenced the stranger's 
punctuality, who, after a brief greeting, said, 
“ This place is illkadapted to the nature of our con- 
ference ; follow me, and I will conduct you to one 
where we shall be at least safe from casual inter- 
ruption.”’ 

Our hero assenting, his conductor led him 
(studiously avoiding the principal streets) by a cir- 
cuitous route, through several narrow and filthy 
outlets to the western extremity of the town. 
Patrick had just time to remark that he was in the 
immediate vicinity of the ruins of what had for- 
merly been an extensive barrack, and beneath 
which he recolleeted having heard that a whole 
battalion had perished, when his companion stopped. 
“« We are now,” said he, ‘‘ near the spot I spoke 
of, but as you are not yet one of the initiated, it is 
for a short period requisite that you submit to have 
your eyes bandaged.” To this proposition our 
hero did not think proper to object; his pride 
would not let him recede, since he had gone so far. 
Having, therefore, yielded compliance, his conduc- 
tor caught him by the hand, and guided his steps, 
but not without difficulty, through the imtricacies 
of their now rugged path. The distance was, 
however, apparently short; in about a quarter of 
an hour the stranger again halted: he then, with 
something that emitted a sound like that of a small 
hammer against a marble surface, struck three dis- 
tinct blows. A pause of two minutes ensued, to 
which a harsh grating sound succeeded. A hol- 
low, almost sepulehral, voice demanded, ‘‘ Qui 
viva !’? Patrick’s guide instantly answered, 
« Bolivar.” ‘t Viva la Republica !” ejaculated the 
first speaker. They now descended half a dozen 
stone steps, when our hero discovered that he had 
entered a subterraneous passage ; the sides were 
moist with damp; it was not of any great extent, 
as a few minutes brought them into a freer circu- 
lation of air—here he learnt from his conductor 
that his journey terminated. On removing the 
bandage, Patrick perceived that he was in a spa- 
cious vault, partially illuminated by an tron lamp 
suspended from the roof by a chain of the same 
material. Immediately under it was a large stone 
table, round which, on wooden benches of rude 
manufacture, were seated six individuals enveloped 
in dark-colored cloaks; each had his face con- 
eealed by a black vizor. One, who seemed to act 
as secretary to the secret junta, had several papers 
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strewed before him, and with a pen in his hand,| freedom are the result of your compliance ; death, 
prepared to take notes of the examination to which; —irrevocable death—the consequence of your re- 


our hero was evidently about to be subjected. The 
guide who had conducted Patrick, pointing to a 
stool, intimated that he might be seated, and hav- 
ing whispered a few words to the person who ap- 
peared to be the chief, took his place (likewise 
masked) at the table. This latter personage now 
commenced his interrogatory, by demanding of our 
hero his name, place of nativity, and rank, who 
instantly replied to the two first questions, and was 
about to answer the third, when his interlocutor 
said, ‘‘ Spare yourself, young man, the pain of 
equivocating : we know that you are a captain in 
the service of the republic, as also the motives 
which induced you to assume the character of a sur- 
geon; the stratagem was allowable, although its 
adoption unfortunately rendered abortive a plan, 
that would have essentially benefitted the cause 
which you have sworn to defend. It is, however, 
in your powcr to retrieve the opportunity you were 
the innocent instrument of defeating.” 

“ Put me to the test,” exclaimed Patrick, eager- 
ly ; “if the action be an honorable one, the dread 
of death shall not deter me from its essay !”’ 

“ Reserve this display of enthusiasm till occasion 
offers to prove its reality,” resumed the last speaker ; 
& at present you are enjoined to listen with defer- 
ential silence to any communication we may think 
necessary to entrust you with, and lest you should 
question our authority, learn that two of us here 
assembled derive it from the purest of all sources 
—the voice of the people of Venezuela, which has 
nominated us their deputies to the congress recently 
established. A strong republican party,” he con- 
tinued, ‘‘ exists in this city, though our late defeat 
has in some measure neutralized its powers. An 
important blow was meditated that would have 
paralyzed the Spaniard in the hour even of his vic- 
tory. Fortune appeared to favor its execution ; 
the daring patriot to whom the project was en- 
trusted already saw in perspective the glorious re- 
ward which his zeal would have merited from a 
grateful nation. At this moment you appeared 
like a baneful planet to wither his hopes and blast 
his design. Gomez!—(at this name our hero's 
countenance betrayed much agitation)—had sworn 
to immolate the tyrant Morillo, at the shrine of 
his country’s freedom, and was about to redeem 
his oath, when you n 

Great God, I thank thee !” fervently ejaculated 
Patrick, starting from his seat, his face glowing 
with indignation, ‘‘ that thou hast deemed me wor- 
thy to be the instrument of defeating the assassin’s 
purpose.” 

“ Peace, fool, nor interrupt me with your cant,” 
vociferated the wily casuist : ‘‘ know that the end 
often sanctifies the means; that which you term 
assassination is but retributive justice. We have 
no time, however, to waste in words; Gomez 
through your means has become an object of sus- 
picion—any further attempt on his part would be 
madness. You are bound to supply his place ; daily 
opportunities present themselves—rank, riches, and 


fusal—pause ere you decide.” 

‘“ My choice is already made,” calmly answered 
our hero; ‘I would suffer a thousand deaths, 
rather than owe my life to such conditions.” 

‘‘ Then perish in your obstinacy,’’ exclaimed 
one of the hitherto silent members, at the same 
time plucking a naked poignard from his bosom, 
and springing to the spot where stood his unarmed 
victim. Patrick felt that the crisis of his fate ap- 
proached ; collecting himself, therefore, for one 
final effort, he met the point of the murderous 
weapon with his left arm, whilst a well-directed 
blow from his right levelled the ruffian with the 
earth, the violence of whose fall having loosened 
the mask, discovered to our hero the well-known 
features of the malignant and bloody-minded 
Gomez! To seize the dagger of his fallen adver- 
sary, and place himself in a posture of defence, 
was the work of a moment. Like the stag at bay, 
he resolved to sell his life dearly; he had, how- 
ever, fearful odds to contend with—six poignards 
in the hands of as many infuriate demons gleamed 
before his eyes. At this instant a loud crash was 
heard—the assassins became transfixed with as- 
tonishment—a rush of footsteps followed, and in 
another second the vault was filled with soldiers 
of the Spanish guard, at the head of whom Patrick 
recognized Colonel Arias and Juan Fernandez. 
The joy of the latter at finding his dear master, as 
he termed him, in safety, was scarcely to be re- 
strained. The seven conspirators were removed 
under a strong escort to the city prison ; our hero, 
accompanied by the serjeant, returned to his quar- 
ters, where, after having his left arm dressed, 
which had been slightly wounded, he learnt the 
following particulars. 

Juan had observed his master’s depression of 
spirits, and fearing it might lead him into some 
rash act, decided upon watching his motions. 
With this view, he had followed him to the ca- 
thedral, where, concealed by an intervening pillar, 
he had witnessed the delivery of the secret note, 
which, having subsequently found, made him ac- 
quainted with the hour and place of interview. At 
this he likewise contrived to be present, and having 
traced the stranger through all the labyrinths of 
his route, arrived shortly after him at the ruined 
barracks. The intricacies of the path, which im- 
peded the progress of Patrick and his guide, 
favored his concealment; and screened from ob- 
servation by the masses of stone and heaps of rub- 
bish that lay in the road, and by occasionally 
stooping, he managed to reach the entrance to the 
vault at the precise moment requisite to furnish 
him with the signal and countersign, of which he 
had no sooner obtained possession, and noted the 
exact spot, than he returned to the town, with the 
intention of apprizing the military authorities. On 
his way to the government-house, he encountered 
Colonel Arias, who had but just arrived, to whom 
he made known his errand. Not an instant was 
lost in mustering a detachment of troops, and it 
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has been seen, that having forced an entrance, it 
arrived just in time to save our hero from destruc- 
tion. 

The sequel is soon related. At an early hour 
the ensuing morning a council of war assembled 
by order of Morillo, before which the seven pris- 
oners were arraigned. On the evidence of the 
papers scized in the vault, (which not only fully 
acquitted Patrick of any participation in the plot, 
but evidenced the strong abhorrence he had mani- 
fested at the proposition made him,) they were 
unanimously found guilty, and their sentence of 
death carried into execution in the public square 
of Caraccas, within two hours after the aunounce- 
ment of the verdict. Our hero, with the thanks 
of Morillo, received his liberty, and a handsome 
sum of money. He was accompanied to the Port 
of La Guayra by his two staunch friends Colonel 
Arias and Juan Fernandez, who, with sincere 
wishes for his health and prosperity, saw him em- 
bark in a vessel bound for the Island of Jamaica, 
where he arrived in safety. Disgusted with the 
sanguinary principles upon which the war on the 
Spanish Main was conducted, he seceded from the 
service of the republic, and shortly afterwards pro- 
ceeded to the United States. A favorable oppor- 
tunity presenting itself, he renewed his studies in 
surgery, and eventually established himself in the 
beantiful city of Philadelphia; here he resided 
some years, in the enjoyment of a moderate share 
of professional reputation, and would frequently, 
on a winter evening, amuse his friends by narrat- 
ing the events of his short military campaign, in 
which he expatiated, with peculiar satisfaction, on 
the fortunate result of his ‘‘ Ruse de Guerre,” 
concluding, to the manifest amusement of his Yan- 
kee auditory, with an account of his providential 
escape from the daggers of the seven conspirators 
in the subterranean vault, at the capital of Vene- 
zuela. 


The Campaigns of the British Army at Washington 
and New Orleans in the years 1814-1815. By 
the Author of ‘ The Subaltern.” 

A Popular Account of the Manners and Customs 
of India. By the Rev. T. Acuanp. Murray.* 
Tue first of these additions to Mr. Murray’s 

well-stocked and entertaining library is the reissue 

of a narrative already well known. Mr. Gleig is 
an unequalled military story-teller; and if his 

Washington and New Orleans Campaign is less 

popular than others of his books, it is that the 

disastrous story is somewhat too truly told in it. 

Is is nevertheless, on that account, a book we 

would strongly recommend to general perusal. 

It is a salutary thing to be reminded, now and 

then, of miscarriages and discomfitures; and a 

more notable example in this way than the second 

American war, presenting so many discreditable 

forms of bad management, incapacity, and un- 

soldier-like conduct, does not exist in our history. 

We are very glad to have it so plainly and un- 

scrupulously told by Mr. Gleig (though his narra- 
* Murray’s Home and Colonial Library, L. and LI. 
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tive is short of the whole truth) and to see it 
published in this form. The fact of the historian 
having been himself present in the campaign, gives 
a more than usually animated tone to his descrip- 
tions, and his accounts of military movements and 
maneeuvrings have the ease and clearness in which 
few writers, to our thinking, have equalled him. 
It is a sad story at the best—this conflict of men 
of the same family, speaking the same language, 
and possessed by the same indomitable spirit; 
and some of the close and desperate encounters 
recorded by Mr. Gleig remind us of nothing so 
much as the scenes of our great civil war. There 
is a brief mention of the field of a bloody skir- 
mish in which the writer had himself taken the 
leading part (preceding that ill-fated attack on 
New Orleans, of which not the least memorable 
circumstance was that the English scaling party 
had forgotten to bring their scaling ladders!) at 
once recalling what is told of Marston Moor. 
Never may such scenes retum ! 


“ I have frequently beheld a greater number of 
dead bodies within as narrow a compass, though 
these, to speak the truth, were numerous enough, 
but wounds more disfiguring or more horrible, I 
certainly never witnessed. A man shot through 
the head or heart lies as if he were in a deep slum- 
ber; insomuch that when you gaze upon him you 
experience little else than pity. But of these, many 
had met their deaths from bayonet wounds, sabre 
cuts, or heavy blows from the but ends of muskets ; 
and the consequence was, that not only were the 
wounds themselves exceedingly frightful. but the 
very countenances of the dead exhibited the most 
savage and ghastly expressions. Friends and foes 
lay together in small groups of four or six, nor was 
it difficult to tell almost the very hand by which 
some of them had fallen. Nay, such had been the 
deadly closeness of the strife, that in one or two 
places an English and American soldier might be 
seen with the bayonet of each fastened in the 
other’s body.” 


The little book of Indian Manners and Customs 
is the work of a clergyman appointed to a chap- 
laincy in India five years ago, who died after three 
years’ residence ; but who had meanwhile written 
home to his children, left in England, such ac- 
counts of India, and its people, their habits, amuse- 
ments, and pursuits, as he conceived likely to 
interest young readers, and in the familiar style 
adapted to win and engage them. His letters 
have here been thrown into the form of a journal, 
in the belief that the substance of them will prove 
not less attractive to the children of others than 
they proved to those of the writer. Mr. Acland 
was evidently a very amiable, good-hearted, cheer- 
ful man, fond of active pursuits as long as his 
health permitted, and a skilful observer. There 
is an entire absence of pretension in his writing, 
and it is very pleasing. In some respects, there 
has not been a book about India with so much 
matter of a popular and attractive kind, since He- 
ber’s Journals ; and as a book addressed to young 
readers, and suited for them by the manner in 
which it is written, and by its stores of natural 
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and lively anecdotes, it supplies a desideratum. 
We have only space for one extract, describing an 
incident at Cuttack : 


“I had been sitting in the verandah reading, 
and went away for a few minutes to speak to my 
wife. When I came back my chair was occupied. 
There, sitting as quietly and demurely as possible, 
was an enormous ourang-outang, or monkey of 
some sort. When I first caught sight of him he 
had my book in his hands, and was to all appear- 
ance reading. It happened, however, to be rather 
a stupid book, and he very soon threw it down ; he 
then placed his hands upon his knees and sat per- 
fectly still, just as if he had been meditating upon 
what he had been reading. I should say, as nearly 
as I could judge, that he must have been above 
five feet in height, supposing him to stand erect. 
He sat as upright as any man. 

‘* After watching him for a minute or two, and 
observing that the calves of his legs were thicker 
and more like those of a man than monkeys’ legs 
usually are, I stepped quietly back and called my 
wife. All this time I had not seen his face; how- 
ever, as she came, one of the parrots screamed, and 
the old gentleman turned his head. His face was 
very dark, with large whiskers and beard, and hair 
all perfectly white ; his body a light brown, and his 
face and hands peculiarly large. As soon as he 
saw me he half rose, laid both hands on the elbow 
of the chair, and began to grin and show his teeth, 
and spit at me. I did not quite like it, as I was 
afraid he might make a spring in my direction ; yet 
I knew that my voice would at once frighten him 
away, if I raised the horrid unearthly yell used by 
the natives to scare wild beasts, and even which the 
tiger will hardly resist unless much pressed with 
hunger. 

“ Still I felt more inclined to watch him. Once 
I thought of going round the other way and getting 
my gun, but really he looked so much like a man 
that I could not have shot him. He continued to 
grin and spit until I turned away, hoping he would 
resume his former sedate position. As soon, how- 
ever, as he thought my eye was off him, he rose 
leisurcly from his chair, stepped slowly out of the 
verandah, caught hold of a branch of the banian- 
tree, and swung himself up into it. As he did this 
I saw that he had a long tail; so he could not, I 
believe, have been an ourang-outang. Indeed, I 
never heard of them coming into this little island, 
nor, I think, into the district. I went into my 
study, and immediately afterwards heard him scut- 
tling away over the roof of the house. I have not 
seen him since, but if he comes back I shall try to 
make friends with him by giving him food, though 
I believe he belongs to rather a treacherous family.’’ 


From the Examiner. 
Daily Scripture Readings (Hore Biblice Quotidi- 

ane.) By the late Tuomas Cuaumers, D. D., 

LL.D. Three Vols. Constable. 

Tuis handsome volume forms the first of a 
series which will comprise the whole of Doctor 
Chalmers’ Posthumous Works, issued under the 
care and superintendence of his son-in-law, the 
Rev. William Hanna. It had been announced 
that these writings were left by their author in a 
state of much greater completeness for the press 
than is usual with posthumous publications, and 
that they differed also for the most part both in sub- 
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stance and style from any of his previous produc- 
tions. The greater portion of them were under- 
stood to be of a practical and devotional character, 
couched in very familiar forms of expression, and 
divested of all formality of arrangement. 

We find this to be eminently the case with the 
work selected to open the series. Two collections 
of comments on the Bible are proposed to be 
included in it; as commenced by Doctor Chalmers 
in October, 1841, and continued with unbroken 
regularity till the day of his decease. ‘‘ Go where 
he might,” says Mr. Hanna, ‘“ however he might 
be engaged, each week-day had its few verses 
read, thought over, written upon—furming what 
he denominated Hore Biblice Quolidiane; each 
Sabbath day had its two chapters, one in the Old 
and the other in the New Testament, with the 
two trains of meditative devotion recorded to which 
the reading of them respectively gave birth—form- 
ing what he denominated Hore Biblice Sabbatice.’’ 
The more private and personal character of the 
second journal, it would seem, caused some doubt 
to be entertained of the propriety of making it 
public; but this ultimately yielded to considera- 
tions which were thought to be more important. 
and both journals will be comprised in the present 
publication. Though the means for a judgment 
on that decision are not yet before us, we do not 
for a moment doubt that the highest motives have 
induced it; but without impugning these, we must 
declare our strong conviction that the author’s own 
intention should be rigidly respected in writings 
of this kind, and that no other consideration, how- 
ever strengthened by the desire to do honor to his 
memory or good to the world, should be allowed 
to govern the question of fitness or unfitness for 
publication. ° 

Of the excellent public tendency of that por- 
tion of the readings which is now presented to us, 
no question can be entertained. Though the idea 
involved in them is not new, their tone and treat- 
ment are eminently so. They are unique in that 
respect. Their object cannot be described as 
learned or elaborate in any form, critical, histori- 
cal, or doctrinal. The pen was taken up, really 
and solely, for the writer’s private benefit; to 
bring his mind into as close and full contact as was 
possible with the passage of the Bible which was 
before him at the time ; and, by at once recording, 
to help to make more permanent, the thoughts 
suggested and the moral or emotional effects pro- 
duced. It was an expedient which in reading 
the life of Sir Matthew Hale he found to have 
been used with the same view by that great good 
man, impelled by the same cause which induced 
himself to adopt it—the confused and unsatisfac- 
tory effect of his previous ‘‘ attempts at the sus- 
tained contemplation of divine things.” Dr. Chal- 
mers’ great desire, says Mr. Hanna, ‘‘ was to 
take off from the sacred page as quick, as fresh, 
as vivid, and as complete an impression as he 
could; and in using his pen to aid in this, his 
object was far more to secure thereby a faithful 
transcript of that impression, than either critically 
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to examine or minutely to describe the mould that ! were deposited in the Ark of the Testimony, he 


made it.” His first and readiest thoughts were 
expressed in his first and readiest words. The 
reader will not be uninterested to learn the names 
of the few books which Chalmers thought suffi- 
cient for the purposes of a Biblical Library. They 
were the Concordance, the Pictorial Bible, Poole’s 
Synopsis, Henry’s Commentary, and Robinson’s 
Researches in Palestine. These were the only 
references he permitted himself to make in pre- 
paring his meditations. ‘‘ These are the books I 
use,” he said to a friend. ‘* All that is biblical is 
there. I have to do with nothing besides in my 
biblical study.” His favorites in the list seem to 
have been Rolznson and the Pictorial Bible. They 
helped to make more real, the simple, vivid, and 
graphic beauty of his own impressions of the Scrip- 
ture narrative. 

We shall not be misunderstood when we add that 
the readings which here convey those impressions 
derive their chief value from a personal attractive- 
ness of style and manner, and mainly from the fact 
of being his. The presence of Dr. Chalmers is 
predominant throughout. The singular vitality 
which was the characteristic of his genius, and 
which kept him as active and unwearied to the last 
day of his ministry as at the first, is transfused into 
every scriptural comment. With what boyish 
interest he discusses the incidents of the deluge ; 
how he lingers with Hagar in the wilderness, 
peopling it with the Arabs that have ever since, as 
then, marauded or wandered there; how delight- 
edly he dwells on the kindness and simplicity of 
the patriarchal manners in patriarchal times, and 
with what beauty draws forth the touching, affec- 
tionate, or noble traits of Abraham’s life and char- 
acter; what exquisite susceptibility he shows to 
those least little touches of natural feeling which 
identify the Rachels, and Jacobs, and Labans, and 
Rebekahs, with our modern life and custom ; with 
what a personal love he follows the fortunes of 
good, mild, venerable Isaac, through all the trials 
and vicissitudes of his children ; with what national 
naiveté he sets forth Sterne, and Shakspeare, and 
Mackenzie, as unequal to cope in pathos with 
Judah’s address to Joseph; with what relish he 
enjoys the details of the erection of the tabernacle, 
dwelling on the very ornaments of the candlestick, 
and drawing genial wisdom from their forms of 
grace; how sublimely earnest is his following in 
the path of Moses, and with what affectionate awe 
and love he waits upon the steps of ‘‘ good old 
Joshua ;’’ the reader can only learn from the 
volume itself. There is never a misgiving of the 
life, the truth, the absolute reality, of a single pas- 
sage. The venerable chronicle has been his life- 
long study, and, at a thought, his vivid imagina- 
tion lights up its inmost stores. He will have no 
discussion of the miracles of Joshua. He sees the 
sun and moon, that they did stand still; the one 
resting over Gibeon, and the other in the valley of 
Ajalon. He beholds, by no *‘ optical delusion,” 
the land as it was shown to Moses; and, as they 


looks on at the two tables written by God’s own 
hand. ‘* What a relict,” he exclaims, ‘‘ what a 
memorial of the living God, for any people to have 
possessed !”’ 

We can conceive no book, for these reasons, 30 
likely to be of beneficial tendency in private as well 
as family devotion. It is to the mind what his 
favorite Pictorial Bible is to the eye. The wearied 
or relaxed attention will be roused by its animated 
earnestness, the wavering faith will find a solid 
resting-place in its undoubting and sublime beliefs. 
But we have detained the reader too long from 
what will better convey a correct impression and 
description of it. 

This is the remark with which he enters on the 
history of Abraham. The personal allusion is to 
his grandson, then in his sixth year: 


« I feel now as if entering on the daylight of his- 
tory, and emerging from the obscurity of its earliest 
dawn. And Daor here record the effect of old 
associations with the Bible narratives which are now 
before me. I feel quite sure that the use of the 
Sacred Dialogues as a school-book, and the pictures 
of Scripture scenes which interested my boyhood, 
still cleave to me and impart a peculiar tinge and 
charm to the same representations when brought 
within my notice. Perhaps, when I am mouldering 
in my coffin, the eye of my dear Tommy may light 
upon this page, and it 1s possible that his recollec- 
tions may accord with my present anticipations of 
the effect that his delight in the Pictorial Bible may 
have in endearing still more to him the holy word 
of God. May it tell with saving effect on his con- 
science, in whatever way it may affect his imagina- 
tion ; and Jet him so profit by its sacred lessons of 
faith and piety, that after a life of Christian useful- 
ness on earth we may meet in heaven, and rejoice 
forever in the presence of our common Father.” 


THE LAND OF JUDEA. 


‘¢ At this rudimental stage in the history of the 
world, the kingdoms were small; and those who 
governed them, though dignified by the name of 
kings, were very petty chiefs. e recollect an 
infidel jest of Voltaire’s on the insignificance of the 
district of Judea—from whence he would insinuate 
how unlikely it is that a place so limited should 
have been the real theatre of transactions and events 
which, if authentic, are far the most important that 
ever took place for the destinies of our species. 
There is something in our view highly unphilosoph- 
ical in such an observation—as if the same play 
of essential interests and feelings, and the same 
manifestation of highest principle, the same lessons, 
the same moral, could not be as effectually exhib- 
ited within the limits of a narrow as within those 
of the widest materialism. There is no country 
which, apart from revelation, has bequeathed 
greater examples or done more for the civilization 
of our race than ancient Greece—yet look to the 
smallness of its territory, and see how all that is 
greatest and most imposing in secular history, was 
condensed there within a space far more contracted 
than was the land of Judea or the kingdom of Scot- 
land, which last may, in her church contests and by 
the doings of her church, give forth lessons which 
may influentially and most importantly tell through 
the whole of Christendom.”’ 
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THE NARRATIVE OF THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER 
OF GENESIS. 


« There is an exceedingly picturesque and 
graphical interest in this narrative; and I feel the 
highest value for it as an exhibition of the kindness 
and simplicity of the patriarchal manners in patriar- 
chal times. There is something particularly grace- 
ful and imposing in the politeness of Abraham; 
and I can now better understand the fitness of 
sacred biography as abounding in the exemplars of 
all that is good and great in the character of man. 
One likes the exuberant and affectionate hospitality 
of the good old man ; and the very material of which 
it was made up enters most fitly and beautifully into 
the description of the whole scene. 1 do not know 
if it has ever been made the subject of a painting, 
but surely there is enough of the visible and the 
local to furnish the artist with objects for an im- 
pressive representation: the tent door, the tree, 
Abraham and Sarah, the three strangers, the ser- 
vant, and the food which was dressed and set before 
them. Let me not hide myself as heretofore from 
my own flesh. Let me remember that hospitality, 
even to the unknown, thus exemplified in the Old, 
is expressly enjoined in the New Testament, and 
under the warrant, too, of the example recorded in 
the earlier Scriptures—‘ For thereby some have 
entertained angels unawares.’ I have much to learn 
and much to unlearn ere I attain the perfection of 
the second law. 

‘“ I figure the great deference of Abraham for 
these unknown personages, in his standing by them 
while they ate—as if officiating in the capacity of 
their servant. Connect this with their being un- 
known, with his being unaware of their dignity ; 
and we sce in this trait an exhibition of the virtue— 
to honor all men.” 


NATURE AS IT WAS AND 18. 


« It may appear a trifling and pucrile remark ; 
but I must confess myself much interested by the 
identity of human nature in its more familiar work- 
ing at very distant periods of the world. Rachel 
ran to tell her father, (v. 12)—Laban ran to meet 
Jacob, (rv. 13)—Rebekah ran to tell her mother, 
(xxiv. 28.) It is a minute, some would say, a 
ridiculously trifling thing to single out; but I like 
to contemplate human nature in the stability even 
of its lesser evolutions—the same as now thousands 
of years back. When a child is filled with any 
strong emotion by a surprising event or intelligence, 
it runs to discharge it on others, impatient of their 
sympathy ; and it marks, I can fancy, the simplicity 
and greater naturalness of that period—that the 
grown-up men and women gave unreserved way to 
their first impulses, even as children did.” 


THE SONG OF MOSES. 


« This noble poem is ascribed to Moses himself ; 
and while its poetry speaks the inspiration of high 
genius, its sacredness speaks the direct inspiration 
of Heaven. Such a recognition of poetry and song 
tells us that in the service of God there should be 
the exercise, the consecrated exercise, of all the 

owers which he has given to us; and tells us that 
in religion the enjoyment might be as various as are 
the capacities of our nature. And there is that of 
sentiment in it which adapts it to the use of a 
church delivered from her enemies in al] ages—nay, 
which fits and so makes it to be actually adopted 
for one of the triumphant songs of eternity. * * * 
I have often felt, as in reading Milton or Thomson, 
a strong poetical effect in the bare enumeration of 
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different countries, and this strongly enhanced by 
the statement of some common and pervading emo- 
tion which passed from one to another of their 
respective people. This is set forth with great 
beauty and power in verses 14th and 15th.” 


It is delightful to find this great and good divine 
mingling up with his solemn meditations the most 
eminent secular writers, referring to them as stand- 
ards of the beautiful and wise, and not hesitating 
to compare the threatenings against the Judwan 
tace in Deuteronomy even with what the genius 
of Scott has imagined for their modern realization 
in his fine romance of Ivanhoe. 

On one of the ordinances of the Levitical Law, 
which has had much and momentous effect in 
modern history, Doctor Chalmers remarks : 


‘¢Tt is remarkable that while there is an express 
interdict on the marriage of a man with his brother’s 
wife, there is no such prohibition against his mar- 
riage with his wife's sister. In verse 18. the pro- 
hibition is only against marrying a wite’s sister 
during the life of the first wife, which of itself 
implies a liberty to marry the sister after her death 
—beside implying a connivance at polygamy.”’ 


It is to be added, however, that the marriage 
here forbidden, is, by the supplement in Deuter- 
onomy, (on which the Pharisees questioned Christ,) 
distinctly recommended, where no issue has been 
left, for perpetuation of the elder line. That sim- 
ple verse should have overthrown the whole shabby 
pretence of Cranmer, in the affair of Katherine 
Tudor’s divorce. 


THE CANDLESTICK OF THE TABERNACLE 


‘c In the description of these various articles, it is 
well to observe that there are parts not for use only, 
but parts which serve no discernible purpose, save 
that of ornament. The candlestick would practi- 
cally have answered all its mere ulilitarian purposes 
as well as though there had been neither knops nor 
flowers ; and so too might our vegetable structures 
without so rich an efflorescence of guy and varie- 
gated blossoms. It is pleasing to contemplate such 
exhibitions of beauty, as designedly set forth by 
God to regale the taste and the eye of man. Even 
our Saviour signifies this object of the Divine work- 
manship—when he says to the lilics of the field, 
that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
one of these.” 


THE JEWISH LAW OF RELEASE IN DEUTERONOMY. 


“ This law of release is applicable not to stran- 
gers but to Jews, and not to all Jews it would seem, 
but to the poor of them only, (verses 4, 7—11.) 
Nothing can exceed the beauty and tenderness of 
these injunctions in behalf of the poor—equal to all 
that is enjoined us under our new and larger dis- 

nsation. The promises intermingled with these 

umane and benevolent charges, remind us of the 
aphorism, that ‘ he who giveth to the poor lendeth 
unto the Lord.’ There is something quite touching 
in these pleadings and remonstrances from the 
upper sanctuary on behalf of the poor, and the 
strangers, and the fatherless, and the widows. 
And what beauty of expression, too, to which 
Shakspeare seems all alive when he tells of a heart 
for pity and a hand open as day for melting charity. 
That ‘the poor shall never cease out of the land,’ 
suggests the same truth in the other form given to 
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it by our Saviour, when He says—‘ For the poor ye ! useful that at least it will prevent our running 


have always with you.’ ”’ 


HEBREW CIVIL AND CRIMINAL JURISPRUDENCE. 


“It were well for a philosophica} and learned 
jurist to confront the civil law of the Hebrews given 
ee inspiration with the laws and usages of the most 
enlightened nations, and aiso with the principles of 
his profession. The principle of prevention by 
example, as well as of correction and removal in 
the particular instance, is here adverted to ; and the 
way in which the rule of capital punishment is 
given forth, along with that of the minor punish- 
ment, speaks strongly against those who oppose the 

enalty of death in all instances whatever. Here 
ife for life is as absolute and unreserved an ordina- 
tion as the eye for eye or tooth for tooth.” 


RETROSPECTION AND CIRCUMSPECTION. 


PARLIAMENT is about to meet. The rate of 
interest is established at a height which, in this 
country, it has hardly ever reached, and has never 
before maintained in the memory of man; mercan- 
tile and manufacturing profit is vanishing before it, 
merchants are retiring from business, manufacturers 
pondering upon the impossibility of extricating 
themselves from the fetters with which their fixed 
capital invests them, and country gentlemen will 
soon find that mortgagees who can make an inter- 
est of seven or eight per cent. on the security of 
all the property of a great railroad will not be con- 
tent to continue lending to them on the security of 
their estates at four. What is to be done ? 

Retrospective surveys of the causes in which 
public misfortunes have originated are generally 
unpalatable, but ours shall not, at any rate, be te- 
dious. The bad harvest, the high price of cotton, 
and the Irish Joan, were three considerable and 
concurrent causes, of which the two first were ev- 
idently beyond the reach of legislation or adminis- 
tration. The main and yet subsisting cause was 
created by legislation itself, and its malignity may 
possibly be susceptible of alleviation in consequence. 
We speak hesitatingly for two reasons, the first 
of which is that we have not before us such data 
as we think requisite for justifying us in positively 
deciding that the railroad malady admits of pallia- 
tive treatment; the second is, that if we were to 
decide this point in the affirmative, we should know 
that whatever mode of interference might be se- 
lected must be attended with such difficulties as 
would require very unusual nerve, guided by very 
great caution aud circumspection, on the part of 
any government successfully to encounter. Prae- 
tically speaking, therefore, (and apart from practice 
and action we perceive no use in discussing this 
subject,) we expect little remedial advantage from 
anything that the legislature will prove disposed 
to decree regarding railroads, although we shall 
be very glad to find ourselves disappointed. We 
ourselves do not propose at present to do more 
than to make what the physicians call a diagnosis 
of the disease. To know accurately what it is, 
and how its baneful influence deranges the healthy 
action of our whole industrial system, is so far 


after illusory remedies. 

Money—by which we mean the precious metals 
—is capital, and eminently capital, but it is not 
capital in that form or sense in which those who 
have covenanted to bring forward capital for rail- 
roads propose investing it. They do not imagine 
that they are to invest every week 21,000 pounds 
weight of gold, (which is rather under the weight 
of 1,000,000 sovereigns,) but various materials 
which that amount of money will command, and 
for which it is to be exchanged. Now, we say 
that the various materials hcre referred to do not 
exist to the extent of a million’s worth for every 
seven days, and that therefore the covenant to con- 
tinue investing them at that rate per week is as 
impossible of physical performance as if it had been 
to pile St. Paul's on the Monument, and both on 
Westminster Bridge. A certain quantity of these 
materials (which are food, clothing, iron, coals, 
wood, stone, &c. &c. &e. ) is every week evolved 
through the combined operations of labor and erp- 
ital, and so becomes available for the transmutations 
and combinations appertaining to investment, but it 
is a much less quantity than is meant where we 
speak of a million’s worth of them. Let us, 
merely for the sake of stating the argument clearly 
and briefly, suppose that the quantity really avail- 
able every weck is only one tenth of a million, or 
100,0002. worth, then we shall the better succeed 
in making the physical impossibility of the per- 
formance of the railroad contracts present itself 
distinetly to the understanding. Then it becomes 
clearly visible that the covenants which the railroad 
promoters have made to furnish capital at the rate 
of a million per week, for two or three years to 
come, are wholly impossible of performance. 
There is but 100,000/. worth of materials to be 
brought forward per week—no more exists—but, 
as you have engaged to provide a million’s worth 
per week, your contract cannot be performed, and 
neither Hercules nor Croesus could enable you to 
do it if they would. 

But although the performance of this engage- 
ment is impossible, the struggle to perform it is 
like the death-strugele of a giant, and is absorbing 
and exhausting all the resources of the community. 
For the persons who have made these contracts 
are so very numerous, that they compose, perhaps, 
two thirds of the capitalists of the country, and al- 
most all of them had previously engaged to pro- 
vide capital for other objects than railroads—one 
as a merchant, another as a manufacturer, &c. 
&c.—and they are hopelessly incapable of fulfill- 
ing both obligations. The process of the general 
pressure now prevailing throughout the country 
began with this class, but it extends from it into 
the chss which has kept aloof from railroad spec- 
ulations. For both are involved together in re- 
spect of general business; and where the one is 
ruined primarily by railroad undertakings, the other 
suffers sympathetically, because the former can no 
longer fulfil ordinary contracts of business. And 
the spasmodic efforts to perform an impossibility, 
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now making by the promoters of railroads, affect 
the other class in a way that is fatal, by generating 
an exorbitant rate of interest, of which all are 
equally the victims. A high rate of interest in 
any country is an index of rapid prosperity when 
it emanates from a high rate of general profit, or 
return to capital; but when it proceeds from a 
high rate of general loss, as is the case at present, 
it is wholly ruinous even to those who, in any par- 
ticular case, might otherwise be making a profit. 
For all other borrowers must submit to the rule 
that is established by a great body of borrowers 
who, stimulated by the fear of a total wreck, will 
sacrifice anything in the hope of retrieving what 
they have previously invested. It is notorious 
that, for this month past, twenty per cent. has 
been no uncommon rate for them to pay; and we 
question whether any railroad work whatever has 
been performed for these last three months at a 
lower charge for interest than ten per cent. Now 
the mercantile profit which has existed in England, 
in our memory, is generally from nine to ten per 
cent.: this is clearly incompatible with a rate of 
interest of nine, or even seven per cent.; and as 
the merchant and manufacturer now find themselves 
compelled to pay this rate, their alternatives of 
choice are—ruin or retirement from business. 
Once arrived at this stage of the general pres- 
sure, a clear and simple explanation of the actual 
condition and immediate prospects of. the commer- 
cial and manufacturing portion of the community 
opens before us. This body has, through very 
many years, based all its engagements, contracts, 
enterprises, connections, charges, rates of commis- 
sion, calculations, and expectations of ultimate re- 
sulting profit, upon the assumption that it would 
never be subject to a higher, and in general would 
have to pay a lower, rate of interest than four per 
cent. ; and facts and events having been generally 
in accordance with this assumption, the remunera- 
tive return to capital or the rate of profit in thriv- 
ing undertakings (which may have ranged between 
the limits of seven and twelve per cent.) has proved 
sufficient to induce persons to enter into, and to 
continue in, business. While this limit of general 
profit has not been enlarged, the rate of interest 
has been, now for some length of time, raised from 
four to eight per cent. Every merchant and man- 
ufacturer must not only see, but feel, that this rev- 
olution, if it continue for a few months longer, 
must overwhelm him. The charge for interest in 
all undertakings whatsoever is so large a portion 
of the charges of merchandize, that its multiplica- 
tion by two must reduce profits to zero and below. 
Consequently, we find that merchants and manufac- 
turers in general are contracting their engagements 
and their business, while many are withdrawing 
altogether. As there is not in the country a suf- 
ficient supply of capital for carrying into execution 
all the inter-dependent engagements of the country, 
so the quantity which is actually available is vir- 
tually put up to auction, and the railroad compa- 
nies proving the highest bidders it is knocked down 
‘o them, while other occupations necessarily lan- 
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guish and decay for want of their due portion 
of it. 

Such is our view of the frightful malady under 
which the body commercial is now laboring, and 
the symptoms which we proceed to describe have 
begun to manifest themselves. ‘The price of fixed 
capitals of all kinds, lands, funds, stocks, &c. 
&c., becoming lower and lower, and that of float- 
ing capital higher and higher, foreigners are send- 
ing, and will send, the precious metals here, 
because they can invest them here in fixed capitals 
at great momentary advantage. The price of 
everything is falling and will continue to fall, and 
this cause will add to the influx of the precious 
metals. But the withdrawal which we have de- 
scribed of so much floating capital from reproduc- 
tive undertakings will lessen the usual stock of our 
manufactured goods, and consequently we shall 
find our exports and imports fall off. The reve- 
nue will continue to decline. 

This condition of things is not yet at its culmi- 
nating point. It will reach that when railroad 
calls and railroad expenditure, having seized and 
appropriated every particle that they can reach, 
shall then finally break down. The community 
will then betake itself once more to its antecedent 
avocations of production, and capital will once more 
begin to accumulate. 

If we have correctly delineated the leading out- 
lines of our present condition, and exhibited the 
causes which led to it, there can be no room for 
supposing that what is gencrally meant by Sir 
Robert Peel’s bill had anything whatever to do in 
causing, accelerating, or aggravating it, or that 
the suspension of the bill could in any degree al- 
leviate it. Our misfortunes proceed from a too 
rapid conversion of our floating into one particular 
description of fixed capital yiclding no exchange- 
able produce in return. We have used up—and 
continue using up—our uninvested capital much 
faster than we annually reproduce it, in a descrip- 
tion of enterprise which does not recreate, like a 
cotton-mill, a brewery, or a mine, any exchange- 
able material. How is it possible that Sir Robert 
Peel's bill—enacting that the Bank of England 
shall not issue more notes than represent 14,000,- 
000/., except in exchange for gold, and that other 
banking establishments shall be restrained within 
analogous limits—can have produced this peculiar 
and unreproductive mode of using and consuming 
capital? What the country needs at present is 
additional capital; and if the Bank of England 
were to issue 100,000,000/. of notes to-morrow, is 
there any human mind so constituted as to believe 
that it would add thereby the smallest fraction to 
the capital of the country? Such a measure would 
raise the prices of all commodities estimated in 
these notes to a vast height, but would it raise 
their prices estimated in gold? Why should an 
American, Russian, or Brazilian, prove willing or 
able to give more gold for our calicoes because we 
are giving more paper for them among ourselves? 
Is it not notorious that under similar circumstances 
there are always two rates of price for everything 
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—the paper and the metallic—totally distinct from 
each other? What is the case at St. Petersburgh 
—at Viennat We trust that the time of the leg- 
islature now about to meet will not be taken up 
with discussions on a point so very plain as this. 
We hope that the ministers, and Sir Robert Peel, 
and the sound-minded portion of the opposition, 
will unite to save the country from the opprobrium 
of silly debates on the currency—a question so 
very simple, that a child who purchases a shilling’s 
worth of toys at a fair, or an old woman who sells 
butter in any country market, can and does as 
thoroughly understand it as Locke or Ricardo 
themselves—a question of which the remarkable 
peculiarity is that there is actually nothing in it to 
understand, but a question which is hopelessly un- 
intelligible the very instant you make it a question, 
and suppose that there is something recondite in it 
—something that requires to be understood.— Er 
aminer, 13 Nov. 


For the Living Age. 
NOTES ON THE DEAD SEA. 


[Tue following notes have been drawn up with 
much seeming care, and possess at present a more 
than usual interest, since, within the last month, one 
of our public vessels has gone to the Mediterranean 
with a party of officers of the navy to survey this 
region. 

We do not perceive what practical benefit can 
arise therefrom, but as a matter of curiosity it is 
certainly as worthy the attention of our people as it 
has been that of the inhabitants of other countries. | 


The destruction of the ‘‘ cities of the plain” is 
placed about 1898 years before the Christian era. 

The first mention made of the country about 
Sodom and Gomorrah is in Genesis xiv. 10. ‘* The 
vale of Siddim was full of slime pits,” or, as the 
Septuagint translates it, ‘* bituminous’’—through 
which ran the river Jordan in its southerly course, 
to empty, according to a once generally received 
opinion, into the Red Sea. This opinion, as will 
be seen, is now considered erroneous. 

Dr. Madden has no hesitation in stating his be- 
lief, that the site of these towns covers the crater 
of an extinct volcano. Terrible, indeed, must 
have been that day when the vengeance of the 
Almighty came down upon these devoted cities; 
great must have been the convulsion of nature, when 
the earth opened, and the subterranean fires burst 
forth on high, giving the appearance which Moses 
describes as a ‘‘rain of brimstone and fire from 
heaven’’—Genesis xix. 24. Nor did the volcano 
cease its burnings then; in the time of Josephus 
flame continued to issue forth ; and even now, ac- 
cording to some authorities, smoke may still be 
seen. 

Six streams upon the east, and four upon the west, 
and the river Jordan, empty into this sea. The 
latter arises a short distance from Dan, a town of 
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Cesarea Philippi, and derives its name from it, 
Yar meaning a river. A number of small brooks 
unite with it, and become merged in the Lake Samo- 
chinitis, or Aqua Merom—now known as Lake 
Houle. From hence, it continues running in its 
southerly course through the Sea of Tiberias, to 
empty itself into the Dead Sea. Between these 
two bodies of water there is a fall of nearly a thou- 
sand feet, according to Lieut. Symonds, R. N.— 
the latter being 1312 feet below the level of the 
Mediterranean, and the former 328.—(London: 
Geog. Soc., vol. xiii., p. 74.) 

The face of the plain being thus lowered about 
the shores of the Dead Sea, the source of the river 
ceased here. Besides the Mediterranean level it is 
also ascertained thatit is lower than the Red Sea ; 
and if the river ever emptied into it, it must have 
been ages before these cities were engulfed, for, 
to have effected this, the whole valley of the Jordan 
must have been elevated, at that time, several hun- 
dred feet. Hence, says C. T. Beke, there can be 
no ground for the opinion that the Jordan at that 
time was arrested in its course to the southward 
along the Wadi-el-Araba, to the Gulf of Akaba. 
It is manifest, therefore, that whatever may have been 
the character of the country between the southern 
end of the Dead Sea and Gulf of Akaba, the waters 
of the Jordan could never have flowed in that direc- 
tion.—(Atheneum, 1838, p. 335.) 

M. Rusiger maintains that the basin forming 
the Dead Sea was antecedent to all historic epoch. 
—(Ib., 1842, p. 117.) 

The width of the Jordan varies greatly, its depth 
averaging from three to five feet, according to the 
rains ; its current is very rapid, pouring, according 
to Dr. Shaw’s calculation, the incredible amount 
of six millions of tons of water daily into the Dead 
Sea. How he arrived at this conclusion we are 
not informed. 

Some think that, like the Nile, its banks were 
overflowed at the season of frequent rains, and 
when the snow upon the mountains, where it had 
its rise, was melting. 

They cite, in support of this, the following pas- 
sage of holy writ: ‘ These are they that went over 
Jordan in the first month, when it had overflowed 
its banks.’’—(1 Chron. xii. 15.) 

Dr. Robinson doubts this, and quotes the Septu- 
agint and Vulgate in favor of his view, that the 
words translated ‘‘ overflowed its banks,” ought 
to be, ‘t was full up to all its banks.” 

When the earth opened in the plain, and the fires 
beneath burst forth, and these cities were swal- 
lowed up, whatever may have been its former 
course, the river ceased here and filled up the 
chasm. 

Such earthquakes and volcanoes have frequently 
occurred in this portion of the world. The upheav- 
ing of an island near Sicily, in 1831, is within the 
recollection of most of us; Messina has repeatedly 
suffered ; so also Calabria. Josephus (lib. xv., e. 
2) speaks of an earthquake which killed ten thou- 
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sand people ; and in 1759, a violent convulsion took 
place—shook down part of the walls of Safed— 
lasted three months, and destroyed three thousand 
persons. 

Ten years since, the whole town of ‘Tiberias was 
destroyed, hills rent asunder, and the face of the 
country altered; and that this region is still volca- 
nic, may be argued from the numerous hot springs 
frequently met with along the shores of the Dead 
Sea and that of Tiberias. 

And here we may inquire, why have we so little 
geological information in regard to this interesting 
portion of the world? In 1841, Sir David Wilkie, 
with two other English engineers, made a trigono- 
metrical survey of the valley of the Jordan, and 
have furnished us with a barometrical table of the 
level of a number of places. Four years before 
that, Messrs. Moore and Beke made numerous 
soundings of this sea; others (Dr. Robinson in par- 
ticular) have traversed its shores, and yet we know 
comparatively nothing of its geology. 

The length of the river Jordan, from its rise to 
the Dead Sea, is about seventy miles in a straight 
line ; its depth and width varying according to the 
nature of the country through which it flows. 

The extent of the Dead Sea has been differently 
stated by various writers. Pliny gave its length as 
100 miles, and 25 wide. Josephus says, 63 by 19; 
most travellers make it much less. That of Mr. 
Sherwood may be considered the most correct, 40 
miles long, and from 8 to 10 wide. Dr. Robinson 
agrees in this estimate, (vol. ii., p.217.) Berghaus 
considers its width 7.86 geographic miles. —(Lond. 
Geog. Soc., vol. ix., p. 310.) 

Not more than two hundred years ago the ruins 
of cities were seen by many travellers, above the 
water’s edge. Maundrell met with several very old 
Jews who saw the tops of houses; and Darvieux 
states that parts of walls were distinctly visible 
when he was there. 

There is no outlet to this sea, so that the whole 
body of water brought into it by the Jordan, and 
the other smaller streams alluded to, must go off by 
evaporation, or by some subterranean channel, or, as 
supposed by Sherwood, by both united. The evap- 
oration is seen arising in broad transparent columns 
of vapor, resembling water-spouts, but very much 
larger.—(Quoted from Irby and Mangles.) 

Asa consequence of this evaporation, a great quan- 
tity of salt is precipitated or deposited upon various 
parts of its shores, from which the Arabs obtain 
their supply for their flocks and families.—(Robin- 
son, ii., p. 226.) 

The specific gravity of the water of the Dead 
Sea is greater than that of any other lake or sea. 
Madden says that he could lie upon its surface like 
a log of wood ; and he found it difficult to dive suf- 
ficiently deep to cover his body. Others, who have 
bathed in it, speak of the impossibility of forcing 
themselves downward—of the pricking sensation 
communicated to the skin, or of the smal] globules 
like oil or napthe standing upon them when they 


607 


emerged from the water. One person, who was s0 
thoughtless as to plunge in with eyes open, found 
that it caused a smarting and burning for hours 
afterwards; and Dr. Madden, upon bathing with 
some slight abrasions of his skin, suffered for months 
after, the water having so irritated them as to pro- 
duce ulcers. 

Were this sea less strongly impregnated with 
saline and other matters, we suspect that its specific 
gravity would be too great for fish to live in it, and 
the contradictory reports on this subject, caused by 
finding a few near the mouth of the Jordan, may 
readily be reconciled, by remembering how vast is 
the body of fresh water which flows into it, and 
which, floating on the surface at first, would easily 
permit them to live a short time; yet they could 
not penetrate to any depth or pass to any distance. 

The specific gravity of distilled water is expressed 
by 1.000; sea water 1.028; whilst that of the 
Dead Sea is 1.200. The only specimen of the 
water which has reached this side of the Atlantic, is 
that brought by Mr. Sherwood, and examined by 
Mr. B. Silliman, Jr. Its specific gravity differs from 
that just stated, being 1.153. This may be attrib- 
uted to the fact that it was taken during the prev- 
alence of the rains, when the streams had been 
greatly swollen. 

One hundred grains of the water have been found, 
by repeated analyses, taken by different persons, 
and at intervals of nearly ten years, to contain 
twenty-four grains of solid matter. According to 
Dr. Marcet, in this amount there was— 


Muriate of Soda, 10.360 
“ Magnesia, 10.240 
“st Lime, 3.920 


and a small portion of the sulphate of lime. 

The analyses of Dr. Madden, Gay Lussae, and 
Gmelin, give nearly the same result; that of Dr. 
Apjohn and Silliman, Jr., gives 82 parts of water, 
and states that its specific gravity was, as above 
quoted, less. 

The color of the water is a dull green, though 
highly transparent, so that the eye traces the peb- 
bles which cover the bottom, and are very various 
in color, for a great distance—among them those 
of fetid limestone. They are bituminous and emit 
a strong odor when rubbed against a woollen coat. 
In some cases the bitumen has invested other stones ` 
and formed a coating so tenacious that it is impos- 
sible to detach it mechanically. As no springs of 
petroleam or pitch have been discovered along the 
shore, we can only infer the condition under which 
the bitumen is found at the bottom by its appear- 
ance when thrown on shore. Judging from the 
fracture and vitreous texture throughout, we are 
warranted in concluding that it first appears ina 
fluid state like tar, and then cools down under the 
pressure of the water.—(Sherwood in Silliman’s 
Journal, vol. xlviii., p. 5.) 

At the south-west part of the sea there is a ford 
where the Arabs are in the habit of crossing when 
the waters are very low. Messrs. Irby and Man- 
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travellers do not agree. It is near this ford that 
the temperature of the sea, has by some been 
found higher than in any other part of it; which 
has given rise to the belief that warm springs are 
abundant in this vicinity. 

As in the time of Josephus, so in our day have 
large masses of bitumen been thrown up from its 
bottom, caused doubtless, and preceded generally 
by an earthquake. We have accounts of immense 
quantities being thus detached after the earthquake 
of 1834, and being cast upon the shores of the south- 
west part of this sea, and also in 1837 an immense 
piece, compared in size to an island, came up to 
the surface. 

As a general description of its shores, it may be 
stated, that its eastern shore consists of perpendic- 
ular cliffs of limestone rocks, 1600 to 2500 feet high, 
receding from the southern coast and permitting 
an easy approach ; the western is more broken and 
between 1400 and 2000 feet high ; whilst the north- 
ern shore is sandy, giving it a desolate appearance, 
where there is no green spot for the eye to rest 
upon. And this was once the well watered, fertile 
valley of the Jordan. Well may the superstitious 
view it with awe; for no living thing can exist in 
it; no animal is found along its shores. They be- 
lieve that birds fall dead in the attempt to fly across 
it, and they resist the traveller who would fathom 
its depths, for they look upon his work as sacrilege. 

Until within the last ten years no attempts have 
been made to get soundings, as heretofore travellers 
Jooked upon it as an immense crater, shoal in one 
part, deep or fathomless in others; as an inland 
sea inthe midst of a desert as it were, its depths 
varying according to the season and amount of 
evaporation. What beneficial effects could result? 
Nevertheless, excited by a laudable desire to open 
the book so long sealed, Messrs. W.G. Beke, with 
two other Englishmen, brought a boat from Jeru- 
salem to Jericho, a distance of seven leagues, and 
launching it upon the Jordan, reached the Dead 
Sea March 29, 1837. ‘They remained there until 
April 17. 

-¢ Whilst there,” says the brother of Mr. Beke, 
in a letter dated March, 1838, in the Atheneum for 
1838, p. 335, ‘‘ they were able to navigate it, to take 
soundings of its depths in a great part of its extent, 
and make a sketch of considerable portions of its 
shores; the result will be laid before the public.” 
In the same volume just quoted, December 15, 
Mr. Moore, in a letter to M. Bertou says, that at 
2,220 feet he had no bottom; and again these gen- 
tlemen are stated, in the Report of the London Geo- 
graphical Society, vol. vili., p. 250, to have examined 
part of the shores of the Dead Sea, during the spring 
of 1837, and carried a line of soundings across it. 
In vol. vii., p. 456, we are told that these travellers, 
after surveying a great portion of the shores, were 
obliged to abandon their work, the guards and 
guides declaring they would not proceed. The 
width of the sea has been extablished beyond doubt ; 
soundings also have been taken, showing great 
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depths—in some parts upwards of three hundred 
fathoms. 

We have quoted fully what we could learn on 
this subject—the depth of the sea—because it is 
by some supposed to have never been either sur- 
veyed or sounded. The results of Messrs. Moore 
and Beke, above alluded to, which were to have 
been laid before the public, we have not been able 
to find. This we regret, as we were anxious to 
copy off at least one of the line of soundings referred 
to, vol. viii., p. 250, of the London Geog. Society’s 
Journal. 

The Journal of the French Academy of Sciences 
at Paris, for 1837, is said to contain the information, 
but this too we could not meet with. 

Up to within the last five years the level of the 
Dead Sea has been considered to be not more than 
600 feet below that of the Mediterranean: Profes- 
sor Schubert and Mr. Moore agreeing upon that 
question.—(Athenzum, June 9—Dec. 15, 1838.) 

In the year 1841, a committee, consisting of Sir 
David Wilkie, E. R. Beadle, and W. Woodbum, 
visited this sea and region. They found Jerusalem 
to be 2,520 feet, and St. Saba 606 feet, above the 
level of the Mediterranean, whilst Jericho was 617 
feet, and the Dead Sea 1,414 below it. 

Below is the table of their barometrical obser- 
vations :— 


Place. Barom. Therin. Weather. Time. Remarks. 
In. Jdlew.} sal | 

Jaffa, 29.953] 504 | Fine, Mar. I{Level of 

Jerusalem, 27.435 )554 | Fine, oo 3[Mediu'n 

St. Saba, 29.332163 |Threat’e rain, A: 

p = 31.3721653 |Do.wiud north,| “ 5| Level of 
alf hour above RAERE é Dead Sea 
eco. ? 30.575176 |Rain, ‘6 

Two hours do. do. 129.106|57}4|Fogey, “G 

Four and half do. do./25. 406/70) |Fine, “ 6 

Jerusalem, 27.278 ‘644 ' High wind, “G 


One of the first objects which attracted our atten- 
tion, says Dr. Robinson, was a tree with singular 
fruit—the apples of Sodom. This tree was from 
ten to fifteen feet high, and six or eight inches in 
diameter, resembling in its general appearance the 
“ silk weed’’ of our northern states. The fruit 1e- 
sembles an apple or orange, hangs in clusters ef 
three or four, and, when ripe, is yellow; pressed 
upon, it explodes, and leaves in the hand only the 
shreds of the thin rind and a few fibres. The name 
given it by the Arabs is “Osher; by botanists, 
Asclcpias gigantea vel procera. 

According to Hasselquist, the fruit of the Sola- 
num melon gena is the apple of Sodom, but it differs, 
being smaller; and, when ripe, is full of black 
grains—it does not explode as the other does. A 
small insect, the tenthredo, penetrates this fruit and 
converts the whole inside into dust.—( Robinson, 
vol. ìi.) 

A late number of the “ Times,” published at 
Malta, mentions that Lieutenant Molineux, attached 
to her majesty’s frigate Spartan, volunteered, whilst 
his vessel was on the coast of Syria, to survey the 
Dead Sea. He had returned, and was engaged in 
making a chart of his labors, to the publication of 
which, they who are interested in the subject are 
looking with curiosity and impatience. 


CONTRERAS——CONFIDENCE OF THE SOLDIERS IN THEIR OFFICERS. 


CONTRERAS——-THE CONFIDENCE OF THE RANK 
AND FILE IN THEIR COMMANDERS. 


One of the most striking things that has been 
observed during our operations, is the extraordinary 
effect produced upon the rank and file of the army 
by the presence of the general officers. Two in- 
stances of this kind came under my notice, and I 
have no doubt there are a great many more. On 
the evening of the 19th August, when the first dem- 
onstration was made on the command of Valen- 
cia, at Contreras, the commands of Colonel Riley 
and General Cadwalader had crossed the Pedregal, 
and arrived on the left flank of the enemy about 4 
o’clock, P.M. Assoonasthe Mexicans ascertained 
their position, they brought round their cavalry, and 
made a strong demonstration towards them, while 
at the same time they opened two or three pieces 
of artillery upon them. At this junction a heavy 
reinforcement from the city made its appearance, 
under the immediate command of Santa Anna him- 
self. Thus the two brigades became situated, with 
Santa Anna's heavy column, with artillery on their 
right; the fort, with twenty-two pieces of artillery, 
on the left, and a column of about 5,000 lancers on 
the hill immediately in front. The nature of the 
ground, being covered with irregular and unbroken 
rocks of lava, prevented their retiring, even under 
cover of the night; nothing could be seen of our 
force advancing—at first intended to bear upon the 
other flank of tne enemy—and truly, matters looked 
gloomy enough in the isolated command. As soon 
as Col. Rilcy's brigade emerged from the little vil- 
lage on the banks of the deep ravine, the lancers in 
front charged down upon him ; and I give you his 
own version and language: ‘‘ They charged me, 
and I formed square, and then they ranaway. They 
charged me again, and I again formed square ; but 
they would not come closer than thirty or forty 
yards, when they wheeled and ran away the second 
time. I found they were afraid to try my square. 
They charged me the third time. I waited until 
they came close enough, and then charged them 
and opened fire, and, before they could get out of 
the reach of my men, there were a great number 
of their horses running about without riders.” 
This last movement so completely surprised the 
lancers, that they withdrew to their first position, 
on the ridge of the hill, in front, and we fell back 
to the village, to where Gen. Cadwalader was. 
The whole command now began to look around and 
view their position. Here was a force more than 
quadruple their own upon each flank, and one of 
more than double theirs in front; if the whole of 
the enemy bore down upon them, they must be 
overpowered and crushed by overwhelming num- 
bers; and so confident was Santa Anna that such 
would be the result, that he sent an express to the 
city announcing that he had got one column of the 
Americans into such a position that they must either 
surrender or be cut to pieces, as it was impossible 
for them to get away. Affairs looked gloomy ; 
the brigade of Col. Riley now became particularly 
disheartened—they were in a tight place, supported 
by a brigade of new troops, of which they knew 
nothing—they were under the command of Gen. Cad- 
walader, who was a new man in the field, and, as 
they said, ‘ might be a very good officer,” but they 
did not know him; and if he made one misstep in 
so important a crisis, they were utterly lost beyond 
redemption—and old troops have a great aversion 
to new commanders. How were they to be extri- 
cated, and where was the giant mind to plan and 
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direct it? At this important stage of the affair, 
Gen. Smith, who had found it impossible to ap- 

roach the enemy on the other flank without great 
oss, now crossed the deep ravine and joined the 
force with his brigade. While his command was 
crossing, he sent his aid-de-camp, Lieut. Vandorn, 
forward, to ascertain the situation of the forces and 
the nature of the ground. As soon as he was seen 
by the old regulars, they exclaimed, ‘* Here ’s the 
Little Lieutenant!" ‘t Here ’s the Little Lieuten- 
ant!’? <‘ General Smith is about somewhere !” 
“ We’re all right now!’’ «“ No, there’s no such 
good luck; I am sure he went with his brigade to 
the other flank—it ’s him they ’ve been firing on so 
heavy.” ‘* But, if he is over there, what’s the 
little one doing here?’? While they were thus 
remarking and conjecturing, General Smith with his 
brigade turned the corner of the lane and came in. 
view of the whole line. As soon as their anxious. 
eyes fell upon him, a hundred voices joyously ex- 
claimed—* Here heis!’? ‘‘ Here heis!” ‘‘ Here’s 
General Smith!’ ‘ Now we’ll have them!” 
« Now we ’ll give it to them! And a cheerful 
bustling hum was heard among them where all was. 
a dead dispiriting silence before—their dulness be- 
came a lively gayety—confidence and enthusiasm. 
took possession where distrust and lethargy had 
just now prevailed. While this was the very 
highest compliment that could or can possibly be 
paid to the eminent ability of the gallant general, 
it also showed that the rank and file never lose con- 
fidence in themselves; they feel competent to sur- 
mount all difficulties and overcome any obstacles— 
they only want to feel that they will be properly 
commanded—that they will be skilfully handled, 
and that their commanding officer possesses the 
ability to dispose of them to the best advantage that 
the circumstances will admit—they fear not to die, 
but they want to be satisfied that they will not be 
unnecessarily sacrificed. 

Gen. Smith took the command, and by different 
movements diverted the attention of the enemy until 
the engineers reconnoitred their positions and the 
nature of the ground. At night the plan of attack 
was formed. General Shields joined with his 
brigade about 2 o’clock. At the dawn of the morn- 
ing the enemy, who but a few hours previous felt 
so confident of success, found the brigade of Col. 
Riley, supported by General Cadwalader, in their 
rear, bearing down upon them like an avalanche, 
their commander infusing into them, by his lan- 
guage and his looks, his own unconquerable enthu- 
siasm and determination, the unerring riflemen 
riddling their flanks, and, as they commenced their 
retreat, the brigade of Shields dealing them death 
and destruction. Victory perched upon our banner 
—our arms triumphed. Our loss was very sinall 
—the enemy suffered severely, and were routed 
from a position they deemed impregnable—and one 
of the first things I heard was a soldier exclaiming,. 
“ Didn’t I tell you, boys, when General Smith: 
joined us last night, we’d give them h— before- 
they knew what they were about?” “t But,” says 
another, ** you did n't think we were going to come 
this way.” ‘*H—! who says I did? but I knew 
there were ‘ foxes about,’ and that we were as cer- 
tain to whip them as my name is Jobn.” 

Again: there was another instance, equally strong 
showing the affection of the men for their comman- 
der. General Shields was wounded in the attack 
upon the works under Chapultepec. As soon as 
he saw the fortifications carried, he returned to the 
rear for the purpose of having his wound dressed. 
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As he passed along the line of his brigade, the men 
seemed to sympathize with him as though he had 
been a brother to them all. But the feeling showed 
itself stronger when they came to advance upon the 
city along the aqueduct; and as they were com- 
pelled to halt at different points, I heard them fre- 
quently asking, ‘* I wonder who will command our 
brigade now?’ ‘I don’t know,” says another ; 
“ but, live or die, I'll stick by the palmetto as long 
‘ag there ’s any one to carry it.’ ‘* That is not the 
thing, exactly. We will all stand by our colors. 
We want some chief that we all know, who will 
look out and see that our colors don’t get where we 
will all get our heads knocked off standing by it. 
We want some one who will not get us all killed 
off without doing anything.” At this moment 
‘Gen. Shields came riding up, with his arm ina 
sling. His appearance at the rear was announced 
iby the cheering salutations of his command, which 
extended along the whole line. His men—officers 
‘and privates—are devotedly attached to him, and 
‘would follow him anywhere he would lead them 
‘with pride and confidence; and his appearance 
:among them was equal to an addition of a force 
equal to their own numbers. 

Many instances of this kind occurred; and it is 
-impossible to describe the difference in the appear- 
-ance of a command when they feel confident in their 
-commanders, and when there are doubts flashing 
-across their minds. 

Mustane. 


N. O. Delta. 


From the National Era, 


Evangeline, a Tale of Acadie. By Henry Wans- 
worTH LONGFELLoW. Boston: W. D. Ticknor 
& Co. pp. 163. 


Eureka !—Here, then, we have it at last! An 
American poem, with the lack of which British 
reviewers have so long reproached us. Selecting 
‘the subject of all others best calculated for his pur- 
pose—the expulsion of the French settlers of 
Acadie from their quiet and pleasant homes around 
the basin of Minos, one of the most sadly romantic 
passages in the history of the colonies of the North 
—he has succeeded in presenting a series of exquis- 
ite pictures of the striking and peculiar features of 
life and nature in the New World. The range of 
‘these delineations extends from Nova Scotia on the 
mortheast, to the spurs of the Rocky Mountains on 
the West, and the Gulf of Mexico on the South. 
Nothing can be added to his pictures of quiet farm 
life in Keadie, the Indian summer of our northern 
latitudes, the scenery of the Ohio and Mississippi 
rivers, the bayous and cypress forests of the South, 
the mocking bird, the prairie, the Ozark hills, the 
Catholic missions, and the wild Arabs of the West, 
roaming with the buffalo along the banks of the 
Nebraska. The hexameter measure he has chosen 
has the advantage of a prosaic freedom of expres- 
sion, exceedingly well adapted to a descriptive and 
Narrative poem; yet we are constrained to think 
that the story of Evangeline would have been quite 
as acceptable to the public taste, had it been told in 
the poetic prose of the author’s ‘‘ Hyperion.” 

In reading it, and admiring its strange melody, 
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we were not without fears that the success of Pro- 
fessor Longfellow in this novel experiment might 
prove the occasion of calling out a host of awkward 
imitators, leading us over weary wastes of hexam- 
eters, enlivened neither by dew, rain, nor fields of 
offering. 

Apart from its Americanism, the poem has mer- 
its of a higher and universal character. It is not 
merely a work of art; the pulse of hamanity throbs 
sais through it. The portraits of Basil the 
Blacksmith, the old Notary, Benedict Bellefontaine, 
and good Father Felicean, fairly glow with life. 
The beautiful Evangeline, loving and faithful unto 
death, is a heroine worthy of any poet of the prea- 
ent century. 

We need not urge our readers to share with us 
the pleasure of perusing ‘‘ Evangeline.” Those 
who have already done so will echo back our word 
of grateful acknowledgment ; while to those who 
have not, we can only say that we almost envy 
them the privilege which we have forfeited, of 
reading for the first time the touching and beautiful 
story of the Exiles of Acadie. | 

J.G. W. 


THE DETECTIVE DAGUERREOTYPE. 


“« Mr. Ponca, 

‘“ Your columes are often the medium of pro- 
pounding moral truths, but I do not think that they 
have hitherto served for the promulgation of scien- 
tific discoveries. Allow me, sir, to communicate 
to the public, through your pages, a most valuable 
invention, which is as wonderful, and will prove as 
useful, as the electric telegraph itself. It consists, 
sir, of a modification of the Daguerreotype, so sen- 
sitive as to be affected by the faintest candlelight, 
and to be capable of producing a perfect picture 
when subjected to the agency of a dark lantern. 
And now, sir, for the use to which the instrument 
is applicable. You havea coanang hogni aitr—of 
course you have—the strong box of which is, even 
at the present period of commercial distreas, full of 
money. You take my Daguerreotype, sir, and pre- 
viously to leaving your place of business at night, 
you station it on a shelf, or in some other conven- 
ient situation, commanding the receptacle of your 
wealth. You then lock the door, sir, and you go 
away. If, during the night, a thief break into your 
establishment, and abstract your treasures, you will 
have the satisfaction of finding the next morning, in 
my Daguerreotype, a correct portrait of the depre- 
dator. I tested the powers of my instrument, sir, 
myself, by setting it as a species of trap in my own 
larder, and the result is, that I possess a picture of 
my cook, accompanied by a soldier in the 
guards, into whose hands she appears consigning a 
a leg of mutton. 

“ I need not enlarge, sir, on the vastness of the 
boon which this invention of mine will confer on 
society, superseding in a great measure, as it cer- 
tainly will, the services of the detective police. 
Much innocent amusement, sir, may be also ob- 
tained by my apparatus. Its capabilities have been 
tried, for instance, by some jealous ladies and gen- 
tlemen of my acquaintance, and the consequence, 
sir, I can assure you, has been the production of 
some very pretty pictures.” 


PUNCH. 


LES ROIS 8S AMUSENT. 


Tue pastimes of kings would make a very euri- 
ous book. We mentioned last week the particular 
fancy the King of Spain, the Prince of Assis, has 
for playing on the big drum. After all, this is a 
very harmless amusement, and not half so expen- 
sive as building toy-palaces, or half so cruel as 
shooting stags ina fenced ring. Tet us see if we 
can enumerate the amusements of the different kings 
of the present day. 

Louis Philippe can have very little amusement at 
present, for he has married all his sons; and as for 

rosecuting the public papers, the amusement must 

ave grown fearfully tiresome. Like the game of 
beg gar-my-neighbor, a little of it is all very well, 
but it does not do to be always playing at it. It is 
true there is Algeria, but the bulletins have no 
longer that raciness and strong sense of’ honor 
which they had when Bugeaud used to kill Abd-el- 
Kader once a week, and send over his horse and 
umbrella in every steamer. The poor King of the 
French can only laugh now, when he reads over 
the account of the glorious three days of July, and 
thinks of the charte being proved a rérité, as strong 
as cannons can make it, by the fortifications of 
Paris. Henri Quatre, we think, amused himself in 
a different way ; but of course different kings have 
different styles of joking. 

The King of Naples plays at whist, and is happy 
for a week if he wins a halfpenny point. He dab- 
bles, too, a little in sulphur, which may account for 
his holding such good hands generally in the above 
game, and for his doing everybody so cleanly in all 
commercial matters. 

Leopold's great amusement is in running about. 
Like the Brussels sprout, he is to be found planted 
everywhere but in Brussels. Next to the Ameri- 
can sea-serpent, he is the greatest traveller of the 
present day. His back is always turned upon Bel- 
gium, which makes it difficult for his subjects to 
throw his perpetual absence in his face. If taunted 
with it, he would doubtless answer, ‘‘ Mes braves 
Belges, I love you more than I can express—in fact, 
I love you quite beyond myself ;’’ and off he runs 
to Paris, to convince them of the fact. 

The peculiar fancy of Nicholas, besides his per- 
secution of Poland, which is only ‘‘an amiable 
weakness,” peculiar to Russian emperors in gene- 
ral, and himself in particular, is to give snuff-boxes 
away to everybody. He must have given away 
more snuff-boxes in his life-time than Lablache has 
ever received, and that number is as difficult to 
count as the children of the royal family. One 
would imagine that he had bought a lot cheap at 
some auction, and was ata loss how to get rid of 
them. If ever a monster statue similar to the one 
of Peter the Great is erected to Nicholas, it ought 
to be on a pedestal of snuff-boxes. We wonder 
how many confirmed snuff-takers Nicholas has 
made in hus life-time, of quiet, respectable persons, 
from the vanity of carrying about with them, and 
displaying on every possible occasion, the imperial 
gift! However, it is a generous recreation, for 
emperors generally have amused themselves in 
forcing their subjects to put their hands into their 
pockets, for purposes of quite a different pinch. 

Austria has very little amusement beyond con- 
sidering himself the ‘‘ Father of his people,” and 
cutting off their privileges, and sometimes their 
heads, to prove it. He delights in Metternich, and 
has a cultivated taste for a ballct. 

Ludwig, the King of Bavaria, rollicks also in the 
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latter amusement, in which his subjects are not 
much inclined to join him. He has also a weak- 
ness for poetry which is of a sweet, melting kind, 
best suited for the mottoes of bonbons ; though occa- 
sionally his Bavarian majesty comes out with an 
epigram, which would shine round an acidulated 
drop, but looks rather dull ina history. Another 
of his amusements is newspaper editing, and it is 
reported he wields the editorial scissors with won- 
derful effect on the articles of others, but never on 
his own; though some of his royal proclamations 
about raising the price of beer would be wonder- 
fully improved, critics do say, if they were reduced 
a little, or occasionally left out altogether. 

Prussia amuses himself, as Penelope did with her 
Berlin wool, in making a constitution and then pull- 
ing it to pieces again. Another of his amusements 
is in reading every paper that contains a notice of 
his majesty. He has a minister, whose German 
title we would repeat only it occupies three lines, 
expressly to hunt out all these notices and submit 
them to him. This poor fellow has no easy berth 
of it, for his majesty somehow only appreciates the 
compliments, and takes no pleasure in the abuse. 
The minister deeply deplores this depraved taste on 
the part of his majesty, as he has generally to 
resign for giving offence about twice a week. 

There are other royal amusements, such as the 
memorable one of a king of Abyssinia, who struts 
about in a cocked hat, a red coat, and a flannel 
petticoat, with a large broom in his hand. There 
is likewise the King of the Cannibal Islands ; but 
itis hardly necessary to specify his amusements, 
as we believe they are already recorded in a popu- 
Jar song, which can be had of all music-sellers. 

Running our eye over the different amusements 
of the sovereigns who grace the thrones of the 
present day, they are a great improvement, we 
must confess, on the amusements of kings ‘‘ as used 
to was.’’ Shooting stags is manly sport compared 
to that of firing from a balcony on a populace ; and 
playing on the big drum is child’s play by the side 
of a bluff old king, whose principal amusement was 
to take off his wife’s head as soon as he had married 
her. Ah! those were the days for amusements! 
What a merry monarch that Charles the Second 
was! Why, there is not a king of the present day 
who would go into the Cheshire Cheese, and order 
a Welsh rabbit and a pint of stout, and when he 
found he had no money to pay for it, knight the 
landlord on the spot in lieu of payment! 

By the bye, talking of royal amusements, we 
hear that the Duc d’Aumale (the King of Algeria 
that is to be) has been invited to a ball by the 
native Arabs of Algiers. We suppose this is in 
return for the many balls the French have given 
the Arabs ; but as regards the choice of the two 
amusements, dancing and fighting, we think the 
Algerians beat the Trench hollow Besides, the 
novelty of a party of dancing Arabs must afford 
immense amusement to the poor transported Paris- 
ians, who have no bals masqués, no Chaumières or 
Cháteaux Rouges to beguile them at uncivilized 
Algiers. 


THINGS ARE NOT QUITE SO BAD IN THE CITY. 


While seriously owning, and deeply bemoaning 
The fact, that the state of the nation 
Is gloomy at present, at least it is pleasant 
o think we have one consolation. 
The manifold messes, the scrapes and distresses 
Of mercantile men whilst we pity, 
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We ’ve the comfort of knowing, howe’er the world’s 
going, 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 
Our citizens’ troubles, through dabbling in bubbles, 
Or otherwise capital sinking, 
Have still left them treasures to spend on their 
pleasures, 
In pageantry eating, and drinking. 
The ninth of November—Lord Mayor's day, re- 
member— 
The burden suggests of our ditty, 
The correctness displaying, of what we are saying— 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 


And would tell me what to do, 
And what measures to pursue, 
With a view to speculation and security. 


‘I have got an ample store, 
But should like to make it more ; 
One of course is anxious, naturally, so to do; 
At the same time, to be rash, 
And to risk the loss of cash, 
Is what no reflecting gentleman would go to do. 


s Now that discount ’s eight per cent., 
Is the time when money lent 

Is invested, in the abstract, most judiciously. 
On the other hand, ’t is clear, 
Now that matters are so queer 

In the city, that one ought to act suspiciously. 


If people are able to put on their table, 
Embellished with laurel and myrtle, 

By way of beginner, just merely, for dinner, 
Tureens near three hundred of turtle, 

And dishes by dishes of all sorts of fishes, 
They must be more wealthy than witty— 

Oh! whate’er our disasters, ’t is certain, my masters, 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 


The board that is cumber’d with viands unnumber’d, 
Ribs, barons, legs, sirloins, and haunches, 

With turbots and mulleta, fowls, turkeys, and pul- 

lets, 

Sufficing some hundred of paunches ; 

The feast so tremendous, the feed so stupendous, 
Must come to a trifle full pretty ; 

So, for all our mischances in point of finances, 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 


* «í Could this panic be controlled, 
If we moneyed men, with gold, 
On the market all came down contemporaneously ? 
Well, I think perhaps it might: 
And suppose we stopped the fnght, 
There would be a drop in discount instantaneously. 


‘¢ Who ’Il be first to bell the cat? 
For whoever will do that 
In the nick of time, with caution and dexterity, 
Taking care he is n’t bit, 
He will make a lucky hit, 
And large winnings will repay his wise temerity. 


‘¢ Matters mend when at the worst, 
And my capital I ’ve nursed, 
Till I think they must be near'y that condition in ; 
And until the crisis pass, 
If I tarry, of an ass 
I shall find myself the laughable position in. 


Creams, woodcocks, and widgeons, tarts, peacocks, 
and pigeons, 

Prawns, custard, blanc-mange, lobster-salad, 

With oysters and jellies, for many more bellies 
Than all we could name in this ballad, 

Are proof in redundance of wealth in abundance— 
No case in all Archbold or Chitty, 

More plain is related than what we have stated— 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 


« Well, I really am inclined, 
I have more than half a mind 
(If I thought that I could venture with impunity) 
To come forward with my hoard, 
Ere with confidence restored, 
Of aggrandizement I lose the opportunity. 


Then think of the bottles, to moisten their throttles, 
Drain’d off by the citizens merry ; 
Let any man’s “ gumption” compute the consump- 
i ‘ Then, whilst adding to my gains, 
The distress abroad that reigns 
Could I lighten, I should have the satisfaction of 
Doing well for my own ends, 
And the pleasure which attends 
Public spirit and benevolence an action of.” 


tion 
Of claret, champagne, port, and sherry. 
This feasting and treating, the House, at its meeting, 
Without going into committee, 
Will resolve, has shown clearly, that though look- 
ing queerly, 
Things are not quite so bad in the city. 


THE QUESTION OF THE CAPITALIST. 


Ir was a man of capital, a mighty millionaire, 

Who, sipping his Lafitte alone, sat in his easy chair ; 

His brow with wrinkles manifold was furrowed o’er 
and wrought, 

By which ’t was plain this millionaire was deeply 
wrapt in thought. 


SONG OF THE RAILWAY SPECULATORB, 


By the sad sea waves I wander, while I moan 

A lament o’er hopes of splendid riches gone. 

In the world I stood fair, 1 had once not a care, 
For of cash I had enough, and—unlucky ! some to 
spare : 

Now I hide me from duns by the sad sea waves. 
Come again, bright days of hope and premiums past, 


His goblet’s stem the moneyed man with nervous ; ; . : 
Come again, bright days, come again, come again. 


gesture thumbed, 

And then anon he scratched his head, and then the 
table drummed, 

And then a tune he whistled; and it wasn’t very 


From my cares, last night, by tardy sleep beguiled, 
In my dreams I thought the city on me smiled ; 
For my shares were gone up, every broker that I 
new 
Winked a golden welcome back, spoke in accents 
bland and mild; 

But I wake in my bed, by Boulogne’s sad waves. 
Come again, dear dream, so pleasantly that smiled, 
Come again, dear dream, come again, come again. 


ong 

Before this man of capital thus broke forth into 
song :— 
« New I'd give a handsome sum, 
If a little bird would come, 

One acquainted with the secrets of futurity ; 
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SEDUCTION AND ITS CHECKS. 


Tuere has been a newspaper discussion on the 
subject of ‘‘ seduction and its punishment,” useful 
so far as all parties to it have agreed in appealing 
to the judgment of common sense, with a view to 
practical objects, rather than to mere dogmatic 
prejudices ; but yet, we venture to think, not so 
conclusive as it might have been if the disputants 
had pushed the inquiry quite home. ‘That the 
subject is a very proper one to be discussed just 
now, is proved by the fact that the court of queen’s 
bench has granted a rule to show cause why there 
should not be a new trial in the case of Dingle 
versus Baker, in which Mr. Justice Wilde laid 
down the dictum that a parent could not recover 
damages for the seduction of his child except for 
the loss of services actually prevented by illness. 

The present discussion was begun by one *‘ Jo- 
seph,” in the Times, who seems to have been actu- 
ated simply by the desire to check cant and need- 
less intervention of law—a praiseworthy motive. 
His main arguments are these. Incontinence is 
not seduction. Incontinence is a vice beyond the 
reach of law, and only to be kept in check by 
moral influences. What is called the ‘‘ seduction”’ 
of a woman is mostly the mere result of her own 
incontinence, and constitutes neither an offence to 
be penally visited on the man, nor a civil trespass 
to be compensated by payment of damages to 
the woman. Another dilettante commentator, 
signing himself ‘‘ Human Nature,’’ interposes 
with the just observation, that although inconti- 
nence is an offence, the seduction or ‘‘ leading on” 
to the commission of that offence is as clearly a 
crime as the leading on of children to commit 
theft. And the Globe more forcibly takes the 
bull by the horns in joining issue on Joseph’s 
main fact. ‘‘If,’? says Joseph, ‘‘ there is any 
priority, it is the woman who makes the first 
advances—at least so far as to give the man to 
understand that she will not be greatly offended 
by boldness on his part. I doubt (and Joseph 
begs that his readers will refer to the experience 
of their own youth) if it ever occurred to any man 
to attempt the seduction of a woman whom he 
really believed to be modest and virtuous.” The 
Globe denies this. ‘‘ It is our belief, that in far 
the greater number of cases, man, and not woman, 
is the seducer.’’ ‘‘ How often does he effect his 
purpose by taking advantage of the ignorance of 
his victim!” ‘* But suppose, for argument's 
sake, that both parties were equally guilty, is that 
any reason why the man should escape all pun- 
ishment?’’ Clearly not. ‘There is one conclu- 
sion, however, on which all are agreed—that the 
legal fiction by which ‘‘ loss of service’’ is made 
the only ground of action for seduction, is an ab- 
surd and contemptible procedure, that ought to be 
abolished in favor of a direct law on the subject. 

The nature of the law, whether it be judge- 
made law or regular statute law, would be deter- 
mined by defining the nature of the offence against 
which it is levelled ; and this is the point where 
the discussion appears to us to fall short. 
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Joseph says that the laws ‘‘ both of nature and 
society” visit the woman with far the heavier 
penalty; which is an assumption. ‘* Nature,” 
like all obscure authorities, is one much abused ; 
and in respect of this question, it does not appear 
that she has been so unjust as Joseph would make 
out. The liability imposed by nature is that of 
maintaining the progeny; and it appears to be 
provided for by that instinctive affection which is 
usually found to actuate both parents; the mother 
is the more powerfully influenced in the earliest 
period of the child's infancy ; possibly at a later 
period the father is the more powerfully swayed by 
the same motive ; at any rate, in a greater or less 
degree it affects both. Both, too, are free to 
abandon the child; ‘‘ nature’? imposing no pen- 
alty for that offence but a wounded conscience. 
Society goes beyond ‘‘ nature,” and insists that if 
a child be brought into the world, or even if there 
be a chance thereof, there shall be a guarantee for 
its maintenance, so that it be not ‘‘ chargeable to 
the parish.’ This further liability, though its en- 
forcement is highly proper, is altogether a factitious 
social law; wherever society intervenes, it ought 
to do so with equal justice ; and therefore the lia- 
bility ought to be imposed with perfect equality on 
both parents, who are equally authors of the child's 
being. The liability of the mother is proclaimed 
by the circumstance of childbirth ; but surely the 
law ought to enable her to point out her accom- 
plice, in order that half the lability may be trans- 
ferred to him. 

Hitherto we have considered the matter as if 
the woman were her own mistress, having arrived 
at ‘years of discretion ;’’ but if she have not 
attained the boundary fixed by law between ‘ in- 
fancy’? and maturity, the case is considerably 
altered. A minor labors under many social dis- 
abilities created by law, and has an equitable right 
to a countervailing amount of protection; and 
these disabilities are especially stringent on female 
minors. A minor cannot act in the affairs of life 
without parental authority, and the authority which 
is enforced against her liberty of action should 
also be maintained to protect her against the ac- 
tions of strangers. A minor cannot dispose of 
herself in lawful marriage without the parental 
leave, and should be shielded not less carefully 
against lawless contingencies of an analogous kind. 
In this view, the seduction of a minor is a tres- 
pass on parental authority, to the detriment both 
of parent and child; and every trespass is the 
proper subject of a civil action for compensatory 
damages. But furthermore, if the seduction has 
been effected by fraud perpetrated on the inexpe- 
rience of youth, then, we conceive, the offence 
will partake of a criminal character, and will be 
fairly subjected to an aggravation of damages in a 
penal sense. There is no reason why the law 
should not proceed upon a direct recognition of 
parental authority in the case of seduction as well 
as of its correlative marriage, instead of resting on 
the absurd and precarious fiction of lost services. 
— Spectator. 
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Mr. Stepuen has fulfilled a long expectation, 
by abdicating. He retires from the under secre- 
taryship of the colonial office, and leaves behind 
him no one who can take his place. It is his 
singular fate that sucha statement should be made 
of so able a man without regret. 

Mr. Stephen is followed into his retirement by 
quasi-official panegyrics, which might pass unques- 
tioned, on the principle de mortuis, but for two 
facts; the country has still to cope with the con- 
sequences of Mr. Stephen’s administration ; and, 
there is no surety that it is yet finally relieved of 
Mr. Stephen himself. He is translated into the 
privy council: and, apart from the possibility of 
his still exercising some tutelary influence over 
official departments, there are not wanting rumors 
that, after a renovating tour abroad, he is to reen- 
ter office in some higher capacity. 

With respect to technical and official informa- 
tion, probably no man knew so much as the retir- 
ing under secretary. His knowledge made him 
chiefly powerful as an antagonist. In this matter- 
of-fact country, the man who can outrun another 
in exactness or copiousness of information possesses 
a formidable advantage ; to convict an opponent of 
“ ignorance,” even on a triviality, is to lower and 
weaken him; and there were few of the importu- 
nate claimants that besieged the colonial office 
whom Mr. Stephen could not convict of that dis- 
grace. With unequalled tact and discretion, he 
had acquired some literary repute without letting 
it go so far as to override his official reserve ; and 
if his literary repute was not greater, the official 
reserve passed as a plea to allow him credit for 
more than he had done. According to this con- 
structive repute, he might have been a Macaulay, 
but he chose to be a Stephen. In office, like the 
shield of gold and silver, his manner was different 
as it was viewed from above or from below; but 
in both aspects imposing. His superiors have 
uniformly, we believe, been impressed with the 
conviction that Mr. Stephen was the least presum- 
ing, the least obtrusive, the most zealous and able 
servant they had ever known. In his presence, 
men whose ‘ station,” not less than personal abil- 
ities, placed them at the head of a department in 
which subordinates possessed more knowledge and 
more ability, became inspired alike with official 
wisdom and with a delightful self-reliance ; at first 
mistrusting their formidable subordinate, fearing to 
commit themselves before him, they were speedily 
reassured ; they seemed to become possessed of 
all his knowledge and power without any humil- 
lating obligation; their own powers expanded ; 
they found themselves, as they imagined, throwing 
out suggestions which even he received as master- 
pieces ; and many an official Dombey has dictated 
just what the Carker required. The aspect of the 
upper secretary viewed from below was that of a 
man whom it was impossible to thwart, avoid, or 
circumvent ; everything must pass through that 
one medium. Mr. Stephen had acquired a repu- 


tation for philanthropy : he belonged to the evangel- 
ical section of officials, and encouraged missionary 
enterprises. He was reputed to be incorruptible : 
to be otherwise would have been fatal to one who 
had pretensions as a purist, especially as corruption 
is obsolete among the respectable ranks of official 
people. It is undeniable that he so managed as 
to be virtually and effectively the real colonial 
minister, without offending those who bore the 
title and were content to bear the responsibility. 

If Mr. Stephen’s astuteness and unquestionable 
command of technical knowledge were animated 
by enlarged views and a generous benevolence, the 
practical result must have been found in the con- 
tentment, or at least the prosperity, of the wide 
regions subject to his administration. 

So far as concerns their official relations, the 
British colonies present a spectacle altogether the 
reverse of this. 

The British sugar colonies are in the last throes 
of a struggle for existence. Fora dozen years 
their history has been that of a rapid descent from 
bad to worse. The policy of the British govern- 
ment has professedly been, to emancipate labor in 
the West Indies, and to prevent the extension of 
slave-labor in foreign countries by intercepting the 
supply of slaves; and for that purpose a vast 
sacrifice of life and money is made every year on 
the western coast of Africa: the actual results are, 
that slave-labor is not checked in foreign countries, 
but that in the West Indies the supply of labor is 
cut off. Just as Mr. Stephen is leaving office, the 
West Indians are meeting to declare that they 
must give up the struggle against ruin, unless 
ministers revise their policy and restore ‘‘ protec- 
tion’’—the West Indian body of London have been 
up to Downing Street this very week, and the 
colonists have been planning an aggregate meet- 
ing of deputies from the several colonies to be held 
in one of the islands. The new feature in the 
present stage of West Indian depression is, that 
the colonists have lost hope; unless they are in 
some way relieved by government from the influ- 
ence of the colonial office as it has hitherto been 
administered, they despair, and, with the natural 
exaggeration of despair, anticipate nothing but 
literal and final ruin. That is the state in which 
Mr. Stephen leaves the West Indian colonies. 

A policy which, in the name of ‘* philanthropy,’’ 
sought to treat savage aborigines like spoiled chil- 
dren, alienated the loyalty of the Anglo-Dutch 
population in the Cape colony, ceded to this coun- 
try by treaty; and in order to bring back the 
Anglo-Dutch to their allegiance, it was necessary 
to use force of arms. ‘The war against the Anglo- 
Dutch is succeeded by a frontier war against the 
aborigines, whose behavior became intolerable to 
the veritable British colonists; and in order to 
wean the savages from the false notions instilled 
into them by a past policy, it will be necessary to 
shed much of their blood. Meanwhile, to carry 
on the war with anything like spirit, and yet with 
a remains of tenderness for the misguided crea- 
tures, is a task that has foiled even the spirited 
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and ingenious Sir Henry Pottinger. That is the 
state in which Mr. Stephen leaves the Cape colo- 
ny ; to say nothing of its impoverished and back- 
ward condition. 

A similar spectacle of internecine savage war 
may now be seen in the youngest of British colo- 
nies—New Zealand. 

A show has been made of complying with the 
general demand for ‘‘ systematic colonization ;” 
but the pretence of doing so has merely sufficed to 
prevent the reality. So totally unlike anything 
“ systematic” is the emigration to North America, 
that half of it strays to an alien country, and the 
other half is the subject of loud complaints that it 
is a nuisance, introducing pauperism and pestilence 
into Canada. Looking to the opposite group of 
dependencies available for systematic colonization, 
we see a most extraordinary sight. Mr. Boyd, a 
leading colonist in New South Wales, has sent an 
expedition for the purpose of recruiting the labor 
of the colony from Polynesia: savages, if not can- 
nibals, are to be introduced into New South Wales 
as shepherds, at the very time when a committee 
of the British peers has been solemnly inquiring 
how it can dispose of the starving Irish! Such is 
the state in which the governing under secretary 
of the colonial office leaves ‘‘ systematic coloniza- 
tion.” 

It does not appear that Mr. Stephen has trained 
any one to be his successor; Elijah carries his 
mantle still to wear it himself in the upper region 
to which he is translated. The removal of so 
much and such concentrated technical information, 
will make it very difficult to carry on the routine 
of the office, impossible to carry it on as it has 
been. Itis to be hoped, therefore, not only that 
Mr. Stephen will have the solace of finding that 
he is much ‘‘ missed,’’ but that some totally new 
colonial policy will be forced upon the imperial 
government. It would be quite possible that a 
better policy should also be a policy easier to ad- 
minister. Much of the voluminous knowledge 
attributed to the retiring under secretary was ren- 
dered necessary by the needlessly minute meddling 
of the government in Downing Street. Mr. Ste- 
phen is reputed to have possessed an intimate ac- 
quaintance with ‘‘ the various constitutions” of the 
settlements; an intimacy of which the necessity 
would be quite superseded if the ‘‘ constitutions” 
themselves were superseded by the substitution of 
simpler and better forms of government; permit- 
ting, not prohibiting, the self-development of the 
settlements by some kind of representative system 
—encouraging, not checking, the growth of polit- 
ical talent—inviting the influential among the col- 
onists to accept a larger share in directing and 
fostering those purely local interests which con- 
tribute to the weal of the community, but are too 
remote aad local for comprehension or attention in 
London. Downing Street would govern the colo- 
nies better if it did less, and used the talents which 
are to be found in the British citizen wherever he 
may dwell. It might console the colonial empire 
for the loss of Mr. Stephen, if his retirement were 
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thus to hasten the adoption of a policy consistent 
with the safety and prosperity of the British colo- 
nies. Such a novelty would constitute a new era 
in the history of our colonies, and would immor- 
talize the statesman who should seize the occasion 
for establishing it.— Spectator. 


OF IRELAND. 


PACIFICATION OF IRELAND. 


IRELAND is more distracted than ever; and un- 
less the new parliament is content to repeat the 
vain legislation of its predecessors, coercive or 
soothing, it will be necessary to strike out some 
fresh course in the attempt at reducing chaos to 
order. 

One enormous innovation in the treatment of 
Ireland, hitherto unattempted, offers an opening 
for hope. Hitherto, remedial measures have cpn- 
sisted of bundles of disconnected specifics : as they 
were disconnected, they could not work well to- 
gether ; and an universal habit of compromising 
the law has been the substitute for a true combi- 
nation of measures. Every class of laws in Ire- 
land is subject to this wholesale compromise, in a 
degree that is almost incredible even to us who are 
living witnesses of the fact, unless we rehearse the 
instances. There are laws to protect property ; 
but there is a wide-spread conspiracy to prevent tho 
collection of rents, the eviction even of defaulting 
tenants, or any of the processes by which the rights 
of landed property are enforced ; and so universal 
is this treachery against the law of property, that 
when a landlord is assassinated for the exercise of 
his legal rights, as in Major Mahon’s case, all the 
public writers of the country fall to criticizing his 
conduct, as if the guilt of the assassin and the 
breaker of the law were to be determined by a crt- 
ical inquiry into the motives and demeanor of him 
who appealed to the Jaw. This habit of looking 
beyond the law is universal in Ireland, and pain- 
fully distinguishes that country from England. 
There is a poor-law to protect the laboring classes, 
but all, even the laborers themselves, conspire to 
prevent the levying or collection of rates or the 
issue of relief according to the law. In England 
we should say, rdly on the law—carry out the 
eviction-law if you will, but also carry out the poor- 
law : in Ireland they compromise both laws, and, 
practically, both are frustrated, so that there is no 
law. There was an arms act—the attempt to cn- 
force it was bitterly denounced, but the attempt 
was made ; yet all classes possessed arms. So it 
is throughout the statute-book. Now the blessed 
innovation of which we speak would be, to com- 
bine remedial measures in their design, but when 
once they were passed into law, to enforce them, 
if needful, to the last extremity and at any cost. 

The main object, then, in considering the whole 
question of Ireland in the next session of parlia- 
ment should be to devise such a policy that its 
parts should fall harmoniously into one comprehen- 
sive whole, so that every part might be pushed to 
its utmost extent without deranging or neutralizing 
other parts. 
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In order to make such a policy possible, it would 
be necessary to reduce to a consistent and intelli- 
gible shape the relation between the civil govern- 
ment of the country and the church which em- 
bodies the faith of the people and owns for its 
chief an alien prince. The present compromise 
between a studied ignorance of that church and a 
faltering recognition is productive of much incon- 
venience. We recognize an authority which we 
dangerously abstain from influencing, and still 
more dangerously we neglect to define its range 
of action amongst us. Thus the late rescript of 
the Sacred College at Rome against the new col- 
leges in Ireland is handled in a temper betwixt 
spleen and fright, which is equally gratuitous and 
ridiculous. Surely we have “ pluck,” diligence, 
and common sense enough to grapple with this 
quétiont It is not necessary that we should stop 
at conjectural speculations on the character of Pius 
the Ninth, though that may form an element in 
considerifg what our policy ought to be. Still 
less is there any ground to be alarmed at the as- 
pect of that pontiff. Excepting in his political 
capacity, as a sort of conservative Rienzi, his char- 
acter has not been distinctly displayed ; but it can 
hardly fail to come under one of the three follow- 
ing descriptions. 1. He might be an indifferentist 
in religion, and a mere politician using ecclesi- 
astical forms. To this conjecture the well-known 
traits of his personal character are altogether op- 
posed. Cardinal Mastai-Ferretti supported the 
name of a noble family, under circumstances of 
extremely narrow means, with an unaffected dig- 
nity that won universal respect. 
unbounded, and he has been known to rob his own 
pantry of its plate when readier means of alms 
were wanting. He has shown the utmost benev- 
olence and zeal in promoting the studies of youth 
destined fur the church. He has revived the 
ancient usage of pontifical preaching. And alto- 
gether his demeanor is that of an enthusiast rather 
than an indifferentist. It is especially to be noted 
that his efforts in the church have been to purify 
its administration and practice, without any change 
in its dogmatic forms. 2. He may be an am- 
bitious bigot—a Gregory the Seventh, bent on 
subjugating all temporal authority to the spiritual 
authority of Rome. Forthat he is too “ spirituel,” 
in the French sense, and evinces too just an ap- 
preciation of what in English we call the ‘* spirit 
of the times.’ 3. He may be a man who refines 
on religious dogma, and sees a possibility of adapt- 
ing it to the spirit of the times. With that con- 
jecture his conduct strictly comports. According- 
ly, while we can expect in the present pontiff no 
departure from the technical usage of the Roman 
Catholic Church, we may expect in him, if he be 
rightly informed, a beneficial direction of its spirit. 
This consideration suggests the shape which the 
relation between our government and the Roman 
head of the popular church in Ireland ought to 
take. We should have an accredited envoy near 
the person of the pontiff, capable of keeping him 
truly and sufficiently informed as to the purpose 
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and scope of such measures in Ireland as concern 
Roman Catholics, so that the mind of the sovereign 
pontiff may receive its just degree of enlighten- 
ment in shaping his own strictly independent re- 
solves. This much for influence. As to secular 
authority, the sovereign of Rome possesses none 
in these islands, and we are bound to see that our 
laws admit of no encroachment in that respect: 
they should afford no machinery for the enforce- 
ment of any civil authority ascribed to the sover- 
eign of Rome, and they should refuse all recog- 
nition of it. One sort of recognition that we do 
accord to that authority is very mischicvous—it is 
the maintenance of civil disabilities. In the eye 
of the civil law, the Roman church is a voluntary 
association, in no respect differing from a volunta- 
ry association for charitable, literary, or scientific 
objects; and we ought not to confer on it the 
distinction of persecution. We should not, for 
instance, withhold from that church powers of en- 
dowment which we should grant to a mechanics’ 
institution, a proprietary school, or a hospital. As 
to the rescripts from Rome, they may well pass, 
under the freedom of the press, equally with the 
comments of newspapers. They are expressions 
of opinion. Our laws may be enforced indepen- 
dently of them. ‘The documents of the church 
should pass as freely as the statutes of freemasons 
or the edicts of the odd-fellows ; and no member of 
that church, as such, should be distinguished from 
any other citizen in secular matters. Let the law 
deal with him solely according to his secular con- 
duct. 

Having rid the subject of the embarrassment 
belonging to it from acting on religious distinctions, 
it would be comparatively easy to design a policy 
for the pacification of Ireland, the design being 
shaped according to the leading wants. The com- 
bined measures should be as few, as simple, and as 
large in theifscope as possible; minor wants be- 
ing left to adjust themselves by the aid of the 
energy supplied in the great measures. The cry- 
ing evils of Ireland are, the bad culture arising 
from the helplessness of nominal landlords and the 
cottier system; the paupcrized condition of the 
agricultural population; the redundancy of the 
population as compared with the present state and 
extent of agriculture ; the anarchy of the country, 
its distracted councils, and the general indifference 
to constituted authority. A remedial policy will 
in the first place enforce tranquillity so far as it can 
be enforced by an exercise of vigorous authority— 
armed if necessary: nothing can be done without 
quiet, and the delirious patient must be held down 
till the fit is over and the medicaments begin to 
tell. Do not stop at an arms act, or at any neg- 
ative and therefore ineffectual measure : martial 
law even is better, because more positive and less 
offensive. Next, extend the encumbered estates 
bill, which was postponed last year, into such a 
measure as would convert the nominal ownership 
of Ireland into a real ownership. Real owners 
will have real tenants, capable of enforcing their 
own ‘‘tenant-right,’’ by independent stipulation. 


TEST OF INSANITY-——-THE CHOLERA. 


Protect the laborer by a real enforcement of the 
poor-law. Relieve the land and the labor-market 
from the burden of redundant numbers by sys- 
tematic emigration. And appeal to the real pa- 
triots of Ireland—if there are such; call upon the 
citizens who understand and feel any loyalty 
towards the state, to stand by the government be- 
cause it is ‘‘the government ;” confide in them, 
honor them, strengthen them, arm them; make no 
distinctions among any who are loyal, but welcome 
every citizen alike— Presbyterian, Roman Catholic, 
and Church-of-England-man—layman, priest, cler- 
gyman, and minister. But above all, while you 
combine all these measures, compromise none. If 
you use the sword, strike home; if you exact, 
wring out the last penny due; if you aid, aid ef- 
fectually until your object be gained; if you con- 
fide, trust with generous fulness: let every branch 
of your policy be carried out without reserve or 
qualification, so that its purpose be thoroughly 
realized ; and if any hurt be unavoidably inflicted 
in the operation, with the other hand apply resto- 
ratives as boldly and generously. Fulfil the long- 
deferred conquest of Ireland for herself; your 
victory will be her peace and prosperity, and will 
bless your hand of strength.—Spectator, 13th Nov. 


TEST OF INSANITY IN CRIMINAL CASES. 


Tue case of Count Mortier affords a remarkable 
illustration of the fallacy which lurks in the dictum 
laid down by Mr. Justice Erskine, that a person 
accused of crime cannot claim impunity on the 
score of insanity if the circumstances which prompt 
his morbid excess be real. M. Mortier was in- 
sane, and his main delusion was a doubt of his 
wife’s fidelity. Instead of murdering her, how- 
ever, he resolved to destroy his children and him- 
self; and he was in the act of endeavoring to per- 
suade the frightened children that they ought to 
be slaughtered, when the police came in and 
rescued them. Now, M. Mortier was attempting 
murder: the motive was a delusion, and there- 
fore, according to Mr. Justice Erskine, he may 
claim mercy; but what if the infidelity of the 
countess happened to have been real '—the secret 
fact coinciding with the delusion; a coincidence 
which would not be unprecedented. In that case, 
according to Mr. Justice Erskine’s view, the count, 
although as insane as ever, would not be able to 
claim the indulgence due to insanity. This test 
fails, because it is confessedly applied, not to the 
thing which is to be tested, but to something else 
—not to the morbidity of the perception, but to the 
reality of the thing perceived. It is well known 
that there may be a traly insane feeling towards 
an object without any delusion as to the reality of 
the object ; but if there be deceit, a truly insane 
perception of outward appearances may by chance 
coincide with the disguised truth 

What the law will do with Count Mortier is 
just what it may most safely and beneficially do 
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in any case: it discovers that he is not in a fit 
state of mind to go at large, and it seizes him and 
secludes him until he is put into a safe and fit 
state of mind, if that ever should be.— Spectator. 


THE CHOLERA. 


FaTa.ism is a feeling natural to the human breast, 
and many good Protestants are Mussulmans in sneer- 
ing at any notion of preparing to meet the cholera, 
merely because they do not understand that any 
specific counter-agent has been discovered. Ague 
has its Peruvian bark, toothache its creosote, but | 
there is no one drug thus curatively associated with 
cholera ; and therefore the desponding, in a mood 
compounded of despair, indolence, false shame at 
the fear of using exertions that may fail, and even 
a cowardice which makes passive submission less 
terrible because it recognizes the presence of dagger 
less than action, cover their indolence and their dis- 
may by a sneering indifference, as the boy whistles 
in passing through the churchyard. But besides 
direct remedies, there are many things which may 
be done to prepare for disarming or weakening an 
epidemic. Everything which tends to promote 
health and remove depressing influences is.of that 
nature. Although there may not be a known course 
of medical treatment, there must be a probable 
course; and the public, who cannot universally 
‘© call in the doctor,” should know what are the 
poe to be taken in the economy of daily 
ife. Above all, the public servants should speed 
whatever is desirable to fortify the public health. 
Now is the time when we feel the retribution for 

ast sins of omission. We have drains, as in the 

ower Hamlets district, that will not drain because 
the fall is too slight; laws which permit house- 
owners to withhold communication between their 
houses and the main drain; and bodies to admin- 
ister those laws which possess neither the intelli- 

ence nor the motive to do their duties effectively.* 

ewers, of course, cannot be made by the end of 
this month, about which time the cholera will be 
due; but much may be done by mere regulations. 
The New York Sun reports the arrival of an emi- 
grant-ship with one hundred and sixty-five emigrants 
on board, and without a single case of sickness; a 
fact which can only be ascribed to the cleanliness 
that had been enforced by Mr. Watts, the com- 
mander. Now we all know what private emigrant- 
ships usually are—what is the conduct and condi- 
tion of the ‘‘spontaneous’’ emigrants to North 
America; and we know that no combination of cir- 
cumstances can be more adverse to sanatory regula- 
tion; surely, what Mr. Watts could effect by moral 
influence in the crowded space and among the pig- 
gish inmates of an emigrant-ship, may be done by 
competent authority in our towns. ‘The pity is that 
we are still without that competent authority ; for, 
although we cannot reconstruct our towns and dwell- 
ings by the arrival of the cholera, we might estab- 
lish a Board of Health, and the board might advise 
and direct the public. This is a work suitable to 
the early session of Parliament, because it is a work 
that really belongs to the season.— Spectator, 6 Nov. 


* See a communication on this subject in the Journal 
of Public Health,a mouthly periodical, published undcr 
the sanction of the Metropolitan Health of Towns Asso- 
ciation; the first number appeared on Monday last. 
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From the Toronto Church. 
THE WEST INDIAN COLONIES. 


Tue accounts which we are now receiving from 
every quarter, of the disastrous condition of the 
West Indian Islands, tend to confirm our worst fears 
for the ultimate safety of these once splendid de- 
pendencies of the British crown. The cry is re- 
echoed everywhere, without contradiction, that they 
are absolutely ruined ; and as it is not to be sup- 
poe that Britain will recede from her present 
egislative position, we must confess our inability to 
believe that free trade, as carried out by the gov- 
ernment, can do otherwise than precipitate the 
evils which the colonies foresaw and predicted 
would result from the measure. Evils which would 
completely annihilate those means, without which it 
is impossible for the cultivator and manufacturer of 
sugar to carry on his operations, viz., the confidence 
and assistance of the merchant. 

When the British nation determined that the in- 
stitution of slavery should no longer be tolerated in 
our dependencies, the West Indian colonists sought 
not to obstruct the scheme of African emancipation. 
On the contrary, they have done everything in their 
power to render the success of the measure as per- 
fect and complete as possible. We may appeal to 
all, in any way conversant with the subject, as to 
the truth of this averment. Never was a revolu- 
tion of corresponding magnitude effected with so 
little disturbance to a commanity, and from which 
all those antagonistic feelings, which are so inhe- 
rent to party, so speedily subsided. Ireland has 
for a much longer period enjoyed Roman Catholic 
emacipation—does she exhibit such a picture of 
harmonious intercourse between her opposing par- 
ties, as do the white classes in the West Indies and 
their colored brethren, the late slave population? 
We grant that the disturbance in the relations be- 
tween master and servant, consequent on negro 
emancipation, did, in some of the islands, produce 
a serious interruption to that regular and constant 
supply of labor which is so essential to the cultiva- 
tion of the cane. The laborers, wishing to exercise 
their newly acquired privileges, took possession of 
unoccupied land, and cultivated it on their own ac- 
count. ‘This was a natural, though, to both inter- 
ests, an injurious act, because the Jaborer engaged 
in the cultivation of garden patches, which merely 
sufficed for his own maintenance, abstracted from 
the staple cultivation that labor by which, and by 
which alone, wealth and prosperity could be brought 
to the country in general—thus importing into the 
West Indies some of those social evils which have 
proved such a bane to Ireland. In Barbadoes, 
where there was no unoccupied land, a very differ- 
ent state of things existed. ‘There labor was plen- 
tiful and the people fully employed ; and notwith- 
standing that a circle of dry years visited it after the 
passing of the emancipation bill, the quantity of 
sugar exported was not less than in corresponding 
circles under the system of slavery. Last year 
being the first bountiful year of season, with which 
the island had been blessed, Barbadoes exported 
thirty-four thousand hogsheads of sugar, being a 
quantity considerably greater than it had ever done 
under the institution of bondage. 

Had, then, the British government and people 
been perfectly consistent in their moral and reli- 
gious antipathy to slavery, surely they would have 
adopted such measures as would have secured the 
success of emancipation, It was their plain and 
imperative duty to have given every discourage- 
meat to the products of slave labor, which design- 
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ing speculators may have designed to introduce into 
the market ; or, at all events, they were bound to 
have continued their protection to a people upon 
whom they were experimenting, and to have re- 
frained from commencing the working of a more 
hazardous problem, ere the success of the first had 
been solved. It was declared by the late premier, 
that it was the wish of her majesty’s government 
to consider the colonies as integral portions of the 
kingdom. By this he was understood to mean, 
that each party should enjoy reciprocal advantages, 
each party ministering to, and receiving correspond- 
ing benefits from, the whole connected body. This 
announcement of E;ngland’s parental desire to 
strengthen her rule of government for the colonies, 
was received with the most lively satisfaction ; and, 
abiding in faith, the colonists were content to fight 
through their temporary difficulties, and to wait tor 
oe season of prosperity which they fondly looked 
or. 

Suddenly, however, and with scarce any prepar- 
ation, a are summoned to undergo a new experi- 
ment. They are unexpectedly called upon to enter 
into a contest with that very element which Eng- 
land had ejected from her social existence, because 
she felt its blighting influence, and was satisfied of 
its moral wrongs. In subjecting her colonies to 
competition with slavery, the British government 
has been guilty (we speak after due deliberation) not 
only of a shameful breach of faith, but of moral 
dishonesty. These unhappy colonies are to minis- 
ter to the wishes and desires of England, they must 
enter into the grand experiment of free trade, but 
only so far as serves the purposes of the English 
people. They must not look for any share of the 
advantages which by remote possibility may accrue 
from that measure. The West Indian, by a cruel 
and suicidal policy, is denied the right of manufac- 
turing his own cane-juice into a refined sngar, be- 
cause a certain class in London, Liverpool and 
Bristol may thereby be injured. The British mer- 
chant must have employment for his vessels, and 
therefore the West lndian must not dream of 
freighting American or any other foreign bottoms, 
although by so doing he would save one half of 
what he disburses in freight. In like manner, he 
cannot obtain a market for his spirits, because the 
British distiller must be protected at all hazards, 
which are the advantages which free trade holds 
out to the British Wen ladian colonies. Such the 
crooked policy of Great Britain towards these her 
loyal and exemplary subjects. <A policy which we ` 
may say has ended in their total and complete de- 
struction ; and in riveting on the wrists of the slave 
those shackles which Britain gloried in having 
struck from the limbs of her own bondsmen. 

How can the West Indian planter stand erect 
under such a complicated pressure of discourage- 
ments? In the first place he is forbid competition 
with the English refiner, and compelled to enter 
the lists with the slave producer. Again, the slave- 
holder is permitted to transmit his products to 
Britain in vessels built by slaves—manned by slaves 
—and owned by slave-proprietors—whilst the colo- 
nist must transmit his produce to the British mar- 
ket in vessels manned by freemen, who conse- 
quently cannot take it at a price by any means as 
reasonable as the former. Strange as this state- 
ment may appear to many of our readers, it is never- 
theless undoubtedly true. Ships manned by slaves 
are constantly trading to England; and mot only 
are the bondsmen narrowly watched while the ves- 
sel is in port, but they are nominally articled in se 
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strict and stringent a manner, that escape from their 
owners is almost a matter of impossibility. 

From private sources we learn that the work of 
destruction and desolation is rapidly going on in 
Jamaica. In that island FIFTEEN ESTATES HAVE 
BEEN ABANDONED DURING THE LAST 8IX MONTHS, 
besides several previously given up. And in 
other islands parties are inspecting their properties 
with the view of determining whether it be profit- 
able any longer to continue the working of them. 
Every expedient has been tried to render the culti- 
vation of the cane by implemental labor as profitable 
as possible, but beyond a certain point they cannot 
aspire; and do as they may, the sugar manufac- 
tured by slaves must be cheaper than that produced 
by free men, unless indeed where the population is 
so dense as to compel labor at diminished prices, or 
leave starvation as the alternative. 

In whatever light we view the ruin of the West 
India colonies, the picture is a sad and a most dis- 
mal one. Who can refrain from sympathizing with 
a body of once opulent proprietors, lured on to their 
destruction by a too confiding dependence on the 
promised protection of the mother country? But, 
above all, we shudder to contemplate the probable 
effect which that ruin will produce upon the negro. 
The white man may escape to America with the 
remnant which he can happily glean from the wreck 
of his property. But the poor negro must remain, 
and remain to degenerate into the hideous barba- 
rism of St. Domingo. It was the settled and oft- 
repeated conviction of a highly educated and intelli- 
gent gentleman of their own race, who long and 
ably cunducted one of the leading journals of the 
tropics, that no greater curse could befall his black 
brethren, than the withdrawal of the whites from 
among therm. He regards their departure as the 
signal for the return of the negro to barbarism, an- 
archy, and superstition. Where, let us ask, is 
money to be obtained to carry on the social and 
mora] improvements necessary, as regards both 
civilization and religiont How is the church to be 
supported? How are the schools to be carried on! 
How are the magistracy and the other legal tribunals 
to be kept up! In a word, where are the means to 
come from to antagonize that relapse into a degraded 
and barbarous state which is natural to man when 
left without these accessory laws of control, and the 
presence of which is so essential to civilization ? 

It is not to be wondered at that, in these circum- 
stances, the Kingston Chamber of Commerce should 
speak out as they have lately done in the following 
emphatic terms: 

“ That this chamber views with alarm the com- 
merce of the country daily dwindling into insignifi- 
cance. Confidence is shaken to its very centre ; 
and it is but too plain to perceive that our most re- 
spectable citizens (foreseeing, no doubt, worse evils 
to come, and no energy exerted to avert them) are 
leaving the country with the little they have saved 
from the wreck of their affairs. Estates are fast 
becoming abandoned. Poverty stares us in the face 
wherever we go. The expenses of living are enor- 
mous, and taxation is unbearable.” 


THE CITY GENTLEMAN TO HIS INFANT SON. 
Aina—"Oh, rest thee, my darling.” 


Ox! slumber my youngster, in ignorance blest, 
No thought of the panic deprives thee of rest ; 
Though things e’er so bad in the city may be, 
They give no concern, my young shaver, to thee. 


Thou dread’st not to think of the firms that may 


smash ; 
Thou feel’st not ‘the lowness of credit and cash ; 
Thou heed’st not the tightness of money a jot, 
It pinches thee—happy young gentleman !—not. 


The bank may determine to p on the screw, 

Thou wilt abet be frightened; thou’lt never loo 
blue ; 

What matter to thee, little fellow of mine, 

If discount ’s at three-and-a-half, or at nine? 


Unconscious art thou of such things as bad debts, 
With nothing to hope in the shape of assets ; 
Thou art not disheartened—thou art not dismayed, 
To think of the bill to be noted or paid. 


Then slumber, young gentleman, rest while you 


may, 
You ’Il surely know all about these things one day ; 
Sleep on, undisturbed by the world’s busy hum ; 
For, like a yqung bear, you’ve your troubles to 
come. | Punch. 
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Betuune’s Poems.—A beautifully printed vol- 
ume entitled ‘* Lays of Love and Faith,” by the 
Rev. Geo. W. Bethune, is just published by Lind- 
say & Blakiston, of Philadelphia. Several short 
poems of Mr. Bethune have already appeared in 
the periodicals, and given general readers a favor- 
able idea of his poetical powers. These do not 
appear to have been exercised except occasionally, 
with no purpose to win a reputation, but the collec- 
tion more than justifies the good opinion which 
these casual perusals of his fugitive verses had 
caused us to form. The volume is at Wiley & 
Putnam’s. 

Here is one of these lays of love and faith, well 
desetving the appellation he has given—a lay warm 
with love and instinct with faith. 


LIVE TO DO GOOD. 


Live to do good ; but not with thought to win 
From man return of any kindness done ; 
Remember him who died on cross for sin, 
The merciful, the meek, rejected one. 
hen he was slain for crime of doing good, 
Canst thou expect return of gratitude? 


Do good to all; but while thou servest best 
And at thy greatest cost, nerve thee to bear, 
When thine own heart with anguish is oppressed, 
The cruel taunt, the cold averted air, 
From lips which thou hast taught in hope to pray, 
And eyes whose sorrow thou hast wiped away. 


Still do those good ; but for his holy sake 
Who died for thine; fixing thy purpose ever 
High as his throne, no wrath of man can shake ; 
o shall he own thy generous endeavor, 
And take thee to his conqueror’s glory up, 
When thou hast shared the Saviour’s bitter cup. 


Do nought but good ; for such the noble strife 
Of virtue is, ’gainst wrong to venture love, 
And for thy foe devote a brother’s life, 
Content to meet the recompense above, 
Brave for the truth, to fiercest insult meek, 
In mercy strong, in anger only weak. 
N. Y. Ev. Post. 


Messrs. James Munroe & Co. have received 
from the publishers, Messrs. Lindsay & Blakiston, 
Philadelphia, a volume of poems entitled, ‘ Lay 
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of Love and Faith, with other Fugitive Poems,” by | of his recollection, as being more frank than squeam- 
- Rev. Dr. George Bethune. It is a very handsome | ish. But though he is not ‘ insolently nice,’ he is 
volume, and contains very beautiful poetry. The} unexceptionably moral, as far as we have been able 
author introduces his volume with the following; to penetrate; and teils us many true things about 
lines, which speak well for themselves and him :— _ the city of all the earth for variety and gayety.”— 


ei ; Mrs. Kirkland in Union Magazine. 
As one arranges in a simple vase 


A little store of unpretending flowers, The American Almanac and Repository of Useful 
So gathered I some records of past hours, rey anes for the year 1848. James Munroe 

And trust them, gentle reader, to thy grace ; & Co., Boston. 
Nor hope that in my pages thou wilt trace This is the nineteenth year of this, the most ele- 
The brilliant proof of high poetic powers; gant and useful work of the kind. We are much 


But dear memorials of my happy days, 


When Heaven shed blessings on my heart, like obliged to the publishers for our copy. 


_ showers | Messrs. Harper & Brothers continue the beau- 
Clothing with beauty even the desert place; tiful and good Pictorial Mistory of England. 
Till I, with thankful gladness in my looks, They have just issued : 
Turned me to God, sweet nature, loving friends, | The Philosophy of Life and Philosophy of Language. 
Christ’s little children, well-worn ancient books, By Frederick von Schlegel. Translated by the 
The charm of art, the rapture music sends ; Rev. J. W. Morrison, M. A. 
And sang away the grief that on man’s lot at-| The Convict; or, the Hypocrite Unmasked. By G. 
tends.” . Š P. R. James. ` 


| Rainbows for Children. Edited by L. Maria Child. 


There are many pieces in this volume of great i 
beauty; among those which will be read over and oe es New York: C. S. 


over again with renewed pleasure, are the verses, | 
“To my Mother,” ‘*To my Wife,” ‘Susie,’ | 4‘ These sweet little fairy stories have, beyond 
“ Early Lost and Early Saved,” “‘ The Fourth of | mere present delight, the further intent to lay the 
July.” Some of the articles in this volume have | foundation of that something better, on which we 
been published in the ee of the day, but they | must depend for the sunshine of life after fairy days 
are too valuable to be left so scattered, and the vol- | are gone. They are full of a sweet spirit; of a 
ume is a precious addition to any library. delicately-hinted good purpose ; of Christian senti- 
Daily Advertiser. | ments, and cheerful wisdom. They are told with 
Old Wine in new Bottles; or, Spare Hours of a Sty- | much elegance, and in the purest Saxon English. 


dent inParis, By Augustus: Kinsly Mrs. Child’s spiriting has been done not only gently 


ardner ” T . 
M D. New York: Prancis- -& Co. Boston: but effectually.’ —Mrs. Kirkland’s Union Mag. 


J. H. Francis. Messrs. Francis & Co. have also published, 

“Dr. Gardner has made a very sprightly and! Midsummer Eve: a Fairy Tale of Love. By Mrs. 
amusing book, out of his Paris experiences. Some |S. C. Hall. We read and love all that Mrs. Hall 
objection may be made by the fastidious, to portions | writes. 
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